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CHAPTER  I 

THE  CHATEAU 

The  scene  now  changes  to  the  south  of  France. 

In  the  neighbourhood  of  one  of  those  beautiful  villages 
which  ornament  the  valleys  on  the  outskirts  of  the  Pyrenees 
stood  a  large,  old-fashioned,  rambling,  dark  brick  edifice, 
known  as  the  chateau.  It  had  originally  belonged  to  a  noble 
and  ancient  family  which  had  emigrated  during  the  troubles 
of  the  first  revolution,  and  that  family  had  become  extinct 
in  a  foreign  clime.  The  chateau  was  once  the  centre  of  a 
spacious  and  fair  domain,  but  this  had  become  parcelled 
out  into  small  farms  and  allotments,  so  that  at  the  time 
of  which  we  are  writing  —  namely,  a  few  years  back — the 
lands  which  had  once  constituted  the  domain  of  a  single 
individual  were  in  the  possession  of  at  least  a  score  of  different 
proprietors. 

The  chateau  itself  had  long  been  shut  up,  and  with  only 
the  garden  remaining  attached  to  it,  it  had  become  the 
property  of  a  lawyer  in  the  adjacent  village.  Having  been 
neglected  for  a  great  number  of  years,  the  building  had 
sustained  considerable  injury,  and  the  lawyer,  finding  it 
difficult  to  obtain  a  wealthy  tenant,  had  felt  by  no  means 
inclined  to  lay  out  money  in  repairing  a  place  which  seemed 
destined  to  remain  empty.  It  was  only  fitted  from  its 
dimensions  for  the  occupation  of  a  wealthy  family  having 
a  large  establishment  of  servants,  but  no  family  of  such 
means  was  likely  to  take  a  mansion  that  had  such  a  small 
patch  of  land  attached,  and  this  surrounded  by  the  allot- 
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ments  of  poor  proprietors.  Besides,  it  would  have  required 
thousands  of  pounds  to  furnish  the  chateau  suitably,  and 
as  no  rich  family  would  think  of  burying  themselves  entirely 
in  that  seclusion,  but  would  assuredly  pass  at  least  a  moiety 
of  the  year  in  the  gay  capital,  it  was  equally  improbable 
that  any  one  would  incur  such  an  enormous  expense  to 
furnish  the  chateau  as  a  mere  temporary  residence  for  a  few 
months  at  a  time.  It  must  likewise  be  observed  that  super- 
stition had  lent  its  aid  to  render  the  old  chateau  all  the  more 
difficult  to  let,  and  thus,  as  we  have  said,  for  many  long  years 
it  had  remained  empty. 

At  length,  some  five  years  previous  to  the  date  which  our 
story  has  reached,  an  elderly  French  gentleman,  accom- 
panied by  his  daughter,  and  attended  only  by  one  female 
domestic,  arrived  in  the  neighbouring  village,  where  they 
took  lodgings  for  a  few  weeks.  We  will  presently  describe 
them  more  particularly.  Suffice  it  for  the  present  to  say 
that  Monsieur  Volney  —  for  this  was  the  gentleman's  name  — 
began  to  make  inquiries  about  the  chateau,  and  after  some 
little  negotiation  with  the  lawyer,  he  took  it.  Everybody 
in  the  village  was  surprised,  for  there  were  several  small  and 
picturesque  houses  to  let  in  the  neighbourhood,  any  one  of 
which  would  have  been  large  enough  for  the  accommodation 
of  so  small  a  family  as  the  Volneys.  But  on  the  other  hand, 
the  chateau  was  to  be  let  at  a  rental  less  than  even  that  of 
either  one  of  the  houses  just  alluded  to,  and  it  was  therefore 
conjectured  that  this  might  be  a  consideration  with  a  man 
whose  means  were  evidently  exceedingly  limited.  Indeed, 
the  rent  asked  of  him  for  the  chateau  was  to  be  little  more 
than  a  mere  nominal  sum  for  the  first  term  of  seven  years. 
Superstition,  as  we  have  already  said,  had  given  the  chateau 
a  bad  name,  and  the  lawyer  to  whom  it  belonged,  naturally 
anxious  to  improve  his  property  by  amending  its  repute, 
calculated  that  if  respectable  people  lived  in  it  for  a  period, 
its  former  character  as  a  haunted  house  would  be  forgotten. 
And  then,  too.  Monsieur  Volney  undertook  to  make  certain 
repairs,  as  well  as  to  restore  the  garden;  and  thus,  under  all 
these  circumstances,  the  lawyer  was  well  enough  contented 
with  a  comparatively  nominal  rental. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  chateau  seemed  to  suit  Monsieur 
Volney's  disposition  and  frame  of  mind,  and  according  to 
conjecture,  his  pecuniary  means  likewise.   He  was  a  man 
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bordering  upon  sixty  at  the  time  when  we  purpose  to  introduce 
him  to  our  reader.  Somewhat  above  the  middle  height,  he 
was  thin  and  though  still  in  possession  of  full  activity  of  limb, 
yet  his  pace  was  invariably  slow,  as  if  measured  according  to 
the  solemn  gloom  of  his  thoughts.  His  countenance  was  pale 
with  the  evidences  of  some  deeply  seated  sorrow  indelibly 
stamped  upon  it.  His  gaze  was  cold  and  searching;  no  one 
at  the  first  glance,  or  at  the  first  meeting  with  Monsieur  Vol- 
ney,  would  become  prepossessed  in  his  favour.  His  manners 
were  as  cold  as  his  looks;  there  was  something  in  them 
which  repelled  in  advance  toward  friendship,  and  seemed  to 
render  an  intimacy  impossible.  He  spoke  but  little, — never 
unnecessarily,  —  and  as  much  as  possible  in  mere  mono- 
syllables. Yet  despite  that  glacial  gaze,  that  freezing  man- 
ner, that  undisguised  dislike  for  conversation,  there  was  an 
unmistakable  air  of  good  breeding  about  Monsieur  Volney,  — 
that  gloss  of  the  courtly  drawing-room  which  when  once  it 
invests  the  individual  can  seldom  be  shaken  off,  any  more 
than  a  talented  person  can  by  ordinary  circumstances  be 
rendered  stupid  or  a  well-educated  one  can  become  ignorant. 

Monsieur  Volney  was  in  the  habit  of  taking  long  solitary 
walks,  and  yet  it  could  scarcely  be  for  the  sake  of  the  beautiful 
surrounding  scenery,  inasmuch  as  the  sense  of  that  or  of  any 
other  enjoyment  appeared  to  be  dead  within  him.  When  he 
was  encountered  by  any  one  of  the  rural  inhabitants  in  those 
walks,  he  was  invariably  proceeding  at  the  slow,  measured 
pace  we  have  already  alluded  to,  his  eyes  were  bent  down, 
and  his  whole  demeanour  indicated  a  deep  preoccupation 
of  the  thoughts.  If  out  of  respect  the  rustics  saluted  him 
as  they  passed,  he  would  just  acknowledge  the  compliment 
with  a  cold  courtesy,  in  which,  however,  nothing  of  pride 
seemed  blended,  but  he  never  stopped  to  exchange  a  syllable 
of  conversation.  When  indoors  he  was  principally  occupied 
in  a  little  room  which  he  had  fitted  up  as  a  study  or  library, 
and  the  shelves  of  which  contained  a  few  books,  but  these 
of  a  sterling  description.  They  consisted  chiefly  of  scientific 
works,  voyages,  and  travels,  with  a  small  sprinkling  of  the 
best  French  poets.  There,  in  that  study.  Monsieur  Volney 
would  pass  hours  together,  though  whether  he  were  always 
reading,  or  whether  he  were  much  of  that  time  communing 
with  his  own  painful  thoughts,  was  scarcely  known  even  to 
his  own  daughter. 
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This  lady  was,  at  the  period  when  we  propose  to  introduce 
her  to  our  readers,  about  two  and  twenty  years  of  age.  She 
was  not  above  the  middle  stature,  somewhat  full  in  figure, 
but  of  good  symmetry.  She  was  neither  handsome  nor 
beautiful,  but  at  the  same  time  she  might  be  pronounced 
good-looking.  A  profusion  of  dark  brown  hair,  brows 
somewhat  strongly  pencilled,  large  hazel  eyes,  lips  that  were 
full  and  pouting,  but  not  coarse,  together  with  a  splendid 
set  of  teeth,  —  these  may  be  rapidly  summed  up  as  her  lead- 
ing personal  characteristics.  Her  nose  was  not  perfectly 
straight;  it  had  a  slight,  but  very  slight,  downward  inflexion, 
though  not  to  the  extent  that  warranted  the  application  of 
the  French  term  retroussee.  Her  countenance  was  the  least 
thing  too  much  rounded  to  be  consonant  with  perfect  beauty, 
and  there  was  even  something  sensuous  in  the  configuration 
of  the  chin  as  well  as  in  the  formation  of  the  mouth.  Yet 
such  was  not  the  impression  that  would  remain  upon  the 
mind  of  an  observer  in  respect  to  her  character,  inasmuch 
as  her  eyes  beamed  only  with  innocence,  her  manners 
were  modest  and  retiring,  and  her  bearing  was  replete  with 
a  becoming  lady-like  dignity.  Such  was  Clarine  Volney, 
at  the  age  of  twenty-two. 

The  female  servant  who  originally  accompanied  the  father 
and  daughter  to  that  neighbourhood  was  a  middle-aged 
woman,  of  respectable  and  matronly  appearance.  She  had 
evidently  been  long  in  the  family,  for  she  regarded  Clarine 
with  that  degree  of  affection  which  is  shown  by  faithful 
domestics  who  have  known  young  people  from  their  birth, 
and  in  their  childhood  have  nursed  them  upon  their  knees. 
In  the  presence  of  Monsieur  Volney,  Marguerite  —  which  was 
the  female  servant's  name — was  careful  to  address  the  young 
lady  as  mademoiselle,  but  when  they  were  alone  together, 
she  allowed  herself  the  liberty  of  calling  her  Clarine.  And 
Clarine  herself  displayed  much  attachment  towards  Mar- 
guerite, and  never  issued  orders  as  if  conscious  of  speaking 
to  an  inferior.  We  should  observe  that  immediately  after 
taking  the  chateau.  Monsieur  Volney  hired  a  second  female 
servant,  and  also  a  gardener,  so  that  his  domestic  establish- 
ment consisted  of  three  persons. 

A  sufficient  number  of  rooms  in  the  central  part  of  the 
building  had  been  fitted  up  for  the  use  of  the  family.  At  the 
nearest  town  Monsieur  Volney  had  purchased  such  furniture 
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as  he  required,  and  though  there  was  nothing  elegant  nor 
luxurious  in  the  appointment  of  the  rooms  thus  rendered 
habitable,  they  were  nevertheless  replete  with  every  comfort. 
The  Volneys  received  no  society  and  courted  none;  thus  the 
few  genteel  families  who  resided  in  the  neighbourhood  had 
abstained  from  calling  upon  them,  inasmuch  as  they  afforded 
no  indications  that  such  visits  would  be  acceptable.  We 
should  however  make  an  exception  in  favour  of  the  village 
priest,  a  man  well  stricken  in  years,  noted  for  his  benevo- 
lence of  disposition  and  the  purity  of  his  life ;  and  this  worthy 
minister  of  the  gospel  was  the  only  visitor  from  amidst  the 
inhabitants  of  the  neighbourhood.  The  reader  may  marvel 
what  the  old  chateau  in  the  south  of  France  and  the  Volney 
family  can  have  to  do  with  the  progress  of  our  tale.  We 
may  therefore  at  once  state  that  if  any  interest  be  felt 
in  the  amiable  and  beautiful  Zoe,  the  wife  of  Lord  Octa- 
vian  Meredith,  she  must  now  be  sought  within  that  chateau. 

Some  explanations  are  requisite  to  show  how  this  came 
about.  We  have  already  said  that  the  Volney  family  had 
inhabited  the  chateau,  or  rather  a  portion  of  it,  for  about 
five  years  previous  to  the  time  when  we  now  introduce  them 
upon  the  stage  of  our  narrative.  To  say  that  Monsieur  Volney 
was  an  affectionate  father  would  be  to  imply  that  toward 
his  daughter  he  unbent  in  a  way  of  which  his  frigid  demean- 
our seemed  perfectly  incapable.  Nor  did  he.  He  was  kind 
in  his  manner  —  and  nothing  more.  Every  morning,  when 
entering  the  breakfast-parlour,  Clarine  imprinted  a  kiss  on 
her  father's  cheek,  the  same  at  evening  ere  retiring  to  her 
chamber;  but  he  merely  received  these  filial  salutations, 
he  gave  them  not  back  in  form  of  paternal  caresses.  He 
never  displayed  any  fondness  toward  her,  much  less  lavished 
endearments;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  his  demeanour  was 
always  of  a  uniform  kindness,  never  capricious,  and  never 
finding  unnecessary  fault.  Clarine  was  so  accustomed  to 
this  demeanour  on  her  father's  part  that  she  did  not  miss  a 
fondness  she  had  never  experienced,  and  she  had  not  to 
deplore  the  loss  of  a  more  tender  love,  for  she  had  never 
known  it.  Her  mother  had  died  in  her  infancy;  her  father 
was  always  toward  her  what  we  now  describe  him,  and  never 
for  a  single  instant  had  it  occurred  to  Clarine  that  there 
was  aught  deficient  of  a  parent's  true  tenderness  and  affection 
on  his  part. 
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Five  years  had  Clarine  passed  in  the  comparative  solitude 
of  that  chateau  without  a  single  lady  acquaintance,  and  with 
only  the  occasional  visits  of  the  priest  to  break  in  upon  the 
monotony  of  this  mode  of  life.  During  all  that  while  it  never 
seemed  to  have  struck  her  father  that  he  was  keeping  her 
out  of  that  society  which  one  of  her  years  might  naturally 
be  supposed  to  crave.  But  all  of  a  sudden  he  one  day  asked 
her  whether  she  felt  her  mode  of  existence  lonely.  She  re- 
plied in  the  negative;  and  she  spoke  the  truth,  —  she  had 
grown  accustomed  to  it.  He  nevertheless  hinted  at  his 
intention  to  procure  her  some  suitable  female  companionship, 
and  he  even  went  so  far  as  to  express  a  regret  that  he  had  not 
done  so  before.  This  was  saying  a  great  deal  for  Monsieur 
Volney,  and  Clarine,  so  little  accustomed  to  such  expressions 
from  her  father's  lips,  regarded  the  observation  as  one  indi- 
cative of  the  utmost  love  and  kindness. 

Several  weeks  went  by  after  that  little  conversation,  the 
subject  of  which  appeared  to  have  totally  escaped  Monsieur 
Volney's  memory.  He  took  his  solitary  walks  as  usual,  shut 
himself  up  in  his  study  as  much  as  heretofore,  and  left  his 
daughter  as  completely  to  her  own  resources  as  ever.  But 
during  this  interval  Clarine  herself  seemed  likewise  to  have 
ceased  to  think  of  her  father's  transient  promise,  for  instead 
of  her  spirits  suffering  from  a  prolonged  monotony  of  the 
life  she  was  leading,  they  grew  gayer  and  more  cheerful  than 
they  were  before.  Thus,  when  one  day,  at  the  expiration  of 
six  weeks  or  a  couple  of  months,  her  father  told  her  with  his 
accustomed  abruptness  that  she  would  now  at  length  have 
female  companionship,  she  looked  as  if  taken  by  surprise, 
and  even  as  if  the  announcement  afforded  her  not  the 
slightest  pleasure.  But  she  was  accustomed  to  pay  implicit 
obedience  to  her  sire's  wishes,  and  she  therefore  offered  not 
a  syllable  of  objection;  while  he,  on  his  part,  did  not  seem 
to  notice  that  the  communication  was  received  with  less 
satisfaction  than  it  might  have  been. 

The  announcement  itself  was  made  as  the  result  of  some 
little  conversation  which  had  taken  place  between  Monsieur 
Volney  and  the  village  priest.  It  appeared  that  a  young 
and  beautiful  English  lady  of  rank,  attended  by  two  female 
domestics,  had  arrived  at  the  village,  on  her  way  to  seek  some 
other  part  of  the  Pyrenees  as  a  temporary  residence.  Being 
an  invalid,  she  was  detained  by  indisposition  for  some  days 
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in  the  village;  she  took  a  Hking  to  the  surrounding  scenery, 
and  she  resolved  to  make  a  halt  in  that  neighbourhood.  Dur- 
ing a  visit  to  the  picturesque  little  church,  she  had  formed 
the  acquaintance  of  the  priest,  and  in  the  course  of  conversa- 
tion she  had  expressed  a  desire  to  be  received  into  some 
genteel  but  very  quiet  and  secluded  French  family.  The 
priest  was  already  aware  of  Monsieur  Volney's  desire  to  vary 
the  monotony  of  his  daughter's  Ufe,  and  he  mentioned  to  him 
Lady  Octavian  Meredith's  wish.  The  result  was  that  Zoe, 
attended  by  her  two  domestics,  took  up  her  abode  with 
Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle  Volney  at  the  old  chateau. 

Zoe  had  been  given  to  understand  that  Monsieur  Volney, 
having  experienced  many  griefs  and  cares  during  his  life,  was 
unfitted  for  society,  and  was  of  misanthropic  habits;  but  the 
worthy  priest  had  told  her,  on  the  other  hand,  that  she  would 
find  in  Clarine  Volney  a  gay  and  amiable  companion.  And 
such  proved  to  be  the  case.  While  Monsieur  Volney  continued 
his  solitary  walks,  or  remained  shut  up  in  his  study,  Zoe  and 
Clarine  were  almost  constantly  together.  They  soon  formed 
a  friendship  which  ripened  into  an  affection  for  each  other, 
and  LadyOctavian  Meredith  appeared  not  to  notice  the  gloom 
and  sombre  aspect  of  the  old  chateau,  so  well  was  she 
pleased  with  the  friend  whom  she  had  found  there. 

Lady  Octavian  was  in  ill-health,  and  this  appeared  in 
Clarinets  estimation  to  affect  her  spirits  somewhat,  but  in 
respect  to  her  beauty,  to  render  it  all  the  more  touchingly 
interesting.  Zoe's  countenance  wore  a  sainted  expression 
of  true  Christian  resignation  to  whatsoever  might  be  her  fate, 
and  for  some  time  Clarine  thought  that  it  was  an  early  death 
to  which  Zoe  thus  resigned  herself.  But  as  they  grew  more 
intimate.  Lady  Octavian  unbosomed  herself  completely  to 
her  new  friend,  and  then  Clarine  comprehended  that  it  was 
not  to  a  sense  of  physical  evils  only  to  which  Zoe  was  thus 
meekly  bowing,  but  that  it  was  Ukewise  to  the  sorrow  that 
was  consuming  her  heart. 

It  will  be  necessary  to  afford  the  reader  some  idea  of  the 
internal  arrangements  of  the  chateau.  We  have  already 
said  that  it  was  a  large,  straggling  edifice,  but  all  its  parts 
were  connected  in  some  way  or  another.  There  was  the  main 
building;  there  were  wings,  communicated  with  by  means 
of  corridors ;  beyond  these  there  were  other  buildings,  which 
were  reached  by  open  passages,  or  rather  colonnades.  It 
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was  a  mansion  capacious  enough  for  the  accommodation 
of  a  large  family,  with  forty  or  fifty  servants.  The  reader 
may  thence  judge  how  the  few  inmates  it  now  contained 
would  have  been  lost,  as  it  were,  if  scattered  about  the 
edifice;  but  to  prevent  this  extreme  loneliness,  all  the  rooms 
that  were  occupied  were  as  much  in  assemblage  as  possible. 
The  main  body  of  the  building  had  three  stories  in  addition 
to  the  ground  floor.  The  dining  and  breakfast-rooms,  as 
well  as  Monsieur  Volney's  study,  were  on  the  ground  floor, 
the  drawing-room  and  all  the  principal  bedrooms  on  the  first 
floor,  the  servants'  chambers  on  the  second  floor,  and  the 
third  or  highest  was  totally  unoccupied.  Passages  ran  the 
entire  length  of  the  main  building,  on  each  of  these  floors. 
The  principal  staircase  —  the  only  one  used  by  the  present 
inmates  —  was  in  the  middle  of  the  building,  but  at  each 
end  there  were  smaller  staircases,  at  the  bottom  of  which 
were  doors  communicating  with  the  corridors  that  led  into 
the  wings. 

The  bedchambers  occupied  by  Clarine  Volney  and  Lady 
Octavian  Meredith  were,  as  already  stated,  on  the  first  or 
drawing-room  floor,  and  their  windows  looked  on  the  garden 
at  the  back  of  the  house.  These  chambers  did  not  join  each 
other;  they  were  separated  by  an  oratory,  or  small  chapel, 
the  appointments  of  which  had  become  much  dilapidated 
through  neglect.  There  was  an  organ  in  this  oratory,  and 
Clarine  one  day  informed  Zoe  that  she  had  endeavoured  to 
play  it,  but  it  was  completely  out  of  order.  There  was,  how- 
ever, a  good  piano  as  well  as  a  harp  in  the  drawing-room,  for 
when  Mr.  Volney  purchased  his  furniture,  he  had  not  for- 
gotten that  Clarine  had  an  exquisite  taste  for  music;  and 
now,  as  Zoe  was  likewise  gifted  in  that  respect,  the  two 
ladies  were  enabled  to  play  in  concert. 

Lady  Octavian  Meredith  had  already  been  several  weeks 
at  the  chateau  before  a  syllable  reached  her  ears  to  the  effect 
that  it  was  reputed  to  be  haunted,  and  then  its  evil  fame 
in  this  respect  reached  her  knowledge  from  the  circumstances 
that  we  must  record  in  the  ensuing  chapter. 


CHAPTER  II 


THE  LEGEND 

One  evening,  in  the  early  part  of  September,  the  ladies 
had  been  practising  music  together  until  about  ten  o'clock, 
when  Clarine,  complaining  of  a  very  severe  headache,  said 
that  she  should  at  once  retire  to  her  own  chamber.  She  bade 
her  friend  good  night ;  she  next  repaired  to  her  father's  study, 
where  she  imprinted  the  usual  caress  upon  his  cold,  pale 
cheek,  receiving  from  his  lips  no  kiss  in  return,  and  she 
then  withdrew.  Zoe  had  remained  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  feeling  no  inclination  to  slumber,  she  sat  down  to  finish 
letters  that  she  had  commenced  to  her  father  and  husband 
in  England. 

For  certain  reasons  of  her  own,  it  was  her  object  to  write 
to  Lord  Octavian  more  in  the  epistolary  style  of  friend  writ- 
ing to  friend  than  of  wife  to  husband.  There  were  no 
assurances  of  love  in  her  letter,  but  plenty  of  earnestly  ex- 
pressed wishes  for  his  welfare  and  happiness.  She  wrote  at 
great  length,  too,  as  if  to  convince  him  that  she  was  gratified 
in  thus  corresponding  with  him,  and  that  the  absence  of  love- 
assurances  arose  not  from  the  absence  of  love  itself.  She 
described  in  most  pleasing  and  graphic  language  the  beautiful 
scenery  amidst  which  she  was  dwelling;  and  only  slightly 
glancing  at  the  state  of  her  health,  so  worded  her  allusion 
thereto  as  to  give  him  to  understand  that  it  experienced 
no  improvement.  She  was  also  careful  to  write  in  such  a 
way  as  to  make  him  comprehend  that  she  preferred  being 
separated,  for  the  reason  that  a  sickly  wife  would  only  be 
a  clog  upon  the  pursuits  of  her  husband.  She  told  him,  too, 
that  although  she  herself  liked  that  Pyrenean  scenery, 
it  was  not  such  as  would  compensate  any  young  gentleman 
of  the  fashionable  world  for  the  loss  of  the  gaiety,  bustle, 
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pleasures,  and  glitter  of  civilization  to  be  enjoyed  in  the 
British  metropolis. 

Zoe  sat  up  much  later  than  she  had  originally  intended, 
in  concluding  these  letters  to  her  father  and  husband.  It 
was  eleven  o'clock  before  she  laid  down  her  pen,  and  then, 
feeling  tired,  she  reclined  back  in  the  chair  to  rest  herself 
for  a  few  minutes  before  seeking  her  chamber.  While  thus 
half-reposing,  the  lamp  which  stood  upon  the  table,  and 
which  was  an  old-fashioned  one  of  heavy  bronze,  and  fed 
with  oil,  suddenly  grew  dim,  and  in  a  few  moments  it  be- 
came extinguished.  Zoe  did  not  choose  to  ring  for  another, 
as  she  knew  that  the  domestics  were  accustomed  to  go  to  bed 
early,  and  she  was  likewise  aware  that  she  would  find  a 
light  burning  in  her  own  chamber,  for  she  had  already 
intimated  to  Honor,  her  principal  lady's-maid,  that  she  was 
not  to  sit  up  for  her,  as  she  had  intended  to  finish  her  letters 
before  seeking  her  couch. 

Issuing  from  the  now  dark  drawing-room,  Zoe  was  crossing 
the  passage  to  reach  her  own  chamber,  when  by  the  clear 
moonUght  which  penetrated  through  the  window  at  the 
extremity  of  that  passage  she  distinctly  perceived  a  human 
form  moving  along.  At  first  she  thought  it  must  be  either 
Monsieur  Volney  or  the  gardener,  for  it  was  the  form  of  a  man, 
and  they  were  the  only  two  males  within  the  walls  of  the 
chateau.  But  the  next  instant  she  felt  assured  it  was  neither 
of  those  persons,  it  being  a  much  taller  figure.  It  was  pro- 
ceeding rapidly.  Zoe  stopped  short,  and  the  chill  of  an  un- 
known terror  shot  through  her  as  the  conviction  smote  her 
that  she  heard  not  the  faintest  sound  of  footsteps.  A 
superstitious  dread  seized  upon  her;  she  passed  her  hand 
across  her  eyes,  looked  again  in  the  same  direction,  and 
now  beheld  nothing  to  break  the  silver  shafts  of  the  moon- 
light which  streamed  brilliantly  in  through  the  window. 

She  hastened  into  her  own  chamber,  endeavouring  to 
persuade  herself  that  it  was  a  delusion,  and  also  endeavour- 
ing to  be  angry  with  herself  for  having  yielded  to  it.  But 
still  there  was  something  in  her  mind  which  she  could  not 
put  off,  —  something  oppressive,  something  that  lay  there 
like  a  dead  weight,  and  which  rendered  her  nervous  and 
uneasy.  What  could  it  mean?  Zoe  was  strong-minded  and 
little  prone  to  superstitious  terror,  but  now  for  the  first 
time  since  she  became  an  inmate  of  the  chateau  did  she  feel 
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as  if  its  loneliness  and  gloom  struck  cold  to  her  heart.  Essay- 
ing all  she  could  to  conquer  the  feeling,  she  hastened  to  seek 
her  couch,  but  it  was  some  time  before  sleep  visited  her  eyes. 

When  Honor,  her  principal  maid,  entered  the  room  in  the 
morning,  Zoe  was  about  to  tell  her  what  she  had  seen,  or 
thought  she  had  seen,  on  the  previous  evening,  but  suddenly 
feeling  ashamed  of  herself,  she  held  her  peace.  The  topic, 
however,  was  brought  about  in  another  way,  for  as  the 
maid  was  combing  out  the  long,  light,  beautiful  hair  of  her 
mistress,  she  said,  "  Does  your  ladyship  know  that  this 
old  mansion  has  a  very  strange  repute?  " 

"  Indeed?  "  said  Zoe,  and  it  was  almost  with  a  start  that 
she  had  heard  her  abigaiFs  question. 

"  Yes,  my  lady,"  continued  Honor,  "  and  I  and  Rachel  " 
—  thus  alluding  to  Zoe's  other  female  servant  —  "  have 
been  kept  awake  nearly  the  whole  night  thinking  of  what 
we  heard  for  the  first  time  before  we  went  to  bed." 

"  Many  very  old  buildings,"  said  Zoe,  "  have  strange, 
silly  legends  connected  with  them,  and  it  is  very  foolish  of 
you  maids  to  terrify  yourselves  in  this  manner." 

"  I  am  not  frightened  now,  my  lady,  that  it  is  broad  day- 
light," answered  the  maid,  "  but  at  night-time,  when  all 
is  dark  and  silent,  or  else  when  only  the  moon  is  shining,  it 
is  a  very  different  thing.  It  was  the  gardener  who  was  telling 
us  last  evening  —  he  speaks  a  Uttle  English,  for  he  was  with 
an  English  family  for  two  years  at  Lyons  some  while  ago  —  " 

"  And  what  did  this  narrator  of  marvels  tell  you?  "  in- 
quired Lady  Octavian  Meredith,  kindly  endeavouring  by 
an  assumed  gaiety  of  manner  to  dispel  whatsoever  remnant 
of  superstitious  fear  might  be  lingering  in  the  mind  of  her 
maid. 

"  I  will  tell  your  ladyship,"  responded  Honor.  "  It  was 
never  before  last  evening  that  he  touched  upon  the  subject, 
because  I  think  he  dares  not  in  old  dame  Marguerite's 
presence,  but  she  had  gone  to  bed  early  through  indisposition, 
and  so  the  gardener  got  talkative." 

"  And  what  was  it  that  he  said?  "  again  inquired  Zoe, 
affecting  a  tone  of  indifference,  though  she  in  reality  ex- 
perienced a  degree  of  interest  in  the  expected  narrative  for 
which  she  felt  almost  ashamed  of  herself. 

"  It  seems,  my  lady,"  resumed  the  maid,  "  that  when  the 
first  Revolution  broke  out,  the  noble  family  to  which  the 
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chateau  belonged  fled  to  England,  and  for  a  few  years  the 
building  remained  shut  up.  At  length  the  chateau  and 
estate  were  given  by  the  republican  government  to  a  gentle- 
man named  Lenoir,  and  who  had  rendered  some  signal 
services  by  placing  in  the  hands  of  the  authorities  certain 
correspondence  that  fell  in  his  way,  and  which  proved  the 
existence  of  a  great  royalist  conspiracy.  Monsieur  Lenoir  was 
quite  young,  not  above  three  or  four  and  twenty;  he  was  a 
staunch  Republican,  and,  as  I  have  said,  he  was  rewarded  for 
his  services  by  having  this  chateau  and  the  domain  then  be- 
longing to  it  conceded  to  him.  He  came  to  take  possession, 
accompanied  by  an  uncle  with  whom  he  had  always  lived, 
for  he  had  been  left  an  orphan  at  an  early  age.  The  uncle, 
your  ladyship  understands,  was  therefore  young  Monsieur 
Lenoir's  heir  in  case  of  his  dying  childless.  About  a  year 
passed,  and  one  day  the  inmates  of  the  chateau  were  thrown 
into  a  state  of  alarm  by  the  report  that  the  young  gentleman 
had  been  found  dead  in  his  bed.  This  was  found  to  be  only 
too  true;  he  lay  stretched  upon  the  couch  with  his  clothes  on, 
and  it  was  first  supposed  that  he  had  died  in  a  fit.  But  for 
some  reason  or  another  which  the  gardener  does  not  recollect, 
suspicion  of  foul  play  attached  itself  to  the  uncle.  The  corpse 
of  the  deceased  Lenoir  was  opened,  and  it  was  ascertained 
that  he  had  been  poisoned. 

The  uncle  was  arrested,  tried,  and  condemned.  Before 
his  execution  he  confessed  the  crime,  and  explained  that  he 
had  mixed  the  poison  in  a  night-draught  which  his  nephew 
was  in  the  habit  of  taking  for  a  feverish  thirst  which  op- 
pressed him.  From  that  period  no  tenant  ever  could  be  found 
for  the  chateau  until  about  five  years  ago,  when  Monsieur 
Volney  took  it.  And  now,  my  lady,  for  the  point  of  the  story. 
It  is  said  that  the  spirit  of  young  Lenoir  has  been  seen  in 
different  parts  of  the  building,  and  that  sometimes  an  un- 
earthly sound,  like  a  continuous  wailing  moan,  has  been 
heard.  At  first  there  was  an  old  couple  left  in  charge  of  the 
chateau,  but  they  soon  resigned  their  post,  for  they  were 
nearly  frightened  to  death.  Others  succeeded  them;  they 
saw  the  same  spectacle,  and  heard  the  same  noise.  They 
therefore  left  also,  until  at  last  no  one  could  be  induced 
to  take  charge  of  the  premises.  Ah!  I  forgot  to  say 
that  it  is  chiefly  in  this  very  passage  young  Lenoir  has 
been  seen,  for  it  was  in  a  room  a  little  farther  on,  just  be- 
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yond  Mademoiselle  Volney's,  that  he  was  poisoned  by  his 
uncle." 

Zoe  made  no  comment;  she  was  certainly  so  far  struck 
by  the  tale  that  she  wished  either  she  had  not  heard  it,  or 
else  that  she  had  not  seen,  or  fancied  she  had  seen,  that 
which  alarmed  her  on  the  previous  evening. 

"  The  gardener  says,  my  lady,  that  all  who  ever  saw  the 
spirit  agree  in  the  description  of  it.  The  young  gentleman 
appears  as  he  was  when  in  life,  tall  and  slender,  perfectly 
upright,  dressed  as  he  was  when  discovered  on  the  bed,  with 
all  his  clothes  on,  but  without  boots  or  slippers,  and  his 
countenance  is  ghastly  pale.  He  does  not  seem  to  walk  ex- 
actly, but  to  glide  slowly  along  with  noiseless  feet.  Or  else 
he  has  been  seen  just  about  to  enter  the  room  where  he  met 
his  death,  and  then  he  turns  that  ghastly  pale  countenance 
of  his  slowly  around  upon  whomsoever  is  passing  along  the 
passage  at  the  time." 

"  I  hope  that  neither  you  nor  Rachel,"  said  Zoe,  will  give 
way  to  these  childish  superstitions."  But  even  as  she  thus 
spoke,  she  shuddered  involuntarily,  for  there  was  something 
in  the  present  legend  which  corresponded  singularly  if  not 
fearfully  enough  with  the  circumstance  of  the  noiselessly 
gliding  form  which  she  had  seen,  or  fancied  that  she  had  seen, 
on  the  preceding  evening. 

When  at  the  breakfast-table,  Lady  Octavian  Meredith 
exerted  herself  to  assume  as  much  gaiety  as  possible,  and  to 
appear  easy  in  her  mind,  for  she  would  not  willingly  have 
laid  herself  open  to  be  questioned  on  a  point  where  her 
answer  would  have  to  be  connected  with  a  superstitious 
terror.  Monsieur  Volney  hurried  over  his  breakfast  as  usual, 
and  then  issued  forth  to  take  one  of  his  long,  mournful, 
solitary  walks,  leaving  the  two  ladies  together.  It  was 
a  beautiful  day,  and  they  presently  strolled  forth;  but 
Zoe's  health  was  too  delicate  to  suffer  her  to  ramble  far,  and 
when  they  reached  the  outskirts  of  a  grove,  they  sat  down  to 
rest  upon  a  verdant  bank.  Despite  all  her  efforts  to  the  con- 
trary, Zoe  could  not  help  being  at  intervals  preoccupied  and 
abstracted.  Clarine  perceived  it,  and,  mistaking  the  cause, 
endeavoured  to  speak  soothingly  in  the  sense  which  she 
fancied  to  regard  her  friend's  mournful  pensiveness. 

"  Your  thoughts  constantly  travel  back  to  your  native 
land,  my  dear  Zoe,"  said  Clarine,  "  and  methinks  that  you 
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repent  the  sacrifice  you  are  making.  But  do  not  give  way 
to  melancholy  meditations;  fortify  yourself  with  all  that 
courage  which  has  hitherto  so  well  sustained  you,  and  if 
friendship  has  any  soothing  power,  you  know,  dearest  Zoe, 
that  you  possess  mine." 

"  I  know  it,  Clarine,"  answered  Lady  Octavian.  "  And 
now  I  feel  inclined  to  unbosom  myself  more  completely 
than  I  have  ever  yet  done  toward  you.  Listen,  and  I  will 
give  you  my  narrative  in  a  continuous  and  connected  form, 
for  hitherto  you  have  only  heard  it  partially  and  piecemeal." 
Do  not  speak  of  it,"  said  Clarine,    if  it  will  distress  you." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  replied  Lady  Octavian,  "  methinks 
it  will  have  a  soothing  effect.  You  are  already  aware, 
Clarine,"  she  continued,  that  when  I  accompanied  Lord 
Octavian  to  the  altar,  I  deeply,  deeply  loved  him  —  I 
deeply  love  him  still.  I  have  told  you  how  I  received  into 
the  house  a  young,  amiable,  and  beautiful  creature,  named 
Christina  Ashton.  I  believed  at  that  time  that  I  possessed 
my  husband's  love  as  sincerely  and  as  firmly  as  he  possessed 
mine.  Not  for  a  single  instant  did  I  imagine  it  possible  that 
he  could  look  with  love  upon  another,  and  I  am  bound  to  de- 
clare my  conviction  that  the  soul  of  Christina  is  as  pure  and 
virtuous  as  her  person  is  beautiful.  I  supposed  that  my 
husband  entertained  a  generous  friendship  toward  a  young 
lady  who  had  experienced  adversity,  and  the  little  attentions 
he  paid  her  were  mistaken  by  me  for  the  evidences  of  that 
kind  and  disinterested  feeling.  I  was  one  day  destined  to  be 
most  rudely  awakened  from  this  dream  into  which  I  had 
lulled  myself  —  yes,  cruelly  indeed  was  I  startled  into  a 
conviction  of  the  truth.  Lord  Octavian  was  driving  Christina 
and  myself  in  an  open  chaise,  when  the  horses  ran  away,  and 
the  vehicle  was  upset.  I  was  not  stunned,  I  was  not  even 
stupefied.  I  was  merely  bruised  and  hurt  to  some  trifling  ex- 
tent, but  from  Octavian's  Hps  rang  forth  the  most  passionate 
exclamations  of  alarm  and  despair  —  not  in  respect  to  my- 
self, but  on  behalf  of  Christina.  I  was  smitten  with  a  fearful 
consternation;  all  the  sources  of  life  appeared  to  be  sud- 
denly paralyzed  and  frozen  in  me,  —  and  yet  my  mind 
instantaneously  recovered  a  horrible  degree  of  clearness. 

"  Quick  as  lightning  did  the  resolve  take  possession  of  me 
that  I  would  not  betray  my  knowledge  of  those  words  which 
had  rung  from  Octavian's  lips,  for  I  felt  that  if  I  did  the 
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happiness  of  all  three  would  be  irremediably  ruined.  I  there- 
fore feigned  unconsciousness,  and  the  terrible  energy  which 
inspired  my  soul  enabled  me  to  play  my  part  without  ex- 
citing a  suspicion  in  the  breast  of  either  Octavian  or  Christina. 
And  then  I  received  the  most  unmistakable  evidences  of 
Christina's  affectionate  and  devoted  friendship,  as  well  as  of 
the  deep,  compassionating  regard  which  my  husband  en- 
tertained for  me.  A  dangerous  illness  followed;  for  many 
days  I  was  insensible,  —  there  was  indeed  no  dissimulation 
there.  And  all  that  while  Christina  attended  upon  me  as 
if  she  were  my  sister;  she  would  not  quit  my  chamber,  and 
from  the  physician's  lips  did  I  subsequently  receive  the  as- 
surance that  to  the  amiable  and  devoted  Christina  I  owed 
my  life.  So  soon  as  I  approached  convalescence,  Christina 
intimated  her  intention  to  leave  me.  Full  well  did  I  com- 
prehend the  generous  and  noble-hearted  girl's  motive  in 
adopting  this  course.  I  saw  that  her  heart  had  not  remained 
insensible  to  the  personal  appearance,  the  elegant  manners, 
and  captivating  address  of  my  husband,  but  that  her  own 
innate  sense  of  propriety,  as  well  as  her  friendship  for  me, 
had  thus  determined  her  in  quitting  a  home  which  under 
other  circumstances  would  have  been  such  a  happy  one." 

Here  Zoe  paused  for  a  few  moments,  and  effectually 
struggled  to  keep  back  the  tears  which  had  flowed  up  almost 
to  the  brims  of  her  eyes  from  the  very  fountains  of  her  heart. 
She  then  continued  in  the  following  manner: 

Some  weeks  passed  after  Christina  left  me,  and  I  began 
to  think  that  we  ought  not  to  remain  altogether  asunder,  for 
I  loved  her  as  a  sister,  and  I  knew  that  she  loved  me  with  an 
equal  depth  of  affection.  Besides,  she  had  saved  my  life,  and 
I  was  incapable  of  ingratitude.  I  was  also  anxious  to  prevent 
her  from  suspecting  that  I  had  comprehended  the  motives 
which  had  induced  her  to  leave  me,  for  I  had  struggled  hard 
at  the  time  to  veil  what  was  passing  in  my  own  bosom.  I 
resolved  to  see  her,  and  taking  advantage  of  an  opportunity 
when  I  fancied  that  Lord  Octavian  would  be  absent  on  a  visit 
to  his  father,  I  wrote  to  Christina,  requesting  her  to  come 
to  me.  She  did  so,  and  I  saw  how^  deeply  she  was  affected 
on  perceiving  that  my  health  was  far  from  being  restored. 
Something  occurred  to  take  Octavian's  father  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly  out  of  town;  he  could  not  therefore  pay  the 
intended  visit,  and  he  returned  home.   He  found  Christina 


16 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


there.  As  plainly  as  you,  Clarine,  can  read  the  print  of  a 
book,  could  I  read  all  that  passed  in  the  minds  of  Octavian 
and  Christina,  and  how  especially  painful  the  ordeal  was 
for  that  amiable  and  excellent  girl.  Heaven  knows,  too,  it 
was  painful  enough  for  me,  and  often  and  often  have  I  since 
wondered  how  I  had  the  presence  of  mind  sufficient  to  go 
through  it,  and  how  I  could  maintain  the  fortitude  of  a  calm 
composure.  I  saw  that  Christina  would  give  worlds  for  an 
excuse  to  depart,  but  that  she  dared  not  devise  such  a  pre- 
text for  fear  lest  it  should  excite  a  suspicion  in  my  own  mind. 
On  the  other  hand,  with  an  equal  yearning,  did  I  long  to 
afford  her  that  pretext,  but  on  my  own  side  I  dared  not, 
for  fear  lest  both  herself  and  Octavian  should  perceive  that 
I  had  fathomed  the  secret  of  their  souls.  At  length  the  mo- 
ment came  for  Christina  to  take  her  departure,  and  I  did 
not  ask  her  to  return.  No,  I  was  deeply,  deeply  annoyed 
with  myself  for  having  invited  her  thither  on  that  occasion, 

—  an  occasion  so  replete  with  painful  sensations  for  us  all." 
Zoe  again  paused,  but  only  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 

she  resumed  her  affecting  narrative  in  the  ensuing  terms : 

"  Several  weeks  again  passed  away,  during  which  I  had 
to  sustain  an  incessant  conflict  with  my  own  feelings.  I 
could  not  help  studying  every  look,  word,  and  action  on 
Octavian's  part,  in  order  to  judge  of  the  depth  of  his  passion 
for  Christina.  I  saw  that  he  was  most  cruelly  balanced 
between  a  sense  of  his  duty  toward  myself  and  his  love  for 
Christina.  I  knew  that  he  regarded  me  with  a  compassionate 
friendship,  and  that  he  strove  hard  to  invoke  the  sentiment 
of  gratitude  to  his  aid,  for  it  was  through  me  that  he  had 
become  enriched.  At  length  I  could  endure  that  painful 
state  of  things  no  longer.  Some  women  would  have  made 
it  a  subject  of  reproach  to  a  husband  that  he  dared  to  love 
another,  but  I  was  at  least  spared  that  injustice  and  that  folly, 
for  my  common  sense  told  me  that  Octavian  had  no  power 
over  his  volition  and  that  he  could  not  control  the  sus- 
ceptibilities of  his  heart.  Other  women  would  have  aban- 
doned themselves  to  a  frantic  outburst  of  grief,  and  would 
have  implored  their  husbands  to  give  them  back  the  love  to 
which  they  had  a  right.  But  again  did  my  good  sense  inter- 
vene to  save  me  from  that  folly,  for  I  knew  —  alas,  too  well! 

—  that  where  true  love  never  existed  it  could  not  be  con- 
ceded to  even  the  most  tearful  and  imploring  entreaties. 
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Some  women,  too,  might  have  given  way  to  upbraidings 
and  reproaches,  but  I  was  incapable  of  such  foul  injustice. 
I  knew  it  was  not  Octavian's  fault  that  he  had  learned  to  love 
Christina.  As  well  might  it  have  been  made  a  reproach  to 
me  that  I  had  loved  Octavian!  No,  none  of  those  resources 
would  I  bend  to.  It  was  my  continuous  study  to  avoid 
enhancing  the  painfulness  of  my  husband's  feelings,  or  to 
suffer  him  to  perceive  that  I  fathomed  and  comprehended 
them  all.  But  what  was  I  to  do?  To  lead  such  an  existence 
was  impossible;  it  was  killing  myself  by  inches,  it  was 
suffering  Octavian  to  perish  also  by  slow,  suicidal  degrees. 
We  were  converting  our  own  hearts  into  instruments  of 
self-destruction;  our  feelings  were  becoming  a  slow  poison 
for  each.  And  then,  too,  I  was  continuously  haunted  by  the 
conviction  that  Octavian  was  straining  every  nerve  to  keep 
the  veil  drawn  down  darkly  over  his  own  thoughts,  and  to 
lull  me  into  the  belief  that  he  loved  me.  On  the  other 
hand,  I  dared  not  reject  his  caresses,  nor  look  cold  upon 
his  assiduities,  for  fear  lest  he  should  perceive  that  I 
knew  how  forced,  how  unnatural,  and  how  strained  they 
all  were." 

"  It  was  indeed,"  said  Clarine,  in  a  soft,  sympathizing 
voice,  "  a  fearful  existence  to  lead." 

"  You  cannot  wonder  therefore,  my  dear  friend,"  resumed 
Zoe,  that  I  at  length  made  up  my  mind  to  leave  England. 
The  state  of  my  health  did,  alas !  afford  too  ready  a  pretext, 
and  the  physicians  agreed  that  my  only  chance  of  eventual 
recovery  was  by  removal  to  a  southern  clime.  On  the  eve 
of  my  intended  departure  I  sent  for  Christina,  that  I  might 
bid  her  farewell.  She  came,  and  unmistakable  were  the 
proofs  of  friendship,  nay,  more,  of  sisterly  love,  which  the 
amiable  girl  gave  me.  We  were  alone  together  in  the  drawing- 
rooms,  and  on  this  occasion  I  apprehended  not  the  speedy 
return  of  Lord  Octavian.  I  had  some  little  gift  to  present 
to  Christina,  a  testimonial  of  my  affectionate  regard,  and 
leaving  the  room,  I  ascended  to  my  own  chamber  to  procure 
it.  On  returning  I  heard  voices  in  the  drawing-room;  they 
were  those  of  my  husband  and  Christina.  I  was  riveted  to 
the  spot,  I  became  a  listener.  It  was  a  wild,  impassioned 
scene  that  was  taking  place.  Octavian  was  half-mad.  He 
had  seen  that  I  had  penetrated  his  secret,  he  comprehended 
the  reasons  which  were  urging  my  departure  from  England; 
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he  spoke  vehemently  and  frantically  of  my  self-martyrdom. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  conduct  of  Christina  was  admirable; 
it  was  full  of  deepest  pathos  and  true  maiden  dignity. 
There  was  in  it  a  world  of  generous  feeling  on  my  account, 
together  with  the  unmistakable  assertion  of  her  own  virtu- 
ous principles  and  innate  sense  of  rectitude.  She  rebuked 
Octavian  when  he  dared  speak  of  his  love  for  her;  she  told 
him  what  his  duty  was  toward  myself.  She  urged  him  to  ac- 
company me  to  the  Continent.  But  I  will  not  dwell  upon 
the  scene;  I  cannot  —  my  heart  melts  within  me  at  the  bare 
recollection.  When  I  knew  that  it  was  drawing  to  a  close, 
I  sped  up  to  my  own  chamber,  and  Heaven  alone  can  tell 
what  preternatural  fortitude  was  conceded  to  me  to  enable 
me  to  assume  an  air  of  calm  composure,  or  at  least  of  tran- 
quil resignation,  when  Christina  glided  into  my  presence. 
Methinks  that  the  amiable  girl  herself  fancied  I  must  have 
overheard  what  had  just  passed,  or  at  least  that  I  did  indeed 
suspect  the  love  which  Octavian  bore  for  her.  Her  depre- 
cating looks  seemed  to  ask  my  pardon  that  she  should  be, 
although  so  innocent,  the  cause  of  my  unhappiness.  But 
no  word  escaped  the  lips  of  either  of  us  to  give  unmistakable 
expression  to  what  we  knew,  or  thought,  or  felt,  or  appre- 
hended. Our  farewells  were  exchanged  amidst  tears  and 
lamentations  at  being  thus  severed,  and  Christina  disap- 
peared from  my  presence.   Then  I  came  abroad.'' 

Here  Zoe  suddenly  ceased,  and  Clarine,  taking  her  hand, 
pressed  it  affectionately.  She  perceived  two  tears  tracing 
their  pearly  path  down  Zoe's  cheeks.  The  kind-hearted 
French  lady  gazed  with  tenderest  sympathy  upon  her 
English  friend,  and  the  latter,  suddenly  wiping  away  those 
tears,  started  up,  saying,  "  Come,  Clarine,  let  us  return  to 
the  chateau." 

They  walked  on  in  silence  for  some  minutes,  both  engaged 
in  their  reflections,  for  Clarine  herself  was  now  deeply  pre- 
occupied. At  length  awakening  from  her  own  reverie,  she 
said,  "  You  have  told  me  your  sad  tale,  dear  Zoe,  more  com- 
pletely than  you  had  previously  revealed  it,  but  still  you 
have  not  extended  your  confidence  far  enough  to  make  me 
aware  how  you  expect  all  this  to  end.  Your  health  is  im- 
proving, the  colour  is  returning  to  your  cheeks,  you  may 
have  yet  perhaps  a  long  life  before  you,  and  you  can- 
not remain  for  ever  afar  from  your  native  land,  separated 
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from  your  parent,  and  dwelling  in  the  seclusion  of  this  old 
chateau.'^ 

Alas!  my  dear  friend,"  responded  Zoe,  with  a  look  and 
tone  most  pathetically  sweet  and  full  of  an  angelic  resigna- 
tion, "  this  colour  which  you  behold  upon  my  cheeks  de- 
ceives you,  but  does  not  deceive  myself.  I  feel  within  me 
the  germs  of  dissolution,  the  seeds  of  decay.  Consumption 
is  busy  at  my  vitals;  it  has  already  planted  its  fatal  sign 
upon  my  cheeks." 

"  Good  heavens,  speak  not  thus! "  exclaimed  Clarine,  the 
tears  gushing  from  her  eyes.  It  is  distressing  to  a  degree 
to  hear  one  so  young  and  so  beautiful  as  you  thus  talk  as  if 
death  were  already  looking  you  in  the  face." 

"  And  yet  it  is  so,"  rejoined  Zoe,  with  a  soft,  sweet  smile. 
"  You  perceive,  Clarine,  that  I  do  not  attempt  to  delude 
myself.  When  I  was  journeying  to  the  south  of  France,  I 
thought  that  I  should  like  to  find  some  seclusion,  where,  with 
only  one  friend,  I  might  pass  the  remainder  of  my  days,  — 
and  I  have  found  it.  I  cling  not  to  life.  No,  the  approach 
of  death  will  be  welcomed  by  me.  In  the  grave  my  own 
sorrows  will  cease,  and  the  tomb  will  engulf  the  only  obstacle 
to  the  alliance  of  Octavian  with  the  object  of  his  love. 
Yes,  death  will  be  welcome.  You  may  wonder  how,  conscious 
as  I  am  that  the  elements  of  dissolution  are  actively  at  work 
within  me,  I  should  seem  desirous  of  prolonging  my  existence 
by  seeking  this  genial  clime  of  Southern  France;  you  may 
marvel  likewise  why,  anxious  as  I  am  to  advance  and  meet 
death  half-way,  I  did  not  rather  settle  myself  in  some  con- 
genial northern  atmosphere.  But  that  would  be  suicidal, 
and  it  is  a  crime  for  mortals  to  do  aught  knowingly  to  abridge 
the  life  which  God  has  given.  I  no  more  dare  be  guilty  of 
such  wickedness  than  I  dare  leap  down  a  precipice.  If  my 
head  be  giddy  and  I  know  that  by  walking  on  the  edge  of 
an  abyss  I  should  fall  in,  and  in  its  profundities  find  that 
death  which  will  be  so  welcome,  it  nevertheless  is  my  duty 
to  avoid  the  brim  of  the  fatal  gulf.  Now  you  comprehend, 
Clarine,  wherefore,  though  welcoming  death,  I  may  seem  to 
cling  to  life,  and  wherefore,  while  knowing  that  the  germs 
of  disease  are  expanding  fatally  within  me,  I  may  appear  to 
be  seeking  health  in  this  salubrious  Pyrenean  region." 

Zoe  spoke  with  a  most  touching  pathos,  and  yet  without 
studying  thus  to  invest  her  language  with  so  deep  an  interest. 
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Clarine  listened  with  a  heart  full  of  emotions,  but  she  made 
no  reply.  What  could  she  say?  All  of  a  sudden  Lady 
Octavian  Meredith  appeared  to  rally  her  spirits,  and  she 
said,  in  even  a  cheerful  tone,  "  It  is  some  time  since  we  went 
into  the  village;  let  us  go  thither,  it  will  be  a  change  of 
scene,  and  besides,  I  have  some  few  purchases  to  make." 

To  the  village  the  ladies  accordingly  repaired,  and  on  enter- 
ing it,  the  first  object  that  struck  them  was  a  new  shop  which 
had  just  been  opened  for  the  sale  of  musical  instruments.  ^  It 
was  really  a  very  handsome  establishment  for  a  small  village ; 
but  then,  as  we  have  already  hinted,  there  were  several  good 
houses  and  genteel  families  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  shop 
furnished  a  fine  display  of  pianos,  and  one  especially  attracted 
the  notice  of  Clarine.  A  card,  which  labelled  it,  indicated 
its  price,  and  likewise  by  a  few  descriptive  words  showed 
that  it  was  a  much  finer  instrument  than  the  one  which  she 
possessed  at  the  old  chateau. 

"  If  my  father  were  rich/'  said  Clarine,  "  I  should  ask 
him  to  purchase  this  beautiful  instrument  for  me,  for  it  has 
really  put  me  quite  out  of  conceit  with  my  own  piano." 

It  was  merely  in  a  careless,  conversational  way  that 
Clarine  thus  spoke,  —  just  as  young  and  inexperienced  minds 
are  wont  to  give  expression  to  any  passing  whim  or  phantasy. 
Zoe  at  once  secretly  resolved  to  purchase  the  piano  for  her 
friend,  and  to  avail  herself  of  the  first  opportunity  to  come 
alone  to  the  village  for  this  purpose.  But  as  they  turned 
away  from  the  shop  window,  they  perceived  Monsieur  Volney 
standing  behind  them.  His  countenance  was  coldly  calm 
and  melancholy  as  usual;  he  did  not  appear  to  have  the 
intention  of  taking  his  daughter  and  Zoe  by  surprise,  nor  did 
he  seem  to  notice  the  sudden  start  which  was  given  by  both, 
especially  by  Clarine,  as  they  thus  found  themselves  face  to 
face  with  him. 

"  If  you  wish  for  that  piano,  Clarine,"  said  Monsieur 
Volney,  in  his  wonted  glacial  monotony  of  tone,  "  you  shall 
have  it." 

Then,  without  another  word,  he  entered  the  shop,  looked 
at  the  card  labelling  the  piano,  to  ascertain  its  price,  and 
bade  the  tradesman  send  the  instrument  at  his  earliest  leisure 
to  the  chateau,  where  the  amount  should  be  promptly  paid. 
The  arrangement  was  concluded  in  half  a  dozen  words. 
There  was  no  haggling  on  Monsieur  Volney's  part,  —  he 
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asked  not  the  tradesman  to  abate  a  single  franc  of  the 
price  marked  upon  the  card;  and  when  the  matter  was 
settled,  Monsieur  Volney  lifted  his  hat  to  Zoe,  and  passed 
on  his  way. 


CHAPTER  III 


THE  STUDY 

Clarine  was  perfectly  astonished  at  her  father's  liberality. 
The  sum  he  had  just  agreed  to  pay  on  her  behalf  was  a  large 
one,  and,  as  we  have  seen,  she  had  previously  fancied  it  to 
be  totally  incompatible  with  his  means.  She  could  not 
rightly  comprehend  whether  he  were  stretching  a  point  in  a 
pecuniary  sense  for  the  purpose  of  affording  her  pleasure,  or 
whether  he  were  in  reality  better  off  than  she  had  hitherto 
supposed  him.  She  expressed  herself  in  this  uncertain  man- 
ner to  Lady  Octavian  Meredith,  as  they  slowly  retraced  their 
way  from  the  village  to  the  chateau. 

"  Your  father,"  said  Zoe,  "  has  just  done  you  a  great 
kindness  in  his  own  peculiar  way.  He  used  as  few  words 
as  possible,  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  in  his  heart  he  was 
rejoiced  at  being  enabled  to  afford  you  pleasure." 

"  My  father  is  always  kind  to  me,"  answered  Clarine,  who 
sincerely  believed  what  she  was  saying,  "  and  I  am  convinced 
that  he  loves  me  dearly.  I  do  not  remember  for  years  past 
that  he  has  spoken  a  harsh  word  to  me." 

"  Has  your  mother  long  been  dead?  "  inquired  Lady  Oc- 
tavian Meredith. 

"  Ever  since  I  was  a  child,"  responded  Clarine,  and 
I  have  no  recollection  of  her.  I  think  that  my  father  must 
have  loved  her  very,  very  dearly,  because  he  cannot  bear  to 
speak  of  her.  I  remember  that  when  I  was  a  girl  I  used  some- 
times to  ask  him  about  my  mother,  but  he  invariably  be- 
sought me  not  to  mention  her  name.  And  then,  too,  I 
recollect  he  would  turn  aside  abruptly,  and  would  press  his 
hand  to  his  brow  and  seem  deeply  affected.  Of  late  years  I 
have  never  alluded  to  my  departed  mother,  for  I  have  been 
afraid  of  giving  my  father  pain.   You  see  that  he  is  afflicted 
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with  some  secret  care.  I  do  not  think  it  is  through  the  loss 
of  property,  as  some  persons  have  supposed." 

"  Your  father,  then,  has  been  richer  than  he  now  is? 
said  Lady  Octavian,  inquiringly. 

"  We  used  to  live  at  a  beautiful  country-seat  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Fontainebleau,"  answered  Clarine.  "  It  was 
not  large,  nor  was  the  annexed  estate  spacious,  but  the  house 
was  commodious,  and  very  handsomely  furnished  in  a  some- 
what antique  style.  We  had  eight  or  nine  servants,  for  my 
father  kept  his  carriage  then,  but  still  we  saw  very  little 
company.  My  father  never  was  fond  of  mingling  with  so- 
ciety, —  at  least  not  within  my  recollection.  He  was  always 
accustomed  to  be  much  alone,  and  to  shut  himself  up  for 
hours  together  in  his  own  apartment.  I  remember  too 
that  he  always  had  the  habit  of  taking  his  long,  solitary  walks 
as  he  does  now.  These  circumstances  make  me  think  that 
it  cannot  be  the  loss  of  property  which  is  preying  upon  his 
mind,  because  he  was  the  same  at  our  beautiful  abode  near 
Fontainebleau  as  he  has  been  ever  since  we  have  dwelt  in 
this  chateau.'' 

"  How  was  it  that  Monsieur  Volney  lost  his  property? 
asked  Zoe. 

"  I  am  not  even  sure  that  he  lost  it  at  all,"  replied  Clarine; 
"  I  only  surmise  so.  It  was  a  little  more  than  five  years  ago 
that  he  one  day  told  me  we  were  going  to  remove  to  some 
other  place,  and  on  the  very  same  day  a  post-chaise  bore 
us  off  from  that  beautiful  country-seat.  Of  all  the  servants 
old  Marguerite  alone  accompanied  us." 

"  And  was  the  house  shut  up?  "  asked  Lady  Octavian. 
I  do  not  know,"  responded  Clarine.  "  We  left  it  just 
as  it  was,  with  all  the  other  servants  in  it,  but  whether  my 
father,  previous  to  our  departure,  made  any  arrangement  in 
respect  to  the  house  and  the  domestics,  I  am  unable  to  say. 
He  has  never  spoken  on  the  subject,  and  old  Marguerite  is 
really  ignorant  upon  the  point,  or  else  she  has  always  pre- 
tended to  be.  She  nursed  me  in  my  infancy,  and  to  a  certain 
extent  supplied  the  place  of  the  mother  whom  I  lost.  This 
is  why  I  love  and  revere  her,  and  this  is  also  the  reason  why, 
when  my  father  is  not  present,  she  allows  herself  to  address 
me  in  terms  of  endearing  familiarity." 

"  And  from  that  beautiful  country-seat  you  came  direct 
to  this  chateau?  "  said  Lady  Octavian,  interrogatively. 
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"  Yes;  but  I  am  convinced  that  when  we  left  that  country- 
seat  my  father  had  no  fixed  idea  where  he  was  about  to  settle 
his  future  abode.  It  was  not  his  intention  to  remain  in  the 
village,  nor  near  it.  According  to  the  few  words  he  let  fall 
upon  the  subject  at  the  time,  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
he  thought  of  passing  into  Spain.  It  was  only  after  an  acci- 
dental visit  to  the  chateau,  during  one  of  his  rambles,  that 
he  suddenly  took  it  into  his  head  to  settle  himself  there.  You 
see,  my  dear  Zoe,  I  have  no  reason  for  believing  that  my 
father  lost  any  of  his  property  beyond  the  simple  fact  of  his 
abandoning  such  a  beautiful  residence  in  order  to  shut  himself 
up  in  this  old  place." 

"  Perhaps,  after  all,"  suggested  Lady  Octavian,  "  Monsieur 
Volney  is  as  rich  as  ever  he  was,  but  inasmuch  as  seclusion 
suits  the  temper  of  his  mind  far  better  than  even  the  limited 
society  which  you  appear  to  have  had  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Fontainebleau,  he  has  chosen  to  bury  himself  in  the 
chateau?  " 

"  It  may  be  so,"  answered  Clarine;  "  but  my  father  never 
speaks  to  me  of  his  affairs,  and  I  never  ask  him  any  questions. 
You  see  he  never  receives  any  visitors  except  the  worthy 
old  priest,  and  I  believe  that  I  should  not  have  enjoyed  the 
happiness  of  your  society,  my  dear  Zoe,  unless  it  were  that 
my  father  had  one  day  bethought  himself  I  might  possibly 
find  my  mode  of  existence  monotonously  dull." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  observed  Zoe,  rather  in  a  musing  manner 
than  speaking  expressly  to  be  overheard  by  Clarine,  "  it 
does  seem  hard  to  debar  you  from  all  society." 

Oh,  I  require  none,"  exclaimed  Clarine,  hastily,  — 
"  none  more  than  I  now  possess.  I  can  assure  you  I  do  not," 
she  added,  with  a  degree  of  earnestness  which  appeared  un- 
necessary for  the  enforcement  of  the  simple  assurance  which 
she  thus  gave. 

They  now  reached  the  chateau,  and  after  a  temporary 
separation  to  their  respective  chambers,  in  order  to  put  off 
their  walking  apparel,  they  met  in  the  drawing-room. 
About  an  hour  afterward  a  cart  drew  up  to  the  front  of  the 
chateau.  Clarine,  running  to  the  window,  perceived  that  it 
contained  the  newly  purchased  piano.  It  was  brought  \ip 
into  the  drawing-room,  the  tradesman  himself  having  accom- 
panied it  in  order  to  see  that  it  was  properly  taken  care  of 
by  his  men.  When  he  had  superintended  all  that  was  neces- 


THE  STUDY 


25 


sary,  he  presented  his  bill,  according  to  the  intimation  given 
him  by  Monsieur  Volney. 

Monsieur  Volney  was  in  his  study,  and  thither  Clarine 
sped  with  the  bill  in  her  hand.  She  entered,  and  presented 
it  to  her  father.  He  took  it,  flung  a  single  glance  at  the 
amount  specified,  and  rising  from  his  seat,  opened  an  iron 
safe.  Taking  thence  a  large  tin  box,  he  unlocked  it,  and 
Clarine  perceived  that  one  compartment  was  full  of  gold  and 
another  of  bank-notes.  Monsieur  Volney  took  out  a  roll  of 
those  notes  to  select  a  couple  for  a  thousand  francs  (or 
forty  pounds)  each,  and  Clarine,  who  was  watching  him  with 
mingled  curiosity  and  surprise,  was  enabled  to  observe  even 
at  a  glance  and  at  the  roughest  calculation  that  the  tin  box 
contained  an  enormous  sum  of  money.  As  Monsieur  Volney 
looked  up  to  give  her  the  notes  which  he  had  selected,  he 
perceived  the  wonder  and  surprise  expressed  in  her  features, 
and  for  a  moment  a  cloud  passed  over  his  countenance.  But 
the  next  instant  it  was  gone,  and  he  said,  in  a  voice  of  unusual 
kindness,  and  even  with  a  faint  smile  upon  his  lips,  "  You 
did  not  perhaps  know  that  I  possessed  such  ample  resources. 
It  may  be  that  I  have  shown  you  too  little  confidence  — 
However,"  he  added,  suddenly  checking  himself, "  it  is  as  well 
this  opportunity  should  have  occurred  for  me  to  say  that  all 
that  I  have  is  yours,  and  if  anything  should  suddenly  happen 
to  me,  you  will  know  where  to  find  that  which  will  maintain 
you  in  comfort,  ay,  in  affluence  for  the  whole  of  your  life." 

"  Good  heavens,  my  dear  father,"  exclaimed  Clarine, 
the  tears  gushing  from  her  eyes,  "  do  not  speak  on  such 
subjects,  —  it  seems  as  if  I  were  about  to  lose  you." 

"  Remember,  Clarine,"  answered  Monsieur  Volney,  with 
an  increasing  mildness  of  tone,  "  I  am  advanced  in  years,  and 
according  to  the  course  of  nature,  even  setting  apart  those 
casualities  from  accident  or  sickness  to  which  we  are  all 
liable  —  But  do  not  weep,  do  not  weep.  I  thought  I  had 
just  now  done  something  to  afford  you  pleasure.  Poor 
girl,  you  have  not  known  much  of  happiness  lately,  and  I 
would  not  now  throw  a  damp  upon  that  satisfaction  which 
I  hoped  to  afford  you." 

"  I  am  glad,  dear  father,"  replied  Clarine,  smiling  through 
her  tears,  and  then  quickly  brushing  them  away,  "  that  you 
now  give  me  an  opportunity  of  expressing  my  gratitude  for 
your  goodness  in  respect  to  the  piano." 
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Thus  speaking,  Clarine  took  her  father's  hand  and  pressed 
it  to  her  lips.  He  gazed  upon  her  with  a  singularly  melan- 
choly expression  for  a  few  moments.  Then  it  seemed  as  if  a 
sudden  access  of  rage,  fierce  and  bitter,  swept  over  his 
countenance;  but  in  a  moment  this  in  its  turn  vanished,  and 
smoothing  down  the  glossy  hair  of  the  amazed  and  half- 
affrighted  Clarine,  Monsieur  Volney  said,  in  a  tone  full 
of  emotion,  "  Poor  girl,  if  I  thought  that  I  had  the  right  —  " 

But  he  suddenly  stopped  short,  and  as  abruptly  turned 
away,  yet  not  so  quickly  as  to  prevent  Clarine  from  catching 
the  look  of  inexpressible  anguish  which  seized  upon  his 
features.  The  young  lady  could  have  shrieked  out,  there 
was  something  so  fearful  in  that  look;  but  she  subdued  her 
emotion  sufficiently  to  avoid  giving  such  vent  to  it.  She 
longed  to  approach  her  sire,  to  ask  him  what  he  meant,  and 
what  dire  woe  was  afflicting  him,  but  she  dared  not.  And  now 
for  the  first  time  Clarine's  eyes  were  open  to  the  fact  that 
she  had  been  all  along  totally  excluded  from  her  father's 
confidence  in  every  matter  in  which  a  daughter  might  legiti- 
mately enjoy  it. 

"  Clarine,"  said  Monsieur  Volney,  again  turning  toward 
her,  and  speaking  with  his  habitual  cold  kindness  of  tone, 
if  the  reader  can  understand  the  phrase,  "  forget  what  has 
just  passed,  forget  the  unfinished  sentence  which  came  from 
my  lips.  But  you  cannot  understand  it  —  and  you  never, 
never  shall.  As  for  this  dross,"  he  said,  glancing  with  glacial 
contempt  toward  the  treasure  in  the  large  tin  box,  "  do  not 
gossip  about  having  seen  it.  We  live  in  a  secluded  place, 
and  it  were  as  well  not  to  suffer  whispers  to  get  abroad  that 
may  tempt  desperate  men  to  a  lawless  act.  And  now  go, 
Clarine.  Forget,  I  say,  what  has  passed,  and  be  happy,  my 
dear  girl,  be  happy  with  your  new  piano.  Henceforth  in 
other  things,  as  in  this  trifling  one,  will  I  study  your  happi- 
ness more  than  I  have  hitherto  done." 

Monsieur  Volney  pressed  his  lips  for  a  moment  to  his 
daughter's  forehead,  and  then  gently  pushed  her  from  the 
room.  She  sped  to  her  own  chamber,  where  she  remained 
for  a  few  minutes  to  tranquiUize  her  thoughts  and  compose 
her  feelings  before  she  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  for 
she  did  not  wish  to  be  questioned  by  Lady  Octavian  Mere- 
dith. Her  father  had  enjoined  her  to  forget  what  had  just 
passed,  and  though  it  were  impossible  to  do  this,  yet  at  least 
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she  resolved  to  consider  it  as  sacred.  She  had  suddenly 
discovered  that  so  far  from  her  sire  having  lost  his  property, 
he  was  immensely  rich,  and  more  than  ever,  therefore,  did 
she  marvel  why  he  should  have  left  his  own  beautiful  man- 
sion and  pleasant  little  estate  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Fon- 
tainebleau  to  bury  himself  in  that  gloomy  old  chateau  on 
the  outskirt  of  the  Pyrenees.  Other  things  likewise  entered 
into  the  midst  of  Clarine's  thoughts,  but  with  these  we  have 
nothing  to  do,  at  least  for  the  present. 

Having  sufficiently  composed  her  countenance,  the  young 
lady  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  where  the  piano-seller 
had  just  finished  putting  the  instrument  into  proper  tune. 
His  account  was  paid,  and  he  took  his  departure.  Zoe  and 
Clarine  now  took  their  turns  to  try  the  new  purchase,  and 
they  were  enraptured  with  it.  It  was  truly  a  splendid  in- 
strument, and  they  both  brought  out  its  fine  tones  with  the 
grandest  effect.  They  practised  together  for  the  greater  por- 
tion of  the  rest  of  that  day,  but  amidst  the  joy  which  Clarine 
experienced  in  possessing  the  coveted  piano  would  come  the 
recollection,  saddening  and  sickening,  of  that  look  of  inde- 
scribable anguish  which  had  swept  over  her  father's  features 
during  her  singular  interview  with  him  in  the  study.  That 
interview  had  in  a  few  moments  given  Clarine's  mind  the 
experience  of  whole  years;  a  veil  seemed  to  have  fallen 
from  her  eyes,  and  she  was  led  to  reflect  upon  things  on  which 
she  had  never  reflected  before.  She  now  saw  that  there 
was  some  deep  mystery  connected  with  her  parent,  —  a 
mystery  for  which  not  even  the  loss  of  a  much-loved  wife  (as 
she  supposed  her  mother  to  have  been)  could  possibly  ac- 
count. Then,  what  was  it?  Clarine  was  bewildered;  there 
seemed  no  earthly  clue  to  the  solution  of  that  mystery,  and 
moreover  it  appeared  to  be  her  father's  resolve  that,  what- 
ever it  were,  the  secret  should  die  with  him. 

The  ladies  separated  a  little  after  ten  o'clock  in  the  eve- 
ning, and  sought  their  respective  chambers.  Zoe  was  on  this 
occasion  attended  in  her  room  by  Rachel,  for  the  maids  took 
their  turns  to  wait  upon  their  mistress,  and  Honor  had  tended 
her  ladyship  in  the  morning.  A  glance  at  Rachel's  counte- 
nance showed  Zoe  that  the  girl  was  labouring  under  a  sense 
of  terror  which  she  vainly  endeavoured  to  conceal.  At  first 
Lady  Octavian  thought  of  leaving  the  circumstance  un- 
noticed, in  order  to  avoid  a  discourse  upon  superstitious 
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matters,  but  she  perceived  that  Rachel  was  trembling  to 
such  a  degree  that  she  felt  it  would  only  be  an  act  of  kindness 
to  encourage  and  reassure  her. 

"  Rachel/'  her  ladyship  accordingly  said, ' 'that  foolish  girl 
Honor  has  been  infecting  you  with  her  terrors.  I  sincerely 
hope  you  will  not  give  way  to  such  childish  delusions." 

"  Pardon  me,  my  lady,  if  I  seem  frightened,"  interrupted 
Rachel,  "  but  one  cannot  always  control  one's  thoughts.  I 
was  sitting  here  all  alone,  ivaiting  for  your  ladyship,  and  all 
kinds  of  disagreeable  sent  anions  began  to  creep  over  me.  I 
looked  toward  the  window,  and  thought  I  saw  a  ghastly  pale 
face  gazing  in  at  me,  so  I  went  and  closed  the  draperies. 
Then  as  I  looked  toward  the  bed,  I  fancied  that  I  saw  that 
same  face  looking  out  from  behind  the  curtains,  and  it  was 
ever  so  long  before  I  could  muster  up  the  courage  to  go  and 
peep  behind  them  and  satisfy  my  mind  there  was  no  one 
there.  Scarcely  had  I  recovered  from  this  alarm,  when  the 
door  opened,  and  such  a  cold  chill  swept  through  me,  for  I 
thought  I  saw  some  one  looking  in  at  me.  But  again  I 
mustered  up  my  courage;  I  peeped  out  into  the  passage,  and 
there  was  no  one.  That  nasty  door  has  got  such  a  wretched 
lock,  it  opens  of  its  own  accord." 

^'  You  have  been  giving  way,  my  poor  girl,"  said  Zoe,  "  to 
the  hallucinations  of  your  frightened  fancy.  You  must  be 
more  courageous.  I  can  dispense  with  your  services  this 
evening.  I  intend  to  read  a  little  before  retiring  to  rest,  and 
as  you  are  nervous  and  uneasy,  I  will  accompany  you  as  far 
as  the  door  of  your  own  chamber.  But  you  must  not  tell 
Honor  that  I  did  this,  as  it  is  for  the  first  and  last  time,  and 
henceforth  I  shall  expect  both  of  you  to  exhibit  more 
courage." 

Zoe  did  not  really  intend  to  sit  up  reading  before  she 
sought  her  couch,  but  with  the  kindest  consideration  she 
made  this  a  pretext  for  seeing  the  terrified  Rachel  as  far  as 
her  own  chamber.  The  girl  was  exceedingly  grateful  to  her 
mistress,  for  she  was  indeed  labouring  under  a  nervous  trep- 
idation and  a  sense  of  superstitious  terror  which  she  could 
not  possibly  shake  off. 

"  We  must  tread  lightly,"  said  Zoe,  "  for  I  would  not  have 
it  supposed  by  the  other  inmates  of  the  chateau  that  I 
possess  maids  so  foolish  as  to  be  afraid  to  go  to  their  own 
rooms  by  themselves." 
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It  was  with  a  tone  and  look  of  benignant  remonstrance 
that  Lady  Octavian  thus  spoke.  Taking  a  taper  in  her  hand, 
she  accompanied  Rachel  to  the  story  above,  where  the  young 
woman  and  Honor  jointly  occupied  the  same  chamber. 
Zoe  then  retraced  her  way  down  the  staircase  toward  her 
own  apartment,  on  entering  which  she  recollected  that  she 
had  left  her  watch  in  the  drawing-room,  on  account  of  having 
accidentally  broken  the  particular  chain  she  had  worn  that 
day.  It  was  not  altogether  without  a  certain  feeling  of 
apprehension  that  Lady  Octavian  crossed  the  passage  and 
reentered  the  drawing-room.  The  circumstance  of  the 
preceding  night,  and  the  legend  she  had  heard  in  the  morn- 
ing, had  been  vividly  recalled  to  her  memory  by  the  spectacle 
of  Rachel's  fears.  But  Zoe  did  her  best  to  throw  off  the 
feeling  that  was  upon  her,  —  which  was  indeed  repugnant 
to  her  own  good  sense,  —  and  of  which  she  was  all  the  more 
ashamed  after  the  sort  of  remonstrating  lesson  she  had  a 
few  minutes  back  been  reading  to  Rachel. 

Entering  the  drawing-room,  Lady  Octavian  Meredith 
took  the  watch  from  the  table  where  she  had  left  it,  and  she 
then  issued  forth  again.  But  scarcely  had  she  crossed  the 
threshold,  scarcely  had  her  foot  touched  the  floor  of  the 
passage,  when  she  nearly  dropped  the  taper  from  her  hand, 
and  she  could  with  difficulty  express  an  ejaculation  of  terror 
on  beholding  a  dimly  defined  shape  gliding  onward  in  the 
distance.  She  was  suddenly  transfixed  to  the  spot  with  a 
cold  terror.  If  she  could  have  seen  her  countenance  in  the 
mirror  at  that  instant,  she  would  have  been  horrified  at  it, 
for  it  was  pale  as  death.  Her  eyes  followed  the  form  with 
the  natural  keenness  of  her  vision  sharpened  to  the  intensest 
degree.  Whether  it  were  fancy,  or  whether  it  were  reality, 
she  could  not  subsequently  determine  in  her  own  mind,  but 
it  certainly  seemed  to  her  that  the  shape  was  that  of  a  tall, 
slender  young  man,  dressed  in  dark  garments,  and  that  he 
was  gliding  onward  with  footsteps  completely  noiseless, 
raising  not  the  faintest  echo  in  that  long  passage  where  even 
the  slightest  sound  was  wont  to  reverberate. 

The  apparition,  or  whatever  it  were,  was  lost  in  the  ob- 
scurity prevailing  at  the  end  of  the  passage.  Zoe  staggered 
across  to  her  own  chamber,  and  sinking  into  a  large  easy 
chair,  felt  as  if  consciousness  were  about  to  abandon  her. 
But  by  one  of  those  sudden  and  almost  preternatural  efforts 
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which  the  human  mind  sometimes  makes,  she  summoned  up 
all  her  courage  to  her  aid,  and  said  to  herself,  "  How  foolish, 
how  childish  of  me!  It  could  have  been  nothing  but  fancy/' 

And  yet  she  could  not  persuade  herself  that  it  was  so. 
The  conviction  was  strong  in  her  mind  that  she  had  seen 
something,  but  whether  a  spirit  from  the  dead,  or  a  living 
intruder,  she  could  not  tell.  The  superstitious  fear  which 
was  still  upon  her  prevented  her  from  altogether  repudiating 
the  former  belief,  on  account  of  the  gliding  noiselessness  with 
which  the  form  had  hurried  onward.  For  an  instant  she  was 
half-inclined  to  seek  Clarine's  chamber  and  acquaint  her 
with  what  had  happened,  but  the  next  moment  she  felt 
ashamed  of  even  allowing  such  an  idea  to  enter  her  head. 
She  retired  to  rest,  but  it  was  long  before  sleep  visited  her 
eyes;  and  when  slumber  at  length  stole  upon  her,  the  whole 
dismal  tragedy  associated  with  the  chateau  was  reenacted 
before  her  mental  vision. 

When  Lady  Octavian  Meredith  awoke  in  the  morning  she 
hastened  to  draw  aside  the  window  draperies,  and  the  bright 
September  sun  poured  in  so  golden  a  flood  of  lustre  that  all 
her  superstitious  apprehensions  were  instantaneously  dis- 
pelled, and  she  smiled  at  what  she  considered  to  have  been 
her  folly  of  the  preceding  evening.  How  glad  she  was  now 
that  she  had  not  sought  Mademoiselle  Volney's  chamber 
with  the  history  of  her  idle  fears ! 

"  Yes,"  said  Zoe  to  herself,  "  it  was  nought  but  the  imagi- 
nation. The  discourse  I  held  with  Rachel,  the  circumstance 
of  conducting  the  girl  to  her  own  chamber,  and  the  vivid  con- 
juring up  of  the  legend  I  had  heard  in  the  morning, — these 
were  the  causes  which  operated  upon  my  mind,  enfeebled 
perhaps  somewhat  by  care  and  indisposition.  Yes,  truly  it 
was  nought  but  fancy  on  my  part." 

It  was  Rachel's  turn  to  take  the  morning  duty  at  the  toilet 
of  her  mistress,  and  when  the  abigail  entered  the  chamber, 
she  found  Zoe  more  cheerful  than  she  had  been  for  some 
time  past,  for  such  was  the  natural  effect  of  a  relief  from 
superstitious  terrors.  Not  another  syllable  was  exchanged 
upon  the  subject,  and  Lady  Octavian  proceeded  to  the 
breakfast-parlour,  where  she  found  Clarine,  and  where 
Monsieur  Volney  speedily  made  his  appearance.  Zoe  could 
not  help  thinking  that  there  was  a  certain  dejection  in 
Clarine's  looks,  a  certain  despondency  which  she  was  en- 
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deavouring  either  to  throw  ofiF  or  to  conceal.  Lady  Octavian 
studied  well  the  countenance  and  manner  of  her  French 
friend,  but  without  appearing  to  do  so.  She  felt  persuaded 
in  her  own  mind  that  there  was  really  something  which  hung 
like  a  weight  upon  Mademoiselle  Volney's  spirits,  and  now 
she  asked  herself  whether  Clarine  could  have  also  seen 
something  to  excite  her  superstitious  terrors. 


CHAPTER  IV 


MONSIEUR  VOLNEY 

The  weather  was  beautiful,  and  soon  after  breakfast  the 
two  ladies  walked  forth  together.  Zoe  now  perceived  that 
Clarine  was  more  pensive  than  even  while  at  the  breakfast- 
table,  or  at  least  that  she  struggled  less  arduously  to  veil  it, — 
probably  because  she  had  been  most  anxious  to  conceal  her 
feelings,  whatsoever  they  were,  from  her  father's  observation. 

"  My  dear  Clarine,''  said  Lady  Oct  avian,  at  length, 
"  there  is  something  preying  upon  your  mind." 

Clarine  gave  the  sudden  start  of  one  who  cherished  a  secret 
which  had  just  been  surprised,  or  rather  the  existence  of 
which  had  just  been  detected,  though  the  secret  itself  re- 
mained still  locked  up  in  her  own  bosom.  She  glanced  with 
an  air  of  anxiety  toward  Zoe,  then  bent  down  her  looks,  and 
said  nothing,  but  tears  gushed  from  her  eyes. 

"  My  dear  friend,"  continued  Lady  Octavian,  in  the  kind- 
est manner,  "  you  yesterday  assured  me  that  if  for  my  own 
sorrows  a  friendship  could  afford  a  balm,  I  possessed  yours. 
It  is  now  for  me  to  reciprocate  the  assurance.  See,  here  is 
the  very  bank  on  which  we  sat  down  yesterday  when  I  gave 
you  the  complete  narrative  of  my  own  causes  of  grief.  Let 
it  to-day  become  the  scene  of  that  confidence  which  you  will 
repose  in  me.  I  will  not  so  far  insult  myself,  nor  insult  your 
own  good  feeling,  Clarine,  by  saying  more  than  simply  to 
remark  that  it  is  from  no  motive  of  mere  idle  curiosity  I 
speak." 

"  I  know  it,  my  dear  friend,  I  know  it,"  murmured  Clarine, 
and  then  from  her  lips  escaped  a  gush  of  mental  anguish 
which  she  could  not  possibly  keep  back. 

Lady  Octavian  Meredith  said  whatsoever  she  could  think 
of  to  console  her  friend,  but  ignorant  as  she  was  of  the  sources 
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of  Clarine's  woe,  it  was  difficult  to  shape  her  words  in  a  form 
calculated  to  convey  the  solace  she  would  fain  impart. 

Yes,  I  will  tell  you  what  it  is  that  thus  afflicts  me,"  at 
length  said  Clarine.  "  It  was  a  tale  I  heard  yesterday  —  last 
evening." 

"  After  we  separated  for  the  night?  "  inquired  Zoe,  in 
surprise,  "  for  until  that  hour,  my  dear  Clarine,  methought 
that  you  were  in  good  spirits,  and  all  the  more  so  on  account 
of  your  father's  kindness  in  respect  to  the  piano." 

*^  Ah,  my  poor  father!  "  murmured  Clarine,  in  a  voice  of 
the  profoundest  melancholy. 

"  Good  heavens,  what  is  it  that  you  can  have  learned?  " 
exclaimed  Zoe.  "  Was  it  some  revelation  which  old  Mar- 
guerite may  have  taken  it  into  her  head  to  make?  "  for  her 
ladyship  could  conceive  no  other  source  whence  Clarine  might 
have  received  any  such  revelation  after  the  hour  for  retiring 
to  rest. 

"  Yes,  Marguerite,  it  was  Marguerite,"  said  Clarine,  hastily. 
"  But  I  will  tell  you,  my  dear  Zoe,  what  I  have  learned.  A 
veil  has  fallen  from  my  eyes,  and  I  have  obtained  an  insight 
into  the  past  which  has  most  cruelly  afflicted  me." 

The  young  lady  paused  for  a  few  moments;  she  was  evi- 
dently struggling  to  compose  her  feelings  as  much  as  possible, 
and  at  length  she  addressed  Zoe  in  the  following  manner: 

"  My  father  in  his  former  years  was  of  a  very  different 
disposition  from  what  he  now  appears  to  be.  He  was  gay 
and  sprightly,  he  loved  society,  though  he  never  was  dissipa- 
ted nor  irregular  in  his  conduct.  On  the  contrary,  he  ever 
bore  the  highest  reputation  for  moral  worth,  honourable 
behaviour,  and  lofty  feelings.  He  possessed  a  very  dear 
friend  of  about  his  own  age,  and  of  a  somewhat  higher 
standing  in  society.  This  was  the  Viscount  Delorme,  the 
the  bearer  of  an  ancient  title  as  well  as  the  possessor  of  great 
wealth.  They  had  been  fellow  students  together  at  college, 
they  made  the  Continental  tour  together,  and  though  no 
bonds  of  kinship  united  them,  yet  was  it  a  more  than  friend- 
ship which  held  them  together,  it  was  a  true  fraternal  love. 
The  Viscount  Delorme  has  been  described  to  me  as  one  of 
the  handsomest  as  well  as  the  most  elegant  and  fascinating 
of  men.  He  married  a  young  and  beautiful  lady,  who  died 
in  giving  birth  to  a  son. 

The  viscount  was  inconsolable  for  her  loss.    He  shut 
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himself  up  in  his  own  chamber;  my  father  was  the  only- 
person  whom  he  would  see.  His  health  suffered,  and  his 
physicians  earnestly  recommended  that  he  should  travel,  in 
order  that  change  of  scene  might  have  a  salutary  effect  upon 
his  spirits.  My  father  offered  to  accompany  him,  and  for  this 
purpose  to  postpone  the  alliance  which  he  was  about  to  con- 
tract with  the  object  of  his  own  love.  Such  a  circumstance 
may  afford  you,  my  dear  Zoe,  an  idea  of  the  strength  of  that 
friendship  which  my  father  experienced  toward  the  viscount, 
■ —  a  friendship  which  would  even  have  led  him  to  sacrifice, 
for  the  time  being,  the  consummation  of  his  own  fondest 
hopes.  But  the  viscount  would  not  hear  of  it,  and  in  order  to 
escape  from  my  father's  well-meant  importunities  that  he 
should  accompany  him,  Delorme  took  his  departure  sud- 
denly and  stealthily,  without  leaving  a  clue  to  the  direc- 
tion in  which  his  contemplated  journey  lay.  He  however 
left  behind  him  a  letter  for  my  father,  promising  that  he 
would  write  so  soon  as  his  mind  should  have  somewhat  re- 
covered from  the  effects  of  the  terrible  bereavement  he  had 
sustained.  His  infant  son  the  viscount  had  consigned  to  the 
care  of  a  distant  female  relative,  a  marchioness  of  consider- 
able wealth,  and  who  resided  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Fon- 
tainebleau,  where,  I  should  observe,  the  Viscount  Delorme's 
country  mansion  was  situated,  as  you  already  know  that  my 
father's  likewise  was.  Shortly  after  the  viscount's  departure 
my  father  espoused  the  object  of  his  love,  my  mother." 

Here  Clarine  became  deeply  affected,  as  if  that  allusion  to 
her  long-departed  mother  had  reopened  the  fountains  of  her 
grief.  But  at  length  conquering  her  emotions,  she  continued 
her  narrative  in  the  ensuing  manner: 

"  The  marriage  of  my  father  and  mother  took  place  about 
six  and  twenty  years  ago.  At  the  expiration  of  a  year  a 
daughter  was  born,  who,  if  she  had  lived,  would  have  been 
my  elder  sister,  but  she  died  a  few  months  after  her  birth 
from  one  of  those  maladies  which  are  peculiar  to  infancy. 
Eighteen  months  had  elapsed  without  the  slightest  intelli- 
gence being  received  from  the  Viscount  Delorme,  either  by 
my  father  or  the  marchioness  who  had  the  care  of  his  child, 
and  it  was  feared  that  he  had  died  in  some  foreign  land.  But 
at  length  letters  arrived  to  announce  that  he  was  still  a 
denizen  of  this  world,  that  he  had  travelled  through  many 
climes,  and  that  he  had  resolved  not  to  sadden  the  minds  of 
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his  friends  with  the  spectacle  of  his  own  deep  sorrows  until 
they  were  mellowed  down  to  the  healthier  tone  of  resignation. 
Such  was  the  mood,  according  to  the  letters,  to  which  the 
viscount  had  at  length  brought  himself,  and  he  concluded  by- 
announcing  his  speedy  return  to  his  domain  near  Fontaine- 
bleau. 

These  letters  were  written  from  Italy,  and  about  three 
months  after  their  arrival  in  France  the  viscount  himself 
reappeared  at  Fontainebleau.  I  need  hardly  say  that  he  was 
cordially  welcomed  by  my  father,  as  well  as  by  the  march- 
ioness, or  that  he  was  delighted  to  observe  how  his  beloved 
boy  had  thriven.  He  settled  down  once  more  at  his  own 
palatial  mansion,  and  the  marchioness  surrendered  up  the 
little  Alfred  to  the  parental  protection.  Time  passed  on; 
the  mind  of  the  viscount  appeared  to  have  completely  re- 
covered from  its  shock,  and  even  the  mournfulness  which 
had  succeeded  upon  the  phase  of  bitter  affliction  was  yielding 
in  its  turn  to  happier  influences.  The  friendship  between  my 
father  and  himself  continued  as  warm  as  ever,  and,  as  you 
may  easily  suppose,  the  viscount  was  a  constant  guest  at  the 
Volney  mansion.  After  an  interval  of  between  three  and 
four  years  since  the  birth  of  the  first  child,  my  elder  sister,  — 
an  interval  which  made  my  father  apprehend  that  he  was 
now  destined  to  continue  childless, — I  was  born.  Great  was 
the  joy  of  my  parents,  as  I  have  been  informed,  and  though 
perhaps  my  father  could  have  wished  for  an  heir  to  his  name, 
he  was  nevertheless  filled  with  enthusiastic  happiness  when 
contemplating  his  infant  daughter.  And  now,  my  dear  Zoe, 
I  am  about  to  touch  upon  the  saddest  portion  of  my  tale,  — 
that  episode  in  last  night's  series  of  revelations  which  has 
filled  me  with  so  much  grief." 

Clarine  again  paused  for  a  few  instants ;  the  tears  trickled 
from  her  eyes,  and  Lady  Oct  avian  spoke  in  the  most  soothing 
terms  which  her  imagination  could  suggest.  Mademoiselle 
Volney  pressed  her  friend's  hand  affectionately,  wiped  away 
her  tears,  and  pursued  her  narrative  in  the  following  terms : 

I  was  scarcely  a  year  old  when  a  frightful  suspicion  sud- 
denly seized  upon  my  father.  Oh,  dearest  Zoe,  how  can  I 
continue !  How  can  I  pursue  a  theme  which  sheds  dishonour 
upon  my  mother's  name, —  that  mother  whom  I  have  ever 
thought  of  with  love  and  reverence,  although  she  perished 
ere  her  image  could  be  imprinted  upon  my  mind!   It  is  a 
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painful  task  which  I  have  undertaken  —  and  yet  my  soul 
yearns  to  make  you  the  confidant  of  its  sorrows.  I  will 
compose  myself  sufficiently  to  enable  me  to  proceed.  Yes, 
a  frightful  suspicion  struck  athwart  my  father's  brain  — 
and  it  was  speedily  confirmed.  My  mother  had  learned  to 
love  the  Viscount  Delorme  better  than  her  own  lawful  hus- 
band.  You  understand  me,  Zoe?  " 

"  Alas,  too  well,  dearest  Clarine! "  responded  Lady 
Oct  avian,  deeply  affected.  "  But  was  there  no  possibility 
of  error?  Might  not  your  father  have  mistaken  some  tran- 
sient levity  for  an  evidence  of  guilt? 

"  Alas,  no!  "  replied  Clarine,  in  a  voice  full  of  the  most 
melancholy  pathos.  The  evidence  was  irresistible,  my 
father  was  dishonoured  in  his  wife  —  and  oh,  that  wife  was 
my  mother!  Can  you  conceive  any  treachery  so  dark,  any 
perfidy  so  black,  as  that  of  which  the  Viscount  Delorme  was 
guilty?  The  explosion  was  terrific,  and  the  viscount  fled  to 
avoid  the  vengeance  which  my  half-frenzied  sire  vowed  to 
wreak  upon  him.  As  for  my  mother  —  " 

"  What  became  of  her?  "  inquired  Zoe,  in  a  half-hushed 
voice,  as  if  fearing  to  put  the  question,  for  Clarine  had  sud- 
denly stopped  short,  the  tears  were  again  trickling  down  her 
cheeks,  and  her  bosom  was  heaving  with  the  sobs  that  in- 
wardly convulsed  it. 

"My  mother,"  she  said,  in  a  tone  that  was  scarcely 
audible,  "  my  mother  —  alas,  she  received  a  shock  from 
which  she  never  recovered!  Overwhelmed  with  the  sense  of 
her  own  degradation,  and  of  the  wreck  which  she  had  wrought 
with  regard  to  a  fond,  devoted  husband's  happiness,  she 
died  of  a  broken  heart. 

There  was  another  long  pause,  and  then  Clarine,  after 
another  outburst  of  grief,  continued  as  follows: 

"  The  Viscount  Delorme  had  not  only  proved  himself  a 
black  traitor  to  the  sacred  ties  of  friendship,  but  also  a 
coward.  He  had  fled  to  avoid  the  duel  to  which  my  incensed 
father  purposed  to  provoke  him.  Yes,  he  fled,  leaving  his 
child  behind  him;  and  thus  the  little  Alfred  became  once 
more  indebted  to  the  kind  care  of  the  marchioness.  My 
father  could  not  endure  to  remain  at  his  own  mansion,  the 
scene  where  so  much  happiness  had  been  so  cruelly  blighted. 
He  set  out  for  some  other  clime,  taking  me  with  him.  Mar- 
guerite was  my  nurse.  It  was  my  father's  intention  to  pro- 
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ceed  to  Italy,  I  know  not  whether  with  any  settled  purpose, 
or  whether  he  fixed  at  random  upon  that  transalpine  country, 
all  places  in  the  world  being  equally  the  same  to  him  in  the 
desolated  condition  of  his  heart.  We  traversed  the  Alps  by 
easy  stages,  for  at  every  halting-place  it  appears  that  my 
poor  father  went  wandering  out  amidst  those  dangerous 
glacier  regions,  and  that  sometimes  his  rambles  were  so  pro- 
tracted it  was  feared  that  he  was  lost.  Marguerite  well  re- 
members that  journey;  she  spoke  of  it  last  evening  in  vivid 
language.  She  recollects  how  we  were  nearly  lost  on  the 
heights  of  Mount  St.  Bernard,  and  how  the  dogs  of  the 
hospice  were  the  instruments  of  our  salvation.  She  likewise 
bears  in  mind  how  we  tarried  several  days  at  that  hospice, 
and  in  what  constant  terror  she  was  sustained  by  the 
protracted  absences  of  my  father  amidst  those  glacier 
regions  so  sublime,  so  terrible.  We  passed  on  into  Italy; 
but  instead  of  tarrying  there,  as  it  first  of  all  appeared  to  be 
my  father's  intention,  he  hurried  on  the  journey  to  Leg- 
horn. There  we  took  ship  for  Marseilles,  and  from  Mar- 
seilles we  travelled  straight  back  to  the  mansion  near  Fon- 
tainebleau.  There  my  father  settled  down  again,  after  an 
absence  of  about  four  months,  and  I  was  too  young  at  the 
time  to  receive  any  lasting  impressions  of  the  journey.  Never, 
my  dear  Zoe,  until  last  night  was  I  aware  that  these  eyes  of 
mine  had  gazed  upon  the  Alps,  or  that  I  had  ever  passed 
beyond  the  frontier  of  France.  I  must  observe  that  in  con- 
sequence of  the  scandal  excited  by  the  Viscount  Delorme's 
infamy  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Fontainebleau,  his  respec- 
table relative  the  marchioness  quitted  her  mansion,  taking 
the  boy  Alfred  with  her,  and  she  proceeded  to  another  estate 
which  she  had  in  the  western  part  of  France.  Years  then 
passed  away.'' 

"  Years  passed  away,"  said  Zoe,  mournfully  and  me- 
chanically repeating  Clarine's  words,  "  and  you,  my  sweet 
friend,  were  brought  up  in  ignorance  of  all  that  had  taken 
place?  " 

"  Yes,"  responded  the  young  lady,  "  in  total  ignorance. 
Never  was  the  veil  lifted  from  my  eyes  until  last  night.  Oh, 
I  am  no  longer  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  wherefore  my  father 
was  so  impatient,  or  else  so  afflicted,  whenever  in  the  inno- 
cence of  girlhood  I  spoke  of  my  mother.  Alas,  what  pangs 
must  I  have  excited  in  his  breast,  and  Heaven  knows  how 
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unconsciously  on  my  part!  My  heart  weeps  bitter  tears  as 
I  think  of  it,  and  likewise  because,  my  dear  Zoe,  it  is  shock- 
ing —  oh,  it  is  shocking  to  be  unable  to  look  back  with  respect 
and  with  veneration  toward  the  memory  of  a  mother.  Yes, 
and  I  now  comprehend  likewise,"  continued  Clarine,  her 
voice  sinking  so  low  that  it  would  have  been  inaudible  were 
it  not  for  the  naturally  harmonious  clearness  of  its  tones, 
"  I  comprehend  likewise  what  dreadful  thought  must  some- 
times be  uppermost,  perhaps  ever  uppermost,  in  the  mind  of 
my  father.  Zoe,  dearest  friend,"  added  the  unhappy  Clarine, 
with  a  strong,  convulsing  shudder,  and  fixing  haggard  looks 
upon  Lady  Octavian's  countenance,  "  I  now  comprehend  — 
my  God!  I  comprehend  that  he  doubts  whether  I  am  his 
own  child." 

With  these  words  Clarine  threw  herself  upon  Zoe's  bosom 
and  wept  bitterly.  Her  own  bosom  was  torn  and  rent  with 
convulsing  sobs;  for  some  minutes  she  appeared  as  if  totally 
unsusceptible  of  solace.  Zoe  lavished  sisterly  caresses  upon 
her,  but  she  spoke  no  word;  language  itself  were  a  mockery 
if  seized  upon  as  a  resource  to  convey  consolation  under  such 
circumstances.  But  there  is  no  human  anguish  so  profound 
that  it  does  not  expend  itself,  and  thus  was  it  at  length  with 
the  grief  of  the  unfortunate  Clarine. 

Let  me  hasten,  my  dear  Zoe,"  she  said,  "  to  bring  my 
unhappy  narrative  to  a  conclusion.  But  it  is  about  to  take 
a  strange  leap,  and  you  will  at  first  marvel  how  I  am  in  a 
condition  to  tell  you  that  which  I  am  about  to  communicate. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  the  truth,  it  is  no  idle  dream,  no  phantasy 
of  the  fevered  imagination.  I  am  about  to  speak  of  the 
marchioness  and  of  Delorme's  son  Alfred.  Years  passed 
away  after  the  terrific  explosion  near  Fontainebleau,  and 
Alfred  Delorme  grew  up  under  the  affectionate  care  of  his 
excellent  relative.  Meanwhile  no  tidings  had  been  received 
from  his  father.  The  marchioness  had  therefore  long  deemed 
the  viscount  dead,  but  it  was  necessary  that  Alfred  Delorme 
should  reach  his  twenty-first  year  before  legal  proceedings 
could  be  taken  to  establish  his  claim  to  the  title  and  estates 
of  his  father.  It  appears  that  at  the  very  time  he  attained 
his  majority  some  report  of  a  marvellous  and  singular  nature 
relative  to  the  late  viscount  reached  the  ears  of  the  mar- 
chioness. It  was  a  statement  of  such  a  kind  that  though  it 
seemed  scarcely  credible,  she  w£is  resolved  to  sift  it  to  the 
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very  bottom.  Though  stricken  in  years,  —  indeed  bordering 
upon  sixty, —  she  resolved  for  Alfred's  sake  to  take  this  step. 
I  am  now  speaking  of  a  date  between  six  and  seven  years 
back.  The  marchioness,  in  consequence  of  the  intelligence 
to  which  I  have  just  referred,  resolved  to  undertake  a 
journey  into  Switzerland.  Alfred  Delorme  went  with  her. 
In  due  time  they  reached  the  Hospice  of  Mount  St.  Bernard, 
for  this  was  their  destination.  There  the  marchioness  in- 
stituted the  inquiries  for  which  purpose  she  had  dared  a 
journey  so  perilous,  and  so  trying  for  one  of  her  years.  The 
intelligence  she  had  received  in  France  was  completely 
correct;  the  fate  of  the  Viscount  Delorme  was  cleared  up, 
it  ceased  to  be  a  mystery." 

"  And  that  fate?  "  said  Zoe,  with  a  half-hushed  voice  of 
suspense,  for  she  experienced  the  liveliest  interest  in  the 
narrative  to  which  she  was  listening. 

"  It  appears,"  continued  Clarine,  "  that  when  the  Viscount 
Delorme  fled  from  Fontainebleau,  in  order  to  avoid  my 
father's  vengeance,  he  was  attended  by  only  one  domestic, 
a  faithful  valet  who  had  been  for  some  time  in  his  service. 
Having  before  been  in  Italy,  the  viscount  determined  to 
return  to  that  country.  On  arriving  at  the  village  of  Mar- 
tigny  in  the  valley  which  is  overlooked  by  the  towering 
heights  of  Mount  St.  Bernard,  the  valet  was  taken  danger- 
ously ill,  and  whether  it  were  through  an  ungrateful  reck- 
lessness for  the  man's  fidelity,  or  whether  it  were  for  any 
other  reason,  I  cannot  tell  you,  but  certain  it  is  that  the 
Viscount  Delorme  left  him  there  amidst  strangers,  bidding 
him  follow  on  to  Naples  if  he  should  happen  to  recover.  The 
valet  did  recover,  after  a  long  and  painful  illness,  and  he 
proceeded  to  Naples.  But  there  he  could  hear  no  tidings  of 
his  master.  He  returned  to  France,  repaired  to  Fontaine- 
bleau, thence  to  the  estate  to  which  the  marchioness  had 
removed,  but  still  without  learning  aught  of  the  Viscount 
Delorme.  He  therefore  engaged  himself  in  the  service  of 
another  family,  and  many  years  then  passed  away.  At 
length  —  about  seven  years  ago  —  this  valet  was  in  the  ser- 
vice of  a  family  who  proposed  to  visit  Switzerland,  and 
thence  pass  into  Italy.  A  part  of  their  plan  was  to  cross 
Mount  St.  Bernard.  They  arrived  in  safety  at  the  hospice, 
where  they  were  received  with  the  welcome  which  the  good 
monks  of  that  Alpine  asylum  are  accustomed  to  show  to  aU 


40 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


travellers.  There  is  a  museum  of  curiosities  at  the  hospice, 
most  of  them  being  the  sad  memorials  of  the  perished  ones 
whose  corpses  have  been  at  different  times  found  amidst  the 
snows  of  the  mountains.  These  curiosities,  memorials,  and 
relics  were  displayed  to  the  family  with  whom  the  valet  was 
travelling,  and  he  himself  likewise  saw  them.  Amongst 
them  he  recognized  a  pecuilar  ring  which  had  belonged  to  the 
Viscount  Delorme.  He  questioned  the  monks  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  it  appeared,  on  reference  to  the  catalogue,  that  this 
ring,  together  with  other  valuables,  were  found  upon  the 
corpse  of  a  gentleman  several  years  back.  The  corpse, 
though  completely  preserved  at  the  time,  nevertheless  af- 
forded indications  of  having  been  for  a  considerable  period 
previous  to  its  discovery  —  perhaps  two  or  three  years  — 
embedded  in  the  snowdrift  where  it  was  eventually  found. 
There  were  no  papers  about  the  person  of  the  unfortunate 
individual  to  show  who  he  was,  but  he  had  several  articles 
of  jewelry  and  a  considerable  sum  of  money  in  his  possession. 
It  being  impossible  to  establish  his  identity,  the  property 
thus  found  upon  him  was  rendered  available  for  the  funds  of 
the  St.  Bernard  establishment,  according  to  the  laws  of  the 
canton.  For  a  long  time  the  corpse  was  left  exposed  in  the 
dead-house,  in  the  hope  that  some  passing  traveller  might 
chance  to  recognize  it,  for  the  dead  are  preserved  for  many 
years  in  a  lifelike  state  of  freshness  in  that  Alpine  region. 
But  at  length  the  remains  were  interred;  and  as  for  the 
jewels,  all  had  been  converted  into  money  with  the  exception 
of  that  one  ring,  which  was  kept  as  a  means  of  affording 
some  clue  for  accident  to  develop  toward  the  identification  of 
the  deceased.  It  was  this  report  which  the  valet,  on  his 
return  to  France,  conveyed  to  the  ears  of  the  marchioness, 
and  it  was  in  consequence  thereof  that  she  at  once  undertook 
that  long  and  perilous  journey,  in  company  with  Alfred 
Delorme,  to  ascertain  for  their  own  melancholy  satisfaction 
the  truth  of  the  details  which  had  thus  reached  them." 

"  How  wildly  singular  is  this  tale!  "  said  Zoe.  "  It  is  full 
of  the  marvel  of  romance.  Well  has  the  poet  said  that 
truth  is  stranger  than  fiction." 

''  Yes,  wild,  and  strange,  and  yet  how  mournful  in  every 
one  of  its  phases,"  responded  Clarine,  with  a  profound  sigh. 
"  You  may  easily  suppose,  my  dear  Zoe,  that  when  I  heard 
this  narrative  last  night,  I  listened  to  it  with  an  interest  so 
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absorbing,  with  feelings  so  deeply  moved,  yes,  and  with 
emotions  so  conflicting,  that  I  cannot  describe  them,"  and 
Clarine  shuddered  as  she  spoke.  Again  I  say  let  me  hasten 
and  conclude  this  narrative  of  mine.  The  unfortunate  mar- 
chioness, on  descending  from  Mount  St.  Bernard,  was  seized 
with  illness  at  Martigny,  —  that  very  village  where  years  be- 
forehand the  valet  had  been  abandoned  by  his  master. 
There  the  poor  lady  died.  Alfred  Delorme,  who  had  long 
been  unto  her  as  a  son,  tended  her  in  her  last  illness,  that 
illness  which  proved  fatal,  and  he  bore  her  remains  to  France, 
where  he  interred  them  in  the  family  vault.  He  then  pro- 
ceeded to  Fontainebleau,  —  and  for  what  purpose,  think 
you.  It  was  to  seek  an  interview  with  my  father,  to  com- 
municate to  him  the  fate  of  his  sire,  that  fate  which  had  just 
been  cleared  up,  and  likewise  to  implore  on  behalf  of  his 
deceased  parent  the  forgiveness  of  my  outraged  father. 
Alas !  I  have  too  much  reason  to  believe  that  my  father  was 
implacable,  and  that  he  swore  not  merely  a  continued  hatred 
for  the  memory  of  the  deceased,  but  likewise  a  hatred  for 
that  deceased's  son.  Alfred  departed  in  sorrow  at  the  failure 
of  his  truly  Christian  purpose,  and  it  was  shortly  afterward 
that  my  father  quitted  his  mansion  so  suddenly,  taking  only 
Marguerite  and  myself  with  him,  and  travelling  to  the  south 
of  France,  he  settled  himself  in  this  chateau,  as  I  explained 
to  you  yesterday." 

"  And  Marguerite  told  you  all  this  last  night?  "  said  Zoe. 

Then  must  she  have  been  a  complete  confidante  of  your 
father,  for  your  father  alone  could  have  revealed  to  her  all 
that  he  learned  and  all  that  took  place  on  the  occasion  of 
that  interview  between  himself  and  Alfred  Delorme." 

"  Marguerite  told  me  all  this  last  night,"  responded  Clarine, 
and  her  countenance  was  buried  in  her  kerchief  as  she  thus 
spoke. 

I  presume,"  continued  Zoe,  that  the  young  viscount 
experienced  no  trouble  in  obtaining  possession  of  his  de- 
ceased father's  estates,  and  of  the  title  thereto  pertaining?  " 

He  experienced  no  difficulty,"  answered  Clarine. 
"  Perhaps,"  resumed  Zoe,  "  your  father  so  suddenly  left 
his  own  house  near  Fontainebleau  through  the  apprehension 
that  the  ancestral  mansion  of  the  Delormes  might  become 
the  abode  of  the  young  viscount,  to  whom  he  had  sworn  such 
hatred  for  his  father's  sake,  and  he  could  not  endure  the 
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idea  of  dwelling  in  the  same  neighbourhood  with  one  whose 
very  name  must  ever  remind  him  of  his  outraged  friendship, 
his  wrecked  happiness,  his  dishonoured  and  perished  wife?  " 

"  Yes,"  responded  Clarine,  "  doubtless  that  was  the  reason. 
But  if  it  were  so,  it  was  left  to  my  conjecture,  for  Marguerite 
specified  it  not  last  night  as  the  motive  for  my  father's 
conduct  in  leaving  his  home." 

"  And  was  it  with  Monsieur  Volney's  consent,"  inquired 
Lady  Octavian,  "  that  Marguerite  told  you  all  these  things 
last  night?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  no!  "  murmured  Clarine,  weeping  bitterly,  and 
half-stifled  with  her  convulsing  sobs.  "  My  father  knows  not 
that  a  syllable  of  all  this  has  reached  my  ears.  And  it  was 
but  yesterday,  Zoe,  when  I  sought  him  in  his  own  study  for 
the  payment  of  the  piano,  that  he  assured  me  I  should  never 
understand  the  mysteries  which  enveloped  him.  Alas !  I  am 
very,  very  unhappy  —  oh,  far  more  unhappy  than  you  can 
possibly  conceive!  How  can  I  hide  from  my  father's  knowl- 
edge my  acquaintance  with  all  these  things?  The  ordeal  I 
just  now  passed  through  at  the  breakfast-table  was  terrible. 
I  scarcely  dared  look  my  father  in  the  face.  Were  he  not  so 
completely  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  his  own  sor- 
rows, were  he  not  ever  looking  inwardly,  as  it  were,  and 
seeing  nought  outwardly,  he  could  not  fail  to  perceive  that 
there  is  now  something  fearful  hanging  over  my  soul." 

My  dear  Clarine,"  said  Zoe,  "  you  must  exert  all  your 
fortitude  to  retain  your  self-possession.  It  would  add  in- 
finitely to  your  father's  afflictions  if  he  were  to  learn  that 
Marguerite  has  betrayed  his  confidence,  —  which  she  evi- 
dently has  done.  Surely,  surely  there  must  have  been  some 
strong  motive  for  her  to  tell  you  all  this?  " 

Clarine  said  nothing,  but  again  she  buried  her  countenance 
in  her  kerchief,  and  for  several  minutes  appeared  to  be  the 
prey  of  emotions  which  Lady  Octavian  Meredith  considered 
as  too  profoundly  sacred  to  be  intruded  upon  by  further 
questioning. 
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CHAPTER  V 

THE  SOLEMN  INJUNCTION 

The  ladies  presently  retraced  their  way  toward  the  chateau. 
Clarine  had  now  become  more  calm;  indeed  she  was  evi- 
dently doing  her  best  to  compose  her  feelings  and  tranquil- 
lize her  countenance,  in  case  she  should  meet  her  father. 
Zoe  considerately  avoided  a  return  to  the  topic  of  the  pre- 
vious conversation,  for  she  understood  full  well  wherefore 
Mademoiselle  Volney  was  thus  endeavouring  to  conquer  her 
feelings,  or  at  least  to  assume  an  outward  serenity,  and  her 
amiable  English  friend  would  not  willingly  disturb  her  in 
that  attempt.  Zoe  therefore  discoursed  upon  general  sub- 
jects, as  they  slowly  wended  their  way  back  to  the  old 
chateau,  but  Clarine  only  answered  in  a  few  words,  sometimes 
in  mere  monosyllables;  she  was  deeply  preoccupied. 

When  the  chateau  was  reached,  the  ladies  separated  to 
their  chambers  for  the  purpose  of  putting  off  their  walking 
apparel,  and  Zoe  had  now  more  leisure  to  reflect  upon  all 
that  she  had  so  recently  heard.  It  was  indeed,  as  she  herself 
had  expressed  it,  a  tale  of  wildest  romance;  and  well,  too 
well  did  it  account  for  Monsieur  Volney's  sombre  moods,  for 
his  love  of  self-isolation,  and  for  those  long,  solitary  walks 
which  he  wfis  in  the  habit  of  taking,  as  if  thereby  courting 
opportunities  to  be  as  much  alone  as  possible  with  his  own 
thoughts.  But  there  was  one  thing  which  bewildered  Lady 
Octavian  Meredith.  She  could  not  possibly  conceive  for 
what  motive  Marguerite  had  made  such  painful  revelations 
to  Clarine  Volney.  The  old  Frenchwoman  had  the  air  of  a 
person  possessed  of  generous  feelings,  her  kindness  toward 
Clarine  had  been  the  subject  of  the  young  lady's  grateful 
eulogy;  but  Zoe  could  only  regard  that  lifting  of  the  veil 
from  the  mysteries  of  the  past  as  a  most  unnecessary  piece 
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of  cruelty  on  old  Marguerite's  side.  Wherefore  so  rudely 
awaken  a  daughter  from  a  dream  in  which  she  had  taught 
herself  to  love  and  respect  her  mother's  memory?  Where- 
fore breathe  in  her  ears  the  tale  of  that  mother's  guilt? 
Wherefore  disenchant  her  of  the  vision  which  had  so  inno- 
cently and  in  such  sweet,  filial  confidence  delineated  a  halo 
as  encircling  a  mother's  name?  And  why  (oh,  cruelest  detail 
of  all !)  —  why  plunge  a  dagger  so  deeply  into  Clarine's  heart 
by  the  hideous  intelligence  that  he  whom  she  had  looked 
upon  as  her  father  entertained  a  horrible  doubt  as  to  his 
right  of  paternity? 

In  this  channel  flowed  the  reflections  of  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith,  but  her  surmises  could  furnish  no  possible  solution 
for  old  Marguerite's  conduct.  She  was  loath  to  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  it  was  a  wanton  act  of  cruelty  or  inconsider- 
ateness,  especially  as  all  Marguerite's  antecedents  appeared, 
from  what  Zoe  had  that  day  heard,  to  be  characterized  by 
fidelity  and  affection  toward  the  family  whom  she  served,  as 
well  as  by  general  prudence  and  discretion.  Had  the  old 
woman,  therefore,  some  special  motive?  Was  her  conduct 
based  upon  good  grounds?  Zoe  was  bewildered  what  to 
think. 

She  repaired  to  the  drawing-room,  where  she  found  Clarine 
seated  in  a  pensive  mood  at  the  window,  and  thinking  to 
enliven  her,  Lady  Octavian  proposed  to  play  upon  the  new 
piano.    Then  Clarine  burst  into  tears. 

He  who  so  kindly  gave  me  that  piano  yesterday,"  said 
the  afflicted  young  lady,  doubts  whether  I  am  really  his 
daughter.  And  yet  how  generous  of  him  thus  to  minister 
unto  my  whims  and  caprices!  A  thought  occurred  to  me 
yesterday  —  and  it  was  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  —  that 
the  conduct  of  my  father  —  for  by  that  name  must  I  ever 
call  him  —  had  been  deficient  in  the  tenderness  of  affection 
which  a  parent  shows  toward  a  child.  But  now,  after  all  I 
learned  last  night,  I  ought  to  wonder  that  he  has  ever  shown 
me  any  love  or  kindness  at  all.  Oh,  my  dear  Zoe,  with  these 
dreadful  ideas  that  are  now  floating  in  my  brain,  I  feel  as  if  I 
myself  were  utterly,  utterly  unworthy  of  all  regard,  all  kind- 
ness on  my  father's  part." 

"  Speak  not  thus,  dear  Clarine,"  said  Lady  Octavian; 
"  you  are  not  responsible  for  your  mother's  frailty.  You 
must  conquer  your  feelings,  —  indeed,  indeed  you  must. 
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You  do  not  wish  your  father  to  perceive  that  there  is  any- 
thing strange  or  unusual  with  you,  and  yet  you  are  adopting 
the  very  course  which  may  betray  to  him  that  your  knowl- 
edge of  to-day  is  far  different  from  your  knowledge  of 
yesterday." 

The  amiable  Zoe  continued  to  reason  in  this  manner,  and 
to  give  her  friend  Clarine  the  best  possible  advice.  She  even 
induced  her  to  sit  down  and  practise  at  the  new  piano,  but 
the  unhappy  Mademoiselle  Volney,  though  doing  her  best 
to  assume  a  tranquil  exterior,  nevertheless  seemed  as  if  she 
had  received  a  blow  from  which  she  would  never  recover. 

During  the  dinner-time  Zoe  was  in  a  continuous  appre- 
hension lest  Monsieur  Volney  should  notice  the  frequent 
moods  of  preoccupation  and  abstraction  into  which  Clarine 
fell,  but  fortunately  he  did  not,  —  or  if  so,  he  appeared  not  to 
be  conscious  of  the  circumstance.  He  retired  as  usual  to  his 
study  soon  after  dinner;  the  two  ladies  passed  the  evening 
together,  and  though  Lady  Octavian  exerted  herself  to  her 
utmost  to  cheer  Clarine's  spirits,  the  attempt  was  evidently 
ineffectual,  for  when  Clarine  forced  herself  to  smile,  it  was  in 
so  sickly  a  manner  that  the  unhappy  young  lady's  counte- 
nance appeared  to  reflect  all  the  anguish  of  a  breaking  heart. 

As  the  evening  deepened,  and  the  usual  hour  of  separation 
was  drawing  nigh,  Zoe's  amiable  and  considerate  disposition 
suggested  an  idea  which,  she  flattered  herself,  would  be 
fraught  with  solace  to  her  suffering  friend. 

"  My  dear  Clarine,"  she  said,  "  you  are  in  such  a  frame 
of  mind  that  I  do  not  hke  to  leave  you  by  yourself  for  so 
many  long,  long  hours.  There  is  always  consolation  in  the 
companionship  of  friendship;  suffer  me  to  pass  the  night 
with  you?  " 

Sudden  was  the  start,  and  for  an  instant  singular  and  un- 
accountable was  the  look,  with  which  Clarine  received  that 
kindly  meant  proposition;  then,  the  next  moment  winding 
her  arms  about  Zoe's  neck,  she  murmured,  No,  my  dear 
friend.  Think  me  not  ungrateful,  think  not  that  I  fail  to 
appreciate  your  generous  kindness,  but  it  will  be  better  for 
me  to  be  alone  with  my  own  thoughts,  to  commune  with 
myself,  and  to  study  well  the  pathway  which  I  have  hence- 
forth to  pursue." 

"  I  beseech  you,  Clarine,"  persisted  Zoe,  "  to  grant  me  my 
request.  The  night  is  gloomy,  the  weather  has  changed  since 
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the  morning,  the  wind  is  moaning  around  and  through  the  old 
chateau,  and  when  the  mind  is  attenuated  by  sorrowful 
thoughts  —  " 

"  Oh,  I  have  no  superstitious  terrors! "  ejaculated 
Clarine,  quickly.  "  A  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  friend,  for 
your  kindness  —  a  thousand  thanks,  but  I  will  pass  the 
night  alone.  And  perhaps  to-morrow  —  to-morrow,"  she 
repeated,  with  a  singularly  anguished  and  abstracted  look, 
"  I  shall  be  more  resigned  —  I  shall  be  all  the  better  pre- 
pared to  meet  my  sad,  sad  destiny." 

For  an  instant  it  struck  Zoe  that  there  was  something 
peculiar,  something  unnatural  or  at  all  events  incompre- 
hensibly mysterious  in  Clarine's  look  and  manner,  as  well  as 
in  her  tone,  but  when  Mademoiselle  Volney  had  embraced  her 
and  hurried  forth  from  the  apartment,  Lady  Octavian  thought 
within  herself,  "It  is  the  bitterness  of  her  affliction  which 
renders  her  thus  strange.  Alas!  grief  does  indeed  at  times 
produce  eccentric  aberrations  of  reason,  and,  poor  Clarine! 
she  has  not  the  same  fortitude  as  myself  in  yielding  to  that 
which  she  so  piteously  described  as  a  sad,  sad  destiny." 

On  quitting  Zoe,  Clarine  proceeded  as  usual  to  Monsieur 
Volney's  study,  to  imprint  the  wonted  kiss  upon  his  brow 
and  receive  that  nightly  benediction  which  he  never  failed 
to  give.  Oh,  how  tumultuously  did  poor  Clarine's  heart 
beat  as  she  approached  that  study-door;  with  what  a  sense 
of  anguish  did  she  stop  to  press  her  hands  against  her  heaving 
bosom,  as  if  she  could  thereby  silence  the  palpitations  of 
that  heart  of  hers;  and  how  painfully  for  a  few  instants  did 
she  find  herself  compelled  to  lean  against  the  wall  for  support. 
But  it  sometimes  happens  that  at  the  very  crisis  of  the  most 
torturing  ordeal  a  preternatural  fortitude  suddenly  seizes 
upon  those  who  are  to  go  through  it,  nerving  them  with  the 
requisite  amount  of  courage.  And  thus  was  it  now  with 
Clarine.  She  regained  a  degree  of  outward  composure  which 
astonished  herself,  and  the  next  instant  she  stood  in  her 
father's  presence. 

"  Sit  down,  Clarine,"  said  Monsieur  Volney.  "  I  would 
speak  to  you  a  few  words." 

Fortunate  for  her  was  it  that  his  countenance  was  half- 
averted,  and  that  he  completely  shaded  his  eyes  with  his 
hand  as  he  thus  spoke,  for  if  he  had  only  happened  to  glance 
toward  her  at  the  instant,  he  would  have  seen  that  all  her 
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composure  suddenly  vanished,  and  that  she  sank  upon  the 
seat  as  if  overcome  by  a  mortal  terror. 

"  Clarine,"  continued  Monsieur  Volney,  I  have  long 
wished  to  speak  to  you  on  a  particular  subject,  and  the  few 
words  which  passed  between  us  yesterday  more  than  ever 
impressed  me  with  the  necessity  of  so  doing.  You  see  that  I 
am  awakening  to  a  sense  of  your  lonely  position,  shut  out  as 
you  are  from  that  society  in  which  at  your  age  it  is  natural 
you  should  desire  to  mix,  and  indeed  in  which  you  ought  to 
mix.  Yes,  my  poor  child!  I  will  henceforth  endeavour  to 
consider  you  more  and  myself  less  than  I  have  hitherto  done. 
You  will  not  always  have  Lady  Octavian  Meredith  with  you  ; 
I  dare  say  that  she  will  soon  become  wearied  of  this  mo- 
notonous mode  of  life  —  " 

"  On  the  contrary,  my  dear  father,"  Clarine  ventured 
softly  to  observe,  "  Lady  Octavian  loves  this  seclusion  where 
she  has  found  a  home.   As  for  myself  —  " 

"  I  know  that  you  are  a  good  and  obedient  girl,"  inter- 
rupted Monsieur  Volney,  somewhat  hastily,  "  and  it  is  that 
which  —  " 

But  he  suddenly  stopped  short,  —  his  countenance  still 
averted,  his  eyes  still  shaded  by  his  hand.  A  deep  but  in- 
audible sigh  slowly  convulsed  Clarine's  bosom,  for  she 
comprehended  only  too  well  how  her  father  would  have 
finished  his  sentence  if  he  had  not  caught  back  the  words 
which  had  involuntarily  risen  to  his  lips.  He  would  have 
said,  It  is  this  that  makes  me  show  you  whatsoever  love 
and  kindness  you  have  ever  known  on  my  part." 

Yes,  you  are  a  good  and  dutiful  girl,"  continued  Monsieur 
Volney,  after  a  pause,  and  still  he  seemed  as  if  he  dared  not 
turn  his  eyes  toward  Clarine.  "  And  now  listen  to  me  at- 
tentively: listen  also  with  that  complying  and  obedient 
spirit  which  you  have  ever  manifested  toward  me.  I  said 
yesterday  that  we  are  all  mortal,  —  that  I  am  advanced  in 
years,  and  that  in  the  ordinary  course  of  nature  my  time 
must  soon  come.  And  then,  too,  there  are  accidents  and 
casualities,  and  it  may  likewise  be,  Clarine,"  he  continued, 
speaking  in  disjointed  sentences,  as  if  he  were  really  much 
moved  inwardly,  though  his  voice  was  cold,  —  "  and  then 
too,  Clarine,  it  may  enter  into  my  plans  to  send  you  where 
you  may  mingle  in  that  society  where  you  ought  to  move  —  " 
But  my  dear  father  —  " 
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"  Do  not  interrupt  me/'  he  said,  waving  his  hand  some- 
what impatiently,  and  then  replacing  that  same  hand  before 
his  eyes  to  shade  them  again,  but  listen  in  silence.  The 
injunction  I  am  about  to  give  you  is  one  vitally  necessary, 
and  yet  I  cannot  explain  the  reasons,  nor  must  you  ever  seek 
to  know  them.  It  is  true  that  accident  may  some  day  waft 
them  to  your  ear,  and  if  so  —  But  no  matter.  Listen  to  my 
injunction.  You  cannot  always  remain  a  prisoner  in  this  old 
chateau,  Clarine;  sooner  or  later  you  will  go  into  the  great 
world,  and  there  you  will  mingle  amidst  the  busy  throng. 
Let  me  hope,  too,  that  your  hand  will  be  sought  in  marriage 
by  some  eligible  suitor,  for  I  have  already  told  you,  Clarine, 
that  you  will  be  rich  at  my  death.  Weep  not  —  weep  not, 
my  poor  girl." 

Thus  speaking.  Monsieur  Volney  rose  suddenly  from  his 
chair,  and  pressing  his  lips  to  Clarine' s  forehead,  he  smoothed 
down  her  hair  for  a  few  moments  with  his  hand.  He 
then  resumed  his  seat,  shading  his  countenance  as  be- 
fore. 

"  Let  me  hasten,"  he  said,  "  to  conclude  this  scene,  and  to 
specify  the  injunction  toward  which  I  am  so  long  in  coming. 
It  is  this,  Clarine:  that  there  is  one  person  in  the  world  whom 
you  must  never  suffer  to  approach  you,  —  one  person  with 
whom  no  friendly  words  must  ever  be  exchanged  by  your 
lips,  and  if  you  felt  that  your  heart  could  possibly  love  this 
one  to  whom  I  allude  pluck  that  heart  out  of  you,  kill  your- 
self sooner  —  " 

A  cry  thrilled  from  Clarine's  lips;  Monsieur  Volney  started 
up  from  his  seat,  and  the  afflicted  young  lady  exclaimed, 
"O  father,  father!  " 

"  Pardon  me,  Clarine.  I  have  been  too  abrupt,  too  ve- 
hement likewise.  I  have  made  use  of  language  which  is  in- 
deed but  too  well  calculated  to  startle  and  horrify  you,  in- 
comprehensible at  it  must  be." 

Again  Monsieur  Volney  passed  his  hand  caressingly  over 
her  hair,  and  in  a  tremulous  voice  he  said,  "  Courage,  Clarine, 
courage  for  only  a  few  moments.  Bear  with  me  —  have 
patience.  This  is  a  scene  which  is  necessary  now,  but  which 
need  never  be  renewed." 

Again  did  he  return  to  his  seat,  and  again  did  he  shade  his 
countenance  with  his  hand. 

"It  is  possible,  Clarine,"  he  continued,  "  that  sooner  or 
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later  in  the  great  world  you  may  meet  an  individual  bearing 
the  name  of  the  Viscount  Delorme." 

Clarine  gasped  with  anguish,  but  no  audible  sound  came 
from  her  lips,  —  yet  her  face  was  of  a  death-Hke  pallor. 

"  It  is  this  man,"  continued  Monsieur  Volney,  perfectly 
unconscious  that  Clarine  had  exhibited  any  fresh  paroxysm 
of  emotion,  —  "  it  is  this  man  whom  you  must  avoid  as  if  he 
were  a  mortal  enemy.  If  I  be  living  when  you  should  thus 
happen  to  meet  him,  —  supposing  you  ever  do  meet,  — 
recollect  that  it  would  fill  my  cup  with  misery  to  overflowing 
if  you  were  to  disobey  me,  and  if  I  be  dead,  say  to  yourself 
that  even  from  the  tomb  itself  the  spirit  voice  of  him  who 
had  cherished  you  proclaims  the  existence  of  an  eternal  gulf 
between  yourself  and  that  same  Viscount  Delorme." 

Having  thus  spoken,  Monsieur  Volney  remained  for  more 
than  a  minute  with  his  looks  averted  and  his  hand  shading 
his  countenance.  This  gave  Clarine  leisure  to  compose  her 
own  agonized  feelings  somewhat,  and  it  was  once  more  with 
a  preternatural  fortitude,  astonishing  even  herself,  that  she 
became  armed. 

And  now  good  night,  Clarine,  —  good  night,  my  dear 
girl,'*  said  Monsieur  Volney,  at  length  rising  from  his  seat  and 
once  more  imprinting  a  kiss  upon  the  young  lady's  forehead. 

"  Good  night,  dearest  father,"  she  murmured,  and  the  next 
moment  the  door  closed  behind  her. 

She  sped  up  to  her  own  chamber,  she  threw  herself  upon  her 
knees,  she  buried  her  countenance  in  the  bedding;  she  wept 
and  sobbed  convulsively.  She  called  upon  God  to  strengthen 
her;  she  gave  vent  to  low  but  passionately  uttered  words  of 
agony.  It  was  sad,  —  it  was  sad  indeed,  —  to  think  that  one 
of  her  age,  in  the  bloom  of  incipient  womanhood,  when  the 
world  ought  to  be  stretching  like  a  lovely  garden  full  of 
flowers  before  her  vision,  —  oh,  it  was  sad  that  she  should  ex- 
perience such  utter  desolation  of  the  heart.  And  yet  it  was 
so.    Alas,  poor  Clarine ! 

But  we  must  now  return  to  Lady  Octavian  Meredith. 
Little  suspecting  what  was  passing  between  Clarine  and  her 
father,  Zoe  had  retired  to  her  own  chamber.  She  felt  not  the 
slightest  inclination  to  retire  to  rest,  and  she  dismissed  her 
maid  for  the  night  without  beginning  to  disapparel  her- 
self. She  sat  down  to  reflect  on  all  she  had  heard  that 
day;  she  was  mournful  on  her  friend  Clarine's  account,  and 
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the  thought  of  the  sorrows  of  another  sharpened  instead  of 
mitigated  the  recollection  of  her  own.  The  wind  was  moan- 
ing dismally  without,  and  these  sounds  were  by  no  means 
calculated  to  cheer  Lady  Octavian's  spirits.  She  remem- 
bered the  circumstances  which  for  two  consecutive  nights 
had  alarmed  her  when  crossing  the  passage,  and  she  could 
not  possibly  repress  the  cold  shudder  of  a  superstitious  awe. 

Nearly  half  an  hour  had  elapsed  since  Zoe  sought  her 
chamber,  and  she  was  still  seated  at  her  toilet-table  without 
commencing  the  slightest  preparation  for  retiring  to  rest. 
She  was  falling  into  a  deeper  and  deeper  reverie,  in  which  all 
that  concerned  herself,  all  that  concerned  Clarine,  as  well  as 
the  legend  attached  to  the  chateau,  were  blended,  yet  in  no 
confused  and  incomprehensible  jumble.  Presently  the  idea 
gradually  began  to  steal  into  Lady  Octavian's  mind  that 
strange  sounds  were  being  wafted  to  her  ear,  —  sounds  that 
were  distinct  from  the  dull,  dismal  moaning  of  the  wind,  — 
sounds  which  no  current  of  air  in  its  gush  through  the  pas- 
sage could  possibly  create.  A  feeling  of  terror  crept  over 
Lady  Octavian;  she  listened  with  suspended  breath.  The 
sounds  were  like  the  continuous  moaning  of  a  human  voice, 
—  now  swelling  into  a  louder  strain  of  agony,  then  sinking 
into  the'lowest  and  most  plaintive  wail.  What  could  it  be? 
She  thought  of  Clarine.  But  no  —  impossible.  The  two 
chambers  were  separated  by  the  old  chapel,  or  oratory,  and 
no  notes  of  sorrow  sounding  in  Clarine's  room  could  be'heard 
by  Zoe  in  her  own.  Then,  what  was  it?  She  was  now  so 
excited  by  alarm  that  her  feelings  grew  almost  desperate; 
she  could  not  endure  this  horrible  state  of  suspense. 

Starting  up  from  her  seat,  Zoe  seized  the  taper  and  was 
about  to  open  the  door  in  the  hasty  violence  of  her  excited 
feelings,  when  she  suddenly  recollected  that  it  would  not 
be  so  well  to  alarm  others  who  were  in  the  house.  She  was 
naturally  courageous,  and  therefore  considerate.  She  opened 
the  door  with  the  utmost  gentleness,  and  looked  forth  into 
the  passage.  It  was  natural  that  her  glances  should  be 
trembHngly  and  shudderingly  cast  in  that  direction  where 
she  had  twice  seen,  or  at  least  fancied  she  had  seen  the  figure 
that  had  so  much  alarmed  her,  but  now  she  beheld  nothing. 
She  advanced,  treading  noiselessly,  and  stopping  at  every 
instant  to  listen.  She  could  now  distinguish  more  distinctly 
than  at  first  those  sounds  which  had  brought  her  forth  from 
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her  chamber.  Moaning  and  plaintive  were  they,  —  now 
continuous  and  prolonged,  then  dying  away,  then  gradually 
rising  again,  or  else  suddenly  springing  up  from  silence.  The 
idea  that  it  was  a  human  voice  grew  fainter  and  fainter  in  the 
mind  of  Lady  Octavian  Meredith,  but  still  she  was  utterly 
at  a  loss  to  comprehend  what  the  source  or  cause  of  these 
sounds  might  be. 

She  had  halted  just  in  front  of  the  folding-doors  belonging 
to  the  oratorio,  or  small  chapel,  intervening  betwixt  her  own 
chamber  and  Clarinets,  and  she  was  convinced  that  the 
strange  unaccountable  sounds  came  from  within  that  chapel. 
She  mechanically  placed  her  hand  upon  the  old-fashioned, 
rusted  latch  of  those  doors;  it  yielded  to  her  touch,  and  one 
of  the  leaves  of  the  tall  portals  opened  slightly.  The  gust 
of  wind  which  issued  forth  nearly  extinguished  Zoe's  taper, 
but  fortunately  she  just  shaded  the  light  in  time  to  save  it. 
She  pushed  the  door  farther  open;  the  sounds  had  now 
altogether  ceased,  but  expecting  that  they  would  revive 
again,  she  was  impelled  by  curiosity  to  enter  the  chapel. 
She  found  herself  first  of  all  in  a  little  vestibule,  in  front  of 
which  hung  a  heavy  curtain,  whose  material  had  once  been 
a  rich  velvet,  but  the  entire  drapery  was  now  so  faded,  so 
torn,  and  so  tattered,  that  it  was  a  mere  worthless  rag.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  hand  of  a  child  might  tear  it  down,  so  flimsy 
was  it.  It  waved  slowly  to  and  for  with  the  wind  which 
swept  through  the  chapel,  and  now  once  more  did  those 
strange  sounds  reach  the  ear  of  Lady  Octavian  Meredith. 
It  was  evident  that  the  wind  wafted  them,  but  still  she  was 
at  a  loss  to  conceive  their  source. 

It  was  with  a  feeling  bordering  upon  superstitious  awe 
that  Zoe  stretched  forth  her  hand  to  put  aside  the  curtain 
in  order  to  enter  the  oratory.  A  scream  was  well-nigh 
bursting  from  her  lips  when  she  beheld  what  appeared  to  be 
a  couple  of  tall,  dark  figures  standing  just  within,  but  a 
second  glance  showed  her  that  they  were  two  suits  of  armour 
standing  upright,  —  one  sustaining  a  lance  in  a  perpendicular 
position,  and  both  having  a  lifeUke  appearance.  These 
panoplies  were  in  every  respect  perfect.  The  vizors  of  the 
helmets  were  closed,  so  that  it  was  easy  to  fancy  the  human 
wearers  were  within  those  rusted  steel  suits.  The  helmets, 
too,  were  surmounted  with  plumes,  and  there  was  something 
ominous  and  awe-inspiring  in  the  motionless  attitude  of 
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those  panoplies.  Indeed,  for  an  instant  Zoe  could  scarcely 
divest  herself  of  the  idea  that  they  would  either  advance 
toward  her,  or  that  a  voice  would  emanate  from  behind 
the  barred  aventayles  of  the  helmets. 

Speedily  recovering  her  self-possession,  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith  approached  the  suits  of  armour,  and  inspected  them. 
She  endeavoured  to  Hft  one  of  the  closed  vizors,  but  it  re- 
sisted the  force  of  her  delicate  hand,  —  doubtless  because  the 
nails  forming  the  rivets  on  which  it  moved  were  completely 
rusted  in  their  settings.  Turning  away  from  these  panoplies, 
Zoe  advanced  farther  into  the  chapel.  It  bore  all  the  evi- 
dences of  neglect:  the  walls  were  covered  with  damp,  the 
tall,  slender,  sculptured  shafts  which  sustained  the  pointed 
roof  were  green  with  mildew.  Some  of  the  windows  were 
totally  deficient  in  glass,  and  the  wind  swept  through  them. 
At  the  farther  extremity  was  an  organ,  placed  in  a  gallery, 
but  the  yellow  reedlike  arrangement  of  the  frontage  was  so 
dingy  with  collected  dust,  and  perhaps  with  damp  likewise, 
that  the  original  vividness  of  its  colouring  could  no  longer  be 
discerned.  A  dilapidated  staircase  led  up  toward  the  gal- 
lery, but  the  balustrade  of  bronze,  elaborately  worked  with 
beautiful  devices,  remained  perfect,  though  utterly  dimmed 
and  disfigured  by  the  encrusted  rust.  There  were  several 
large  pictures  suspended  to  the  walls;  the  frames  were 
ruined,  the  canvass  was  torn,  or  else  had  given  way  with 
the  effects  of  time  and  neglect,  and  the  subjects  of  the  paint- 
ings were  unrecognizable. 

While  gazing  about  her,  and  holding  up  the  light  in  the 
manner  that  would  best  aid  her  in  this  survey,  Zoe  perceived 
that  a  portion  of  the  floor  of  the  gallery  had  given  way,  and  she 
could  thus  look  up  into  a  part  of  the  interior  of  the  organ. 
While  thus  gazing  in  that  direction,  Zoe  heard  the  wind 
come  rushing  in  through  the  broken  windows  with  renewed 
force,  and  as  it  swept  gustily  into  the  chapel,  those  strange 
sounds  were  more  audibly  renewed  than  before.  An  idea 
struck  Zoe;  a  hght  flashed  in  unto  her  mind;  she  compre- 
hended those  sounds  in  an  instant.  They  were  caused  by 
the  wind  rushing  up  through  the  dilapidated  floor  of  the 
gallery,  and  passing  through  the  pipes  of  the  organ.  Ac- 
cording to  the  gusty  variations  of  the  wind,  so  were  the  sounds 
produced,  —  solemnly  swelling  or  plaintively  wailing,  and 
thus  the  mystery  was  explained. 
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Zoe  could  now  afford  to  smile  at  the  apprehension  which 
had  brought  her  forth  from  her  chamber,  and  she  said  to 
herself,  "  Doubtless  my  fancy  in  respect  to  the  figure  which 
I  have  twice  seen  in  the  gallery  would  be  explained  with 
equal  ease  if  accident  or  research  were  only  to  place  me  on 
the  right  track.  The  causes  of  these  superstitious  fears 
prove  to  be  nothing  more  than  mere  natural  ones  when 
their  mystery  is  fathomed,  in  the  same  way  that  a  ghost, 
with  its  white,  extended  arms,  seen  by  the  roadside  of  a 
dark  night,  turns  out  when  approached  to  be  merely  a  sign- 
post.'' 

Lady  Octavian  Meredith  began  to  retrace  her  way  through 
the  chapel,  and  once  more  did  she  find  herself  in  the  vicinage 
of  the  two  suits  of  armour.  She  now  passed  them  without 
the  sHghtest  dread,  and  she  was  about  to  draw  back  the 
curtain,  when  she  was  startled  by  a  sound  as  of  a  door 
opening  close  by.  She  looked  back,  and  she  beheld  a  figure 
muffled  in  a  cloak,  and  wearing  what  seemed  to  be  a  low, 
slouching  hat.  Again  did  a  scream  well-nigh  part  from  Zoe's 
lips,  and  it  was  a  marvel  that  the  light  did  not  fall  from  her 
hand,  but  a  second  glance  revealed  to  her  the  countenance  of 
Monsieur  Volney.  He  was  standing  in  evident  astonish- 
ment at  beholding  the  Lady  Octavian  there,  and  she,  feeling 
that  her  position  was  an  awkward  one,  resolved  to  be  candid 
at  once. 

"  Monsieur  Volney,"  she  accordingly  said,  "  you  are 
naturally  amazed  to  behold  me  in  this  chapel,  but  I  beseech 
you  to  suffer  me  to  explain." 

"  I  am  certain,"  responded  the  French  gentleman,  with 
that  courtesy  which  he  was  always  accustomed  to  exhibit 
toward  Zoe,  "  that  your  ladyship  can  have  none  but  a 
justifiable  motive  for  being  absent  from  your  chamber  at 
this  hour." 

Zoe  at  once  proceeded  to  explain  how  her  ear  had  caught  a 
succession  of  sounds  which  had  at  first  alarmed  her,  and 
how,  being  worked  up  to  an  intolerable  degree  of  excite- 
ment, she  had  issued  from  her  room  in  the  hope  of  ascertain- 
ing the  source  of  that  which  had  filled  her  with  apprehen- 
sion. She  went  on  to  observe  that  she  was  unwilling  to 
disturb  any  one,  and  that,  in  all  probability,  if  she  had 
failed  to  discover  the  cause  of  those  sounds,  she  should  have 
kept  the  secret  to  herself. 
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"  Because/'  she  added,  "  nothing  makes  a  person  appear 
more  ridiculous  than  the  confession  of  ha\nng  given  way  to 
superstitious  terror. ' ' 

She  then  proceeded  to  explain  how  she  had  discovered 
that  the  pipes  of  the  organ  were  the  sources  of  the  sounds 
which  had  alarmed  her. 

^'  I  agree  with  your  ladyship,"  said  Monsieur  Volney,  who 
had  Ustened  with  deep  attention  to  Zoe's  narrative,  "  that 
it  is  always  better  in  such  cases  to  proceed  to  an  investi- 
gation at  once.  But  tell  me  frankly.  Lady  Octavian  Mere- 
dith," he  continued,  fixing  his  regards  scrutinizingly  upon 
her,  "  is  this  the  only  source  of  alarm  which  you  have  ex- 
perienced since  you  have  been  in  the  chateau?  " 

Zoe  blushed,  and  for  an  instant  looked  confused,  but  the 
next  moment  recovering  her  self-possession,  she  said,  "  I 
will  answer  you  frankly.  Monsieur  Volney,  and  if  I  had  in- 
tended to  suppress  certain  circumstances  which  I  am  now 
about  to  reveal,  it  was  only  because  I  dreaded  to  appear 
ridiculous  in  your  eyes." 

Speak,  Lady  Octa\ian,"  said  the  French  gentleman, 
still  regarding  her  with  a  \isible  interest,  and  with  a  strong, 
even  painful,  curiosity. 

Zoe  proceeded  to  explain  how  she  had  twice  seen  a  figure 
gUding  rapidly  and  noiselessly  along  at  the  extremity  of  the 
passage,  and  at  about  the  same  hour  on  the  two  consecutive 
evenings. 

Is  your  ladyship  sure,"  inquired  Monsieur  Volney,  that 
these  were  not  the  phantoms  of  mere  imagination,  influenced 
by  the  knowledge  of  the  legend  attached  to  the  chateau?  " 

It  is  possible  that  the  second  occurrence  might  thus  have 
been  the  result  of  fancy,"  answered  Zoe,  "  although  in  my  own 
mind  I  can  scarcely  arrive  at  such  a  conviction.  But  that 
in  the  first  instance  it  was  quite  otherwise,  I  can  positively 
afiirm,  inasmuch  as  it  was  not  until  the  following  morning  I 
became  acquainted  with  the  legend,  when  one  of  my  maids 
was  accidentally  led  to  narrate  it." 

"  I  positively  charged  my  daughter  as  well  as  the  ser- 
vants," said  Monsieur  Volney,  "  not  to  make  that  legend  the 
subject  of  their  idle  gossip  in  respect  to  either  your  lady- 
ship or  your  own  domestics,  for  though  I  had  too  high  an 
opinion  of  your  intellect.  Lady  Octa\dan,  to  imagine  for  a 
moment  that  such  a  tale  would  at  all  disturb  your  equa- 
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nimity,  yet  I  was  less  certain  in  respect  to  your  maids.  For 
the  minds  of  those  who  are  only  partially  educated  are  more 
susceptible  of  the  influence  of  superstitious  terrors  —  " 

"  I  will  candidly  inform  you,  Monsieur  Volney,"  said  Zoe, 
"  that  it  was  the  gardener  who  acquainted  my  maids  with 
that  legend,  but  I  beseech  you  not  to  visit  him  with  your 
displeasure." 

"  And  you  saw  that  form  while  as  yet  ignorant  of  the 
legend?  "  said  Monsieur  Volney,  in  a  musing  tone,  and 
with  a  strange  darkness  of  the  looks.  "  Then  I  myself  could 
not  possibly  have  been  deceived." 

"  What  mean  you?  "  inquired  Zoe,  quickly,  as  well  as 
anxiously. 

"  What  appearance  had  the  figure?  "  asked  Monsieur 
Volney,  without  heeding  Lady  Octavian's  question. 

"  I  saw  it  but  dimly,"  rejoined  her  ladyship,  "  and  what- 
ever it  might  have  been  —  I  mean  if  it  were  some  real,  living 
intruder  —  I  could  not  conscientiously  declare  upon  my 
oath  in  a  court  of  justice  that  the  description,  as  it  was 
faintly  impressed  upon  my  mind,  is  the  accurate  one.  But 
it  certainly  seemed  to  me  to  be  the  form  of  a  tall  man,  of 
slender  figure,  —  young  too,  I  should  think,  —  and  ap- 
parelled in  dark  garments.  My  ear  caught  not  the  slightest 
sound  of  a  footfall  on  either  occasion,  and  thus,  when  after 
the  first  occurrence  I  heard  that  legend  which  represents 
how  the  unfortunate  Lenoir  is  supposed  to  glide  with  his 
shoeless  feet  through  the  passages  of  this  chateau,  I  was  cer- 
tainly struck  with  a  strange  feeling." 

"  Yes,  strange,  most  strange,"  muttered  Monsieur  Volney, 
and  then  he  looked  deeply  perplexed. 

"  And  you  yourself,"  said  Zoe,  again  in  anxious  inquiry, 
"  have  some  reason  —  " 

"  Your  ladyship  has  been  candid  with  me,"  interrupted  the 
French  gentleman,  "  I  will  be  equally  candid  with  you. 
Listen,  Lady  Octavian.  Never  until  this  night  was  I  in  the 
faintest  degree  affected  by  that  legend.  Indeed,  I  have  very 
rarely  thought  of  it  since  the  first  day  —  some  five  years 
back  —  that  it  was  communicated  to  me.  But  to-night  it  is 
different.  I  was  ascending  from  my  study  to  my  own  chamber, 
when  methought  that  at  the  end  of  a  passage  I  beheld  a 
form  —  just  as  you  have  described  it  —  and  in  exact  corre- 
spondence with  the  superstitious  details  of  the  legend.  Not 
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however  that  I  perceived  the  countenance  of  that  form;  it 
was  merely  the  figure  itself,  and  it  was  gliding  along  noiselessly 
as  if  with  shoeless  feet,  as  you  yourself  have  just  explained 
it.  I  was  staggered;  methought  it  was  an  hallucination. 
I  passed  my  hand  across  my  eyes,  and  when  I  looked 
again,  the  figure  was  gone.  I  proceeded  to  my  chamber,  en- 
deavouring to  persuade  myself  that  it  was  mere  fancy  on  my 
part,  but  the  idea  haunted  me.  I  repaired  to  the  gardener's 
room,  to  assure  myself  that  it  could  not  have  been  that 
man  thus  roaming  stealthily  about ;  I  entered,  he  was  sleep- 
ing soundly,  I  retired  without  awakening  him.  Then  it 
occurred  to  me  that  some  evil-intentioned  individual  might 
have  got  into  the  chateau.  The  night  being  windy  and  un- 
usually bleak  for  the  season  of  the  year,  I  enveloped  myself 
in  my  cloak,  secured  a  brace  of  pistols  about  my  person,  and 
prepared  to  issue  forth  to  make  the  round  of  the  premises. 
As  you  are  perhaps  aware,  there  is  a  staircase  at  each  ex- 
tremity of  the  gallery,  and  doors  are  at  the  bottom  of  those 
staircases.  I  descended  the  stairs  of  that  extremity  where  I 
had  seen  the  form;  the  door  at  the  bottom  was  locked,  as 
usual,  but  a  general  pass-key  which  I  have  about  me  at  once 
opened  it.  I  went  forth;  I  made  the  circuit  of  the  building; 
I  could  distinguish  no  signs  of  any  burglarious  entry.  I  re- 
turned by  a  private  staircase  opening  into  this  chapel,  and 
the  door  of  which  is  just  behind  that  farther  suit  of  armour. 
You  may  conceive  my  astonishment  on  beholding  your  lady- 
ship here.'' 

Zoe  had  Hstened  with  the  deepest  attention  to  his  narra- 
tive, —  a  narrative  which  appeared  most  materially  to  con- 
firm her  own  belief  that  what  she  had  seen  was  very  far  from 
being  a  delusion.  There  was  a  silence  of  some  minutes,  dur- 
ing which  both  herself  and  Monsieur  Volney  were  buried  in 
profound  thought,  but  it  was  at  length  broken  by  that  gentle- 
man, who  said,  "It  is  impossible.  Lady  Octavian,  we  can 
blind  ourselves  to  the  fact  that  we  have  indeed  seen  some- 
thing. But  it  were  useless  to  inspire  others  beneath  this 
roof  with  any  apprehensions.  Such  I  have  already  ascer- 
tained to  be  your  ladyship's  own  considerate  idea,  and  there- 
fore I  need  not  suggest  that  we  keep  silent  on  these  points." 

Zoe  readily  gave  Monsieur  Volney  an  assurance  to  a  similar 
effect,  and  they  separated.  But  when  Lady  Octavian  once 
more  found  herself  alone  in  her  own  chamber,  she  expe- 
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rienced  a  renewal  of  a  superstitious  terror,  which  despite  all 
her  efforts  she  could  not  cast  off.  At  length,  ashamed  of 
herself,  she  retired  to  rest,  but  when  sleep  stole  upon  her 
eyes,  her  dreams  were  haunted  by  the  stealthily  gliding 
form  of  the  murdered  Lenoir,  by  hideous  shapes,  uncouth 
and  terrible,  by  suits  of  armour  marching  majestically  before 
her  mental  vision,  their  plumes  waving  ominously  above 
their  helmets.  And  then,  too,  it  appeared  to  her  that  the 
organ  in  the  chapel  was  pouring  forth  its  full  tide  of  lugu- 
brious and  mournful  harmony,  swelling  at  length  into  a 
terrific  volume  of  sound,  which  rolled  its  awful  diapason 
through  the  entire  building.  When  Zoe  awoke,  the 
light  of  the  refulgent  sun  was  streaming  in  at  the  windows; 
the  wind  had  completely  gone  down ;  the  heavens  were  clear 
and  beautiful,  and  the  cHmate  of  that  Pyrenean  region  was  as 
serene,  as  warm,  and  as  genial  as  Zoe  had  at  first  known  it. 


CHAPTER  VI 


THE  PRECIPICE 

When  Lady  Octavian  Meredith  met  Monsieur  Volney  and 
Clarine  at  the  breakfast-table,  she  perceived  that  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  former  was  more  pale,  more  haggard,  and 
more  care-worn  than  she  had  as  yet  seen  it,  and  that  Clarine's 
cheeks  had  likewise  lost  their  colour.  She  herself  was  pallid 
and  much  indisposed,  through  having  passed  so  troubled  a 
night;  there  was  little  conversation,  and  no  one  asked  the 
cause  why  the  others  were  dull.  Doubtless  Monsieur  Volney 
fancied  that  the  conversation  which  he  had  with  his  daughter 
in  his  study  on  the  preceding  evening  had  affected  her  spirits, 
but  Zoe  attributed  her  friend's  mournfulness  to  her  knowl- 
edge of  all  those  mysteries  which  so  intimately  regarded  her 
sire. 

Immediately  after  breakfast,  Monsieur  Volney  quitted 
the  room,  and  the  ladies  were  left  to  themselves.  Zoe  at 
once  proposed  that  they  should  go  forth  to  walk,  for  she 
fancied  that  the  fresh  air  and  the  cheerful  aspect  of  nature 
would  have  a  healthful  influence  over  herself,  and  would  tend 
to  improve  the  spirits  of  her  friend  Clarine.  Mademoiselle 
Volney  at  once  assented,  and  they  went  forth  together. 

"  Wherefore,  my  dear  friend,"  asked  Lady  Octavian,  do 
you  not  endeavour  to  surmount  this  melancholy  which  has 
taken  possession  of  you?  Believe  me,  dear  Clarine,  your 
father  cannot  fail  shortly  to  perceive  —  " 

"  Zoe,"  interrupted  Mademoiselle  Volney,  suddenly,  and 
speaking  as  if  with  a  strange,  wild  gust  of  feeling,  "  you 
know  —  you  know  not  how  wretchedly  unhappy  I 
am! " 

"  I  know  it,  my  sweet  friend,"  responded  Lady  Octavian, 
in  a  deeply  compassionating  tone,    and  I  need  not  assure 

68 


THE  PRECIPICE 


59 


you  that  you  possess  my  warmest  sympathy.  But  for  your 
own  sake,  and  that  of  your  father  —  " 

"  Oh,  Zoe,"  interrupted  Clarine  with  passionate  vehem- 
ence, "  you  do  not  imderstand  me.   If  you  only  knew  all." 

"  Heavens!  my  dear  friend,"  said  Lady  Octavian,  is 
there  anything  that  you  have  concealed  from  me?  Yes  — 
yes  —  I  perceive  it.  There  is  something  more  than  what 
I  already  know,  and  that  is  making  you  thus  miserable. 
Clarine,"  continued  Lady  Octavian,  very  seriously,  if 
there  be  aught  in  which  you  require  the  counsel  of  a  friend, 
I  beseech  you  to  make  me  your  confidante." 

"  Yes,  I  will  —  I  ought,"  said  Clarine,  now  sobbing  vio- 
lently, and  for  a  few  moments  wringing  her  hands  as  if  with 
frantic  grief.  "  You  know  not  half  my  wretchedness. 
All  that  you  do  know  is  surely  enough  to  account  for  a  world 
of  misery,  but  my  heart  holds  enough  to  fill  the  entire  uni- 
verse." 

"  Good  heavens!  what  words  are  these  to  come  from  your 
lips,  Clarine?  "  said  Zoe.  "  You  frighten  —  you  terrify  me. 
I  beseech  you  to  reheve  me  from  this  cruel  suspense,  for 
believe  me,  oh,  believe  me,  Clarine,  the  friendship  I  entertain 
for  you  is  as  great  as  if  we  had  known  each  other  for  years 
instead  of  weeks." 

Mademoiselle  Volney  had  all  of  a  sudden  grown  calm; 
she  bent  a  look  of  ineffable  gratitude  upon  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith;  then  she  took  her  hand,  and  pressed  it  to  her 
bosom.  They  walked  on  for  some  minutes  in  silence,  — 
Clarine  buried  in  profound  reflection,  Lady  Octavian  burning 
to  become  acquainted  with  her  beloved  friend's  source  of 
anguish,  yet  not  daring  to  put  another  question  on  the  sub- 
ject. They  had  walked  in  a  direction  which,  when  together, 
they  had  never  happened  to  take  before;  it  was  on  one  of 
those  slopes  which  gradually  ascend  into  the  mountainous 
outskirts  of  the  Pyrenees,  and  all  of  a  sudden  they  came  upon 
the  brink  of  a  deep,  yawning  chasm. 

It  was  here! "  shrieked  forth  Clarine,  as  abruptly  catching 
her  friend  Zoe  by  the  arm,  she  held  her  back. 

Lady  Octavian  Meredith  was  far  more  startled  with  Cla- 
rinets tone  and  manner  than  even  by  the  fact  of  finding  herself 
on  the  verge  of  that  abyss,  because  there  was  a  low  paling 
fencing  it,  and  therefore  nothing  too  dangerous  to  prevent 
the  instantaneous  recovery  of  her  presence  of  mind. 
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"  What  do  you  mean,  my  dear  friend? "  she  asked; 
"  what  do  you  mean  by  saying  that  it  was  here?  " 

Clarine  spoke  not  a  word,  but  led  the  way  toward  a  little 
knot  of  trees  higher  up  the  slope,  and  at  about  a  distance  of 
two  hundred  yards  from  the  ravine  on  the  escarped  side  of 
which  they  had  so  suddenly  halted.  Beneath  the  shade  of 
those  trees  the  ladies  sat  down,  and  Clarine,  looking  toward 
the  chasm,  heaved  a  profound  sigh  and  murmured,  It  was 
there." 

Zoe  said  nothing,  but  looked  anxiously  in  Mademoiselle 
Volney 's  face,  at  the  same  time  pressing  her  hand  to  assure  her 
in  advance  of  whatsoever  sympathy  might  properly  be  yielded 
to  the  tale  of  affliction  she  was  about  to  tell.  For  that  it 
was  a  tale  of  woe  which  was  presently  to  issue  from  Mad- 
emoiselle Volney's  lips,  Zoe  could  not  possibly  doubt. 

"  Listen  to  me,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Clarine, "  and  I  will  tell 
you  everything,  —  yes,  I  will  tell  you  everything.  I  will  re- 
lieve this  surcharged  heart  of  mine.  Although  my  life  was 
so  lonely  here,  yet  was  it  happy  enough  for  several  years, 
because  mine  was  then  a  disposition  which  could  readily 
adapt  itself  to  all  circumstances,  and  moreover  it  was  suffi- 
cient for  me  that  my  father  thought  fit  to  settle  our  abiding- 
place  in  this  neighbourhood.  My  music,  my  books,  and  my 
embroidery  or  other  needlework  served  to  wile  away  much  of 
my  time.  It  was  very  rarely  indeed  that  my  father  invited  me 
to  walk  out  with  him,  and  when  I  took  exercise  by  myself, 
I  was  frequently  in  the  habit  of  bringing  with  me  a  book, 
which  I  would  either  read  while  walking  along,  or  else  I 
would  seat  myself  in  some  shade  like  this  to  study  its  pages 
at  my  leisure.  One  day  —  a  few  months  ago  —  my  father 
said  to  me  that  he  feared  I  must  experience  the  monoto- 
nous loneliness  of  the  life  I  was  leading,  and  he  volunteered 
a  promise  to  procure  me  some  eligible  female  companion- 
ship. I  was  rejoiced  at  his  kindness,  but  assured  him  that  I 
was  perfectly  content  to  live  in  the  way  that  best  suited  his 
own  tastes  and  habits.  He  nevertheless  reiterated  his  in- 
tention to  adopt  the  means  of  affording  me  some  little  change 
or  recreation.  After  this  interview  I  reflected  much  on  what 
my  father  had  said,  and  I  was  pleased  at  the  idea.  I  remem- 
ber that  the  very  day  following  —  oh,  how  could  I  ever 
forget  that  day!  Is  not  its  date  indelibly  graven  on  my 
memory?  " 
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Here  Mademoiselle  Volney  paused  for  a  few  minutes, 
during  which  she  reflected  profoundly,  and  then  she  con- 
tinued in  the  following  strain: 

"  It  was  on  the  day  after  that  conversation,  as  I  have  just 
said,  that  I  came  forth  to  take  my  usual  exercise.  I  brought 
a  book  with  me,  and  I  roamed  in  this  direction.  The  book 
that  I  brought  was  one  I  had  purchased  on  the  previous  day 
in  the  village.  It  was  Lamartine's  "  Jocelyn,"  —  a  beautiful 
poem,  characterized  by  the  most  touching  pathos  as  well  as 
interspersed  with  descriptions  of  mountain  scenery  that  at 
times  enchant  and  at  others  overawe  the  soul.  I  became  so 
deeply  interested  in  the  volume  as  I  walked  along  that  I  per- 
ceived not  the  frightful  peril  toward  which  I  was  advancing. 
All  of  a  sudden  —  while  my  eyes  were  riveted  upon  the  book, 
and  I  had  no  thought  for  anything  besides  its  absorbing, 
riveting  interest  —  I  was  startled  by  a  loud  cry  warning  me 
of  danger.  But  it  was  too  late,  or,  rather,  perhaps  the  cry 
itself  accelerated  the  mischief  which  it  strove  to  prevent,  for 
bounding  forwards  with  the  sudden  impression  that  some 
peril  threatened  me  from  behind,  I  fell  over  that  precipice." 

"Good  heavens,  Clarine!"  ejaculated  Lady  Octavian, 
horrified  at  the  bare  idea. 

"  Yes,  it  is  all  too  true,"  continued  Mademoiselle  Volney. 
"  I  had  advanced  toward  a  spot  where  the  railing  was  broken 
away;  it  has  since  been  repaired.  I  fell  over,  but  the  out- 
stretching trunk  of  a  tree  growing  forth  from  the  side  of 
the  chasm  caught  me  about  a  dozen  feet  below  the  edge. 
You  may  conceive  the  wild  terror  that  filled  my  brain  as, 
hanging  over  the  trunk  of  that  tree,  I  looked  down  into  the 
fearful  gulf,  along  the  depth  of  which  a  stream  was  eddying 
and  foaming.  But  succour  was  nigh.  He  whose  well-meant 
warning  had  pealed  upon  my  ear  lowered  himself  down  by 
means  of  the  roots  growing  out  of  the  side  of  the  precipice. 
I  remember  that  as  I  looked  up  and  saw  him  hanging  above 
me,  sustained  only  by  those  frail  and.  uncertain  means  of 
support,  the  dizziness  which  had  before  prevailed  in  my 
brain  amounted  to  a  torturing  frenzy.  I  did  not  immediately 
faint,  but  I  have  lost  the  recollection  of  the  precise  means 
that  were  adopted  by  my  deliverer  to  save  me,  and  himself 
too,  from  our  perilous  position.  I  however  recollect  that 
when  at  length  safe  on  the  firm  land  above,  I  fell  into  a 
swoon.  On  slowly  coming  back  to  consciousness,  I  found  my 
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deliverer  hanging  over  me.  When  I  tell  you,  Zoe,  that  he 
is  the  handsomest  of  men,  —  at  least  in  my  eyes,  —  that 
he  is  gifted  with  a  rare  intelligence,  that  his  manners  are 
fascinating,  that  his  conversation  has  charms  such  as  I  never 
experienced  before  —  " 

"  I  understand  you,  my  sweet  friend,"  murmured  Zoe, 
mournfully,  for  as  it  now  proved  to  be  a  tale  of  love  to  which 
she  was  thus  listening,  she  was  most  painfully  reminded  of 
that  love  of  hers  which  had  at  first  been  her  joy  but  had  since 
proved  the  source  of  so  much  misery. 

"  Yes,  I  love  him,  —  love  him  passionately,"  resumed 
Clarine,  with  a  violent  burst  of  feeling.  "  But  I  forgot  — 
I  am  wandering  from  the  continuous  routine  of  my  narrative. 
My  deliverer  knew  who  I  was;  he  had  been  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood a  day  or  two  previous  to  the  adventure  which  thus 
threw  us  together,  and  I  gathered  from  what  he  said  that 
I  had  been  pointed  out  to  him.  I  could  not  find  words  to 
express  my  gratitude  for  the  service  he  had  rendered  me  at 
the  peril  of  his  own  life,  and  I  invited  him  to  the  chateau 
that  he  might  receive  my  father's  thanks  likewise.  But  he 
declined,  and  in  the  gentlest  manner  he  counselled  me  not  to 
inform  my  father  of  what  had  happened,  arguing  that  it 
was  useless  to  distress  him  on  account  of  a  danger  that  was 
passed.  I  considered  that  one  who  had  rescued  me  from  de- 
struction had  a  right  to  proffer  his  advice,  and  I  promised 
to  follow  it.  Besides,  my  thoughts  were  all  in  such  confusion 
that  I  had  not  the  power  to  deliberate  calmly  with  myself. 
We  parted,  and  on  returning  to  the  chateau,  I  did  my  best 
to  compose  my  troubled  feelings.  My  father  did  not  return 
home  till  the  dinner-hour;  he  was  wearied  and  ill,  —  he  had 
evidently  been  rambling  far,  —  and  thus  if  I  had  experienced 
any  inclination  to  act  contrary  to  the  advice  of  my  unknown 
deliverer,  my  father's  state  of  mind  and  body  would  have 
rendered  me  obedient  to  that  well-meant  advice.  I  therefore 
said  nothing  on  the  subject.  For  the  next  two  or  three  days 
my  father  was  confined  to  his  bed,  and  to  distress  him  under 
such  circumstances  with  the  revelation  of  my  adventure 
was  now  totally  out  of  the  question.  I  continued  in  at- 
tendance upon  him,  and  when  he  was  restored  to  health 
again,  it  was  too  late  to  mention  the  incident." 

"  Confess  the  truth,  my  dear  Clarine,"  said  Zoe,  with  a 
sweet  melancholy  smile,  "  that  handsome  stranger  had  on  the 
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very  first  occasion  obtained  more  or  less  influence  over  your 
heart  as  well  as  over  your  mind? 

"  It  is  true;  I  believe  that  it  is  true/'  responded  Clarine, 
"  for  his  image  was  constantly  in  my  thoughts,  so  that  even 
when  by  myself,  I  would  blush  at  the  idea  of  so  incessantly 
thinking  of  the  handsome  countenance  which  I  had  seen  bend- 
ing over  me  when  recovering  from  my  state  of  unconscious- 
ness after  my  rescue  from  that  frightful  peril.  Nevertheless, 
solemnly  do  I  assure  you  that  when  next  I  walked  out  again, 
after  my  father's  recovery,  I  had  not  the  slightest  expectation 
of  meeting  my  handsome  unknown  deliverer.  And  yet  we 
met.  It  was  in  quite  a  different  direction  from  where  we 
first  encountered  each  other,  —  two  miles  away  from  this 
spot  which  is  so  close  by  the  scene  of  my  peril  and  my  de- 
liverance. He  approached  me  in  a  manner  in  which  kindness 
and  courtesy  were  blended,  as  if  he  felt  that  circumstances 
had  placed  us  on  a  friendly  footing.  Almost  his  very  first 
question  was  whether  I  had  followed  his  advice  in  respect 
to  my  father,  and  I  answered  that  I  had.  We  walked  to- 
gether for  about  half  an  hour,  the  time  flying  so  quickly 
that  it  appeared  to  me  as  if  we  had  only  been  a  few  brief 
minutes  together.  When  we  were  about  to  separate,  he 
delicately  hinted  that  I  ought  not  now  to  mention  our  ac- 
quaintance to  my  father,  for  that  if  I  did,  I  must  necessarily 
explain  how  it  commenced,  and  then  he  would  chide  me  for 
having  kept  the  matter  secret  at  all.  I  have  said  that  my 
deliverer  spoke  with  the  utmost  delicacy  of  language,  and 
it  was  also  with  a  mingled  entreaty  and  diffidence  in  his 
tone;  but  nevertheless  a  pang  shot  through  my  heart,  I 
felt  hurt,  I  should  even  have  been  indignant,  were  it  not 
that  I  remembered  that  I  owed  my  life  to  him,  and  that  he 
had  as  magnanimously  perilled  his  own  to  save  it.  He  saw 
what  was  passing  in  my  mind;  he  even  looked  pleased,  he 
seized  my  hand,  he  said  that  he  comprehended  the  natural 
delicacy  of  my  thoughts  and  my  sense  of  propriety;  he  im- 
plored me  not  to  be  incensed  against  him,  for  that  he  would 
explain  his  meaning  and  his  object  in  beseeching  me  to 
keep  the  seal  of  silence  upon  my  lips.  I  asked  for  that  ex- 
planation at  once;  he  wished  to  postpone  it  until  the  morrow. 
I  then  said  to  him,  as  nearly  as  I  can  recollect,  the  following 
words:  '  You  have  saved  my  life,  sir,  and  you  have  every 
claim  upon  my  gratitude.    Of  that  gratitude  I  have  the 
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liveliest  sense,  but  my  own  idea  of  propriety  must  not  be 
absorbed  therein,  nor  the  duty  that  I  owe  toward  my  father. 
If  you  purpose  to  remain  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  we 
stand  a  chance  of  meeting  again,  I  must  assuredly  mention 
to  my  father  the  acquaintance  which  I  have  had  the  honour 
to  form.'  It  was  thus  that  I  spoke." 

"  And  you  spoke  wisely  and  well,"  exclaimed  Zoe,  in  a 
tone  of  enthusiasm.  "  I  am  delighted  to  hear  that  such  was 
your  conduct,  Clarine.  It  was  dignified  and  becoming, 
without  the  slightest  sacrifice  of  that  gratitude  which  you 
owed  to  the  saviour  of  your  life." 

"  Yes,  it  was  thus  I  spoke,"  said  Mademoiselle  Volney, 
"  and  my  deliverer  looked  distressed.  He  paced  to  and  fro 
on  the  spot  where  we  had  halted;  I  began  to  be  alarmed  that 
I  had  fallen  in  with  some  unworthy  character,  especially  as  I 
now  recollected  that  he  had  not  even  mentioned  his  name 
nor  where  he  was  living,  nor  what  business  had  brought 
him  into  that  neighbourhood.  *  Do  you,'  he  at  length  said, 
'  insist  upon  knowing  who  I  am?  '  *  I  do,'  I  answered,  '  if 
there  be  any  chance  of  our  meeting  again.'  Then  he  told  me 
a  tale  of  how  he  had  been  engaged  in  a  political  conspiracy, 
how  he  had  been  obliged  to  flee  from  Paris,  and  how  he  had 
sought  this  distant  and  secluded  neighbourhood  in  the  hope 
that  he  might  dwell  unrecognized  here  for  a  few  weeks, 
while  his  influential  friends  in  the  capital  exerted  all  their 
interest  to  hush  up  the  matter.  He  added  that  he  was  per- 
sonally known  to  my  father,  whom  he  had  seen  at  Fontaine- 
bleau  a  few  years  back,  when  he  was  a  youth,  and  that 
therefore  if  he  now  presented  himself  to  my  sire,  the  latter 
would  be  endangering  his  own  safety  by  not  surrendering 
him  up  to  justice.  Finally  he  informed  me  that  his  name 
was  Claude  Masson,  that  he  was  a  gentleman  of  wealth  and 
excellent  family,  that  he  had  no  doubt  his  friends  would 
shortly  succeed  in  smoothing  down  the  temporary  difiicul- 
ties  which  beset  his  path,  and  he  therefore  threw  himself 
completely  on  my  mercy." 

"  And  what  response  did  you  make,  my  dear  Clarine?  " 
inquired  Zoe. 

"  I  at  once  assured  him,"  replied  Mademoiselle  Volney, 
"  that  not  for  worlds  would  I  do  aught  that  should  injure  a 
hair  of  his  head;  that  therefore  I  would  keep  profoundly 
secret  his  presence  in  the  neighbourhood,  as  well  as  all  he 
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had  just  been  telling  me,  but  that  inasmuch  as  I  must  of 
necessity,  under  circumstances,  remain  silent  even  to  my 
own  father,  it  would  be  the  height  of  impropriety  on  my 
part  to  converse  with  Monsieur  Claude  Masson  again.  Such 
were  the  terms  in  which  I  spoke,  and  then,  with  a  saluta- 
tion which  I  afterward  fancied  to  have  been  too  coldly  dis- 
tant toward  one  who  had  saved  my  life,  I  hastened  away. 
Some  days  passed,  and  I  purposely  avoided  going  out  for 
fear  of  meeting  Monsieur  Masson.  And  yet,  dear  Zoe,  — 
but  you  will  blame  me  for  my  weakness,  —  and  yet,  I  say, 
in  my  heart,  did  I  long  to  behold  him  again.  Can  you  under- 
stand these  contradictory  sentiments?  I  feared,  yet  I  longed 
—  I  dreaded,  yet  I  wished  —  I  trembled,  yet  I  hoped." 

"  Yes,  my  sweet  friend,"  said  Zoe,  in  a  soft,  murmuring 
voice,  "  I  can  understand  you,  oh,  I  can  understand  you. 
You  loved,  and  love  is  a  sentiment  compounded  of  a  thousand 
contradictions;  it  is  the  eccentricity  of  the  soul,  as  other 
strange,  fantastic  ways  are  the  eccentricities  of  the  disposi- 
tion or  the  manner.  How  often,  when  one  loves,  is  the  duty 
opposed  to  the  inclination!  how  often  does  a  sense  of  delicacy 
and  propriety  urge  in  one  direction  and  the  heart's  tendency 
in  another!  But  pray  proceed,  my  sweet  Clarine,  and  tell  me 
how  progressed  this  love-affair,  for  a  love-affair  it  assuredly 
is." 

"  Several  days  passed,  as  I  just  now  said,"  continued 
Mademoiselle  Volney,  "  and  my  rambles  had  been  confined  to 
the  garden  belonging  to  the  chateau.  At  length  one  morning 
immediately  after  breakfast,  my  father  gave  me  a  bank-note 
for  a  thousand  francs  —  which,  as  you  know,  is  forty  pounds 
sterling  of  your  English  money  —  and  he  asked  me  to  proceed 
to  the  village  and  pay  one  or  two  little  bills  which  had  just 
been  sent  in.  I  accordingly  set  out ;  I  reached  the  village,  and 
I  subsequently  remembered  that  on  the  outskirts  I  took  a 
few  pence  from  my  reticule  to  give  to  a  poor  woman  who 
implored  alms.  Then  I  hastened  on,  and  reached  the  first 
shop  to  which  my  errand  led  me,  but  on  thrusting  my  hand 
into  the  reticule,  I  found  that  the  bank-note  was  lost.  I 
sped  back  to  the  spot  where  I  had  encountered  the  poor 
woman,  but  she  was  no  longer  there,  nor  was  the  bank-note 
anywhere  to  be  seen.  I  was  sorely  distressed,  for  at  that  time 
I  believed  that  my  father  had  really  lost  his  property,  and 
that  his  means  were  very  limited;  I  therefore  fancied  that 
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this  would  be  a  very  serious  loss  for  him.  Besides,  I  feared 
that  he  would  charge  me  with  negligence,  and  altogether  I 
was  much  afflicted. 

"  Suddenly  I  looked  up  on  hearing  a  footstep  approach; 
Claude  Masson  stood  before  me.  I  was  seized  with  confusion. 
In  a  voice  of  gentle  melancholy  —  as  if  pleading  for  permis- 
sion to  address  me  —  he  inquired  the  cause  of  my  tribulation. 
I  scarcely  know  in  what  hurried  or  bewildered  words  I  ex- 
plained the  occurrence.  *  The  wind,'  he  exclaimed, '  blows  to 
this  side  of  the  road,  and  you,  mademoiselle,  seem  to  have 
been  searching  on  the  other.'   Then  he  hastened  in  the  direc- 
tion which  he  had  indicated,  and  suddenly  returning  toward 
me,  he  said, '  Behold  the  note.   I  will  not  avail  myself  of  the 
little  service  I  thus  render  you  to  intrude  any  longer  on 
your  presence.'    Thus  speaking,  he  hastened  away.  I  felt 
pained  and  grieved  at  the  abruptness  of  his  flight;  I  blamed 
myself  for  having  spoken  too  severely  to  him  when  last  we 
met;  I  began  to  fancy  that  my  conduct  was  altogether 
tinged  with  ingratitude.   I  sighed  profoundly,  and  again  to 
confess  the  truth,  dear  Zoe,  I  wished  that  he  had  remained. 
However,  I  held  in  my  hand  the  bank-note,  and  I  proceeded 
to  execute  the  commissions  entrusted  to  me  by  my  father. 
But  as  I  was  issuing  from  one  of  the  shops,  I  was  accosted  by 
the  poor  woman  whom  I  had  previously  relieved,  and  she  in- 
quired if  I  had  lost  anything?  I  asked  her  what  she  meant. 
She  repeated  the  question;  a  strange  idea  struck  me:  it  was 
accompanied  by  a  sensation  as  if  I  were  experiencing  a  sudden 
fright.  In  terms  as  confused  as  those  in  which  I  had  ere  now 
spoken  to  Claude  Masson,  I  faltered  out  something  about 
a  bank-note  for  a  thousand  francs.   That  poor  but  honest 
woman  at  once  presented  me  with  the  note  I  had  lost,  and 
which  I  immediately  perceived  to  be  slightly  of  a  different 
colour  from  that  which  Monsieur  Masson  had  placed  in  my 
hand.   I  cannot  describe  the  feelings  which  seized  upon  me 
as  I  took  that  note,  and  it  was  not  until  I  had  observed  that 
the  poor  woman  began  to  regard  me  somewhat  suspiciously 
that  I  regained  my  self-possession.   Then  I  placed  a  liberal 
reward  in  her  hand,  and  hurried  away.    I  was  struck  by  the 
generosity  of  Claude  Masson's  conduct,  —  a  generosity,  too, 
that  was  blended  with  so  much  delicacy,  for  little,  doubtless, 
had  he  anticipated  that  the  real  note  which  was  lost  would 
ever  be  restored  to  my  hand.  But,  oh,  to  think  that  I  now  lay 
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under  a  pecuniary  obligation  to  him!  It  would  have  been 
humiliating,  were  it  not  that  there  was  something  in  the 
way  in  which  the  transaction  took  place  that  prevented  me 
from  feeling  my  pride  to  be  humbled.  And,  after  all,  I  could 
restore  him  the  note.  But  I  knew  not  where  he  lived,  and  I 
dared  not  —  for  my  promise'  sake,  and  with  due  regard  to 
Claude's  safety  —  name  the  incident  to  my  father.  What  was 
I  to  do?  I  must  meet  him  once  again;  nay,  more,  I  must 
purposely  throw  myself  in  his  way;  I  must  seek  an  oppor- 
tunity to  encounter  him.  And  I  did  so.  For  three  or  four 
days  I  rambled  everywhere  about  the  neighbourhood,  but 
without  seeing  him.  At  length,  one  afternoon,  we  suddenly 
met  at  the  angle  of  yonder  grove  which  you  see,  my  dear  Zoe, 
about  half  a  mile  to  the  right  of  the  village  church.  I  had 
flattered  myself  that  I  should  have  been  enabled  to  address 
him  with  calmness  and  fortitude,  but  now  that  the  instant 
for  putting  me  to  the  test  had  come,  all  my  self-possession 
abandoned  me.  I  was  full  of  confusion. 

Claude  Masson  took  my  hand  and  gazed  earnestly  upon 
my  countenance.  '  Little  as  we  are  acquainted,'  he  said, 
in  a  voice  that  was  soft  and  low, '  I  feel  as  if  I  had  known  you 
for  many,  many  long  years.'  For  a  few  instants  I  had  aban- 
doned him  my  hand,  unconscious  of  what  I  was  doing;  I 
now  snatched  it  away,  but  I  was  trembling  violently.  Then 
—  more  instinctively  than  because  I  actually  remembered  the 
object  for  which  I  had  sought  this  meeting  —  I  drew  forth 
the  bank-note  and  proffered  it  to  him.  He  started,  he 
blushed,  he  saw  that  his  generous  stratagem  had  been 
discovered.  I  faltered  out  words  of  thanks;  how  could  I 
do  otherwise?  and  I  know  not  how  it  was,  but  I  presently 
found  myself  seated  by  his  side  on  the  bank  that  skirts  the 
grove,  and  listening  to  the  language  of  love  which  he  was 
breathing  in  my  ear.  He  told  me  that  he  had  seen  me  every 
day  since  last  we  met,  that  he  had  followed  me  at  a  distance, 
content  to  obtain  a  glimpse  of  my  form,  and  that  he  had  taken 
care  I  should  not  perceive  I  was  thus  followed.  Oh,  all  the 
tender  things  he  said  to  me!  yet  in  language  so  delicate,  in 
terms  so  replete  with  an  honest,  manly  frankness  that  it  was 
impossible  I  could  feel  offended.  But  all  the  time  my  brain 
was  in  a  sort  of  whirl,  and  I  had  no  power  of  calm  deliberation. 
I  know  not  how  we  parted  —  Yes,"  added  Clarine.  bending 
down  her  blushing  countenance,  "  I  remember  that  when 


68 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


he  besought  and  implored  me  to  be  there  at  the  same  hour  on 
the  following  day,  I  did  not  refuse  him;  I  suffered  him  to 
understand  that  his  request  would  be  granted.  It  was  not 
until  I  was  again  at  the  chateau,  and  in  mine  own  chamber, 
that  I  had  a  right  comprehension  of  everything  that  had 
taken  place.  Then  —  I  must  candidly  confess  the  truth  — 
whatsoever  regrets  I  might  have  experienced  at  the  course 
I  was  pursuing  unknown  to  my  father  were  absorbed  in  the 
delicious  sense  of  loving  and  being  beloved.  You  see,  Zoe, 
that  I  am  telling  you  everything,  I  am  speaking  with  frank- 
ness and  candour,  I  am  unbosoming  myself  completely  unto 
you.  Oh,  do  you  not  think  I  was  very  weak  —  " 

"  Proceed,  dear  Clarine,"  said  Lady  Octavian,  "  pro- 
ceed, and  let  me  hear  the  result.'^ 

"  After  that  meeting,"  resumed  Mademoiselle  Volney,  we 
met  frequently  —  frequently;  yet  on  each  occasion  I  thought 
to  myself  that  I  was  doing  wrong  —  very  wrong.  But, 
alas!  love  exercised  its  spell-like  influence  over  me,  and  I 
could  not  command  the  courage  which  was  requisite  for 
saying  the  word  that  was  to  pronounce  our  separation.  And 
then  too,  my  dear  Zoe,  I  must  not  forget  to  observe  that 
Claude  Masson  was  constantly  assuring  me  the  time  would 
soon  come  when  concealment  and  disguise  would  be  no 
longer  necessary,  —  when  he  would  be  enabled  openly  to 
proclaim  his  presence  in  that  district  and  make  himself 
known  to  my  father,  and  that  then  he  would  reveal  his  love 
for  me  and  claim  my  hand.  You  see,  dear  Zoe,  it  was  a 
delicious  dream  in  which  I  was  cradled,  —  a  state  of  exist- 
ence so  different  from  that  which  I  had  been  lately  leading, 
so  new  to  me,  that  to  have  returned  to  the  monotony  and  the 
solitude  of  my  former  mode  of  life  would  have  been  the  de- 
struction of  my  happiness;  it  would  have  been  suicidal  in 
respect  to  my  own  heart.  Thus  weeks  passed  away  —  " 

"  And  where  did  Claude  Masson  live  all  this  while?  "  in- 
quired Lady  Octavian  Meredith. 

"  At  a  cottage  about  four  miles  distant,  —  at  least  so  he 
informed  me,"  answered  Clarine.  "  Ah!  you  may  conceive 
the  precautions  which  he  constantly  took  to  avoid  meeting 
my  father  or  any  one  who  might  chance  to  know  him.  And 
I  too  had  to  take  precautions  in  joining  him  at  our  trys ting- 
places,  but  these  were  not  so  very  difficult;  my  father  never 
asked  me  whither  I  was  going  nor  where  I  had  been;  he 
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seemed  to  take  no  note  of  my  actions.  And  sometimes,  dear 
Zoe,  when  I  reflected  on  all  this,  I  thought  to  myself  that  my 
father  was  placing  illimitable  confidence  in  me,  and  that  I 
was  betraying  it.  But  then,  on  the  other  hand,  I  persuaded 
myself  that  this  very  confidence  on  my  father's  part  was  as 
much  as  to  abandon  me  to  the  discretionary  power  of  catering 
for  my  own  happiness.  I  have  no  doubt  that  you  look  upon 
such  an  idea  as  the  most  miserable  sophistry  on  my  part,  but 
if  the  love  which  I  experience  be  the  same  as  the  love  which 
is  felt  by  others,  I  am  convinced  that  it  is  in  the  very  nature 
of  love  itself  to  suggest  expedients  and  even  conjure  up 
arguments  that  are  in  precise  accordance  with  its  own  aims, 
views,  or  circumstances." 

"  This  is  true,  Clarine,"  said  Lady  Oct  avian;  "  the  voice 
of  nature  speaks  a  common  and  universal  language  through 
the  medium  of  the  heart's  love." 

"  One  day,"  continued  Clarine,  "  my  father  told  me  that 
you  would  probably  become  my  companion  for  awhile,  and 
to  confess  the  truth  I  was  at  first  more  vexed  than  pleased, 
though  I  did  my  best  to  appear  grateful  to  my  parent  and  to 
seem  satisfied  at  the  arrangement  that  he  was  making  with 
the  best  of  motives  on  my  behalf.  I  was  told  that  you  were 
an  invalid;  I  thought  therefore  that  you  would  be  much  in 
your  own  chamber,  and  that  I  should  still  find  leisure  to 
meet  him  who  had  become  so  dear  to  me.  You  arrived  at  the 
chateau,  and  I  immediately  conceived  a  friendship  for  you,  — 
a  friendship  which  has  ripened  into  love.  Yes,  dear  Zoe  —  " 

At  this  instant  Mademoiselle  Volney  stopped  short,  and 
Lady  Octavian  Meredith  instantaneously  comprehended 
wherefore,  for  Monsieur  Volney  was  approaching  from  the 
distance. 

He  means  to  accost  us,"  said  Clarine,  after  a  few  instants' 
pause.  I  must  compose  myself  —  Another  time  I  will 
finish  my  narrative." 
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THE  GALLERY  IN  THE  CHATEAU 

Monsieur  Volney  approached  his  daughter  and  Lady 
Octavian,  and  he  offered  to  escort  them  either  for  a  continua- 
tion of  their  walk,  or  back  to  the  chateau.  Zoe,  to  whom 
the  choice  was  especially  addressed,  decided  upon  the  latter, 
for  she  was  fearful  of  rambling  too  far.  During  the  walk 
homeward,  it  was  evident  that  Monsieur  Volney  strove  to 
converse  in  a  gayer  strain  than  heretofore,  and  that  he  sought 
to  make  up  by  present  attentions  for  any  remissness  on  that 
score  of  which  he  had  been  previously  guilty. 

On  arriving  at  the  chateau,  Monsieur  Volney  did  not  in- 
stantaneously repair  to  his  study,  but  he  remained  in  the 
drawing-room  to  converse  with  his  daughter  and  Zoe.  He 
asked  them  to  play  upon  the  piano.  He  spoke  with  an  un- 
usual degree  of  tender  kindness  to  Clarine;  he  was  evidently 
striving  also  to  render  himself  sociable  to  Zoe.  There  could 
be  little  doubt  that  this  was  the  result  of  a  resolve  which  he 
had  adopted,  and  which  must  have  arisen  from  the  reflection 
that  it  was  his  duty  to  sacrifice  his  own  feelings  somewhat 
for  the  sake  of  others.  Besides,  he  had  promised  Clarine  that 
in  future  he  should  think  less  of  himself  and  more  of  her  than 
he  had  previously  done.  In  the  afternoon  the  worthy  village 
priest  called,  and  on  being  asked  to  stay  to  dinner,  he  accepted 
the  invitation.  He  did  not  take  his  departure  until  ten 
o'clock  in  the  evening;  the  usual  period  for  retiring  to  rest 
soon  afterward  arrived,  and  thus  the  ladies  had  as  yet  found 
no  opportunity  of  renewing  that  discourse  which  had  been 
interrupted  in  the  morning. 

But  now  that  Clarine  had  determined  to  make  a  confidante 
of  Lady  Octavian  Meredith,  she  experienced  an  anxious 
yearning  to  complete  the  narrative  which  she  had  com- 
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menced,  and  to  place  her  friend  in  full  possession  of  all  the 
circumstances  which  regarded  her  love  and  him  who  was  its 
object.  Therefore,  so  soon  as  Monsieur  Volney  had  retired, 
Clarine  said  to  Lady  Octavian,  "  If  you  do  not  feel  any  par- 
ticular inclination  to  seek  your  couch  immediately,  come 
to  my  chamber,  dear  Zoe,  for  half  an  hour,  and  I  will  con- 
clude the  history  which  my  father's  presence  interrupted  in 
the  morning." 

Zoe  at  once  signified  her  readiness  to  comply  with  this 
request,  which  was  indeed  quite  in  accordance  with  the 
promptings  of  her  own  curiosity,  and  she  added,  "  I  will  first 
dismiss  my  maid  for  the  night,  and  in  a  few  minutes  I  will 
join  you  in  your  chamber." 

The  ladies  now  temporarily  separated,  repairing  to  their 
own  rooms.  Zoe  dispensed  with  the  attendance  of  the  maid 
whose  turn  it  was  to  minister  unto  her,  and  shortly  after  the 
abigail  had  retired,  she  issued  forth  from  her  chamber.  At 
that  very  instant  she  beheld  a  form  —  the  form  of  a  man  — 
emerge  from  the  door  of  the  oratorio,  and  at  this  sudden 
apparition  a  cry  of  terror  thrilled  from  Lady  Octavian's 
lips.  She  staggered  as  if  about  to  fall;  the  individual  whose 
presence  had  thus  startled  her,  and  who  for  a  single  instant 
had  stood  utterly  irresolute  how  to  act,  bounded  forward  and 
caught  her  in  his  arms. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  compose  yourself!  "  he  said,  in  the 
low,  quick  voice  of  intensest  anxiety.  "  Compose  yourself, 
I  beseech  you." 

At  that  moment  Clarine  rushed  forth  from  her  chamber, 
and  clasping  her  hands  in  wild  terror,  she  said,  in  a  hasty, 
excited  whisper,  "  Oh,  this  imprudence  —  this  madness, 
after  all  that  I  have  written  to  you!  " 

But  now  another  door  opened  higher  up  the  passage,  and 
Monsieur  Volney  hurried  forth  with  a  light  in  his  hand.  A 
piercing  shriek  burst  from  the  lips  of  Clarine,  and  she  fell 
senseless  upon  the  floor.  Zoe  —  now  completely  recovered 
from  her  own  alarm  —  sprang  forward  to  raise  her  friend  up, 
but  she  was  anticipated  by  the  stranger  who  had  emerged 
from  the  chapel,  though  a  stranger  we  can  scarcely  call  him, 
inasmuch  as  Zoe  had  by  this  time  conjectured  that  he  could 
be  none  other  than  Claude  Masson.  And  who  but  he  could 
have  so  tenderly  raised  up  the  inanimate  form  of  Mademoi- 
selle Volney?  Who  but  he  could  have  gazed  with  such  deep 
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anxiety  on  her  marble  countenance,  and  then  flung  such 
deprecating,  entreating  looks  toward  her  father? 

But  what  words  can  depict  the  ghastly  horror  which  the 
countenance  of  Monsieur  Volney  himself  displayed  as  he 
stopped  short  just  outside  the  threshold  of  his  own  chamber? 
As  if  transfixed  to  the  spot,  he  gazed  in  frightful  con- 
sternation upon  this  scene.  The  light  which  he  held  in 
his  hand  appeared  to  be  illuminating  the  features  of  a 
corpse,  so  deadly  pale  was  he,  —  so  ashy  white  were  his 
lips.  Zoe  was  horrified,  at  the  same  time  that  she  was  too 
much  bewildered  for  deliberate  reflection. 

All  of  a  sudden  it  appeared  as  if  Monsieur  Volney  recov- 
ered his  self-possession,  for  he  advanced  slowly  toward  the 
spot  in  front  of  the  chapel  doors,  and  he  said,  with  a  stern 
voice,  "  What  means  this  intrusion  here?  " 

"  Let  the  truth  be  told,  —  yes,  let  it  be  proclaimed  at 
once,"  cried  he  who  was  supporting  in  his  arms  the  still 
inanimate  form  of  Clarine.  I  love  your  daughter.  Mon- 
sieur Volney  —  I  adore  her.  She  loves  me  in  return.  For 
Heaven's  sake  let  your  animosity  cease  toward  me!  " 

"  She  loves  you?  "  exclaimed  Monsieur  Volney,  with  a 
sort  of  terrific  cry  that  had  wildness,  horror,  and  mournful- 
ness  in  its  accents.  "  Wretched  Clarine!  wretched  De- 
lorme!  "  and  springing  forward,  he  tore  his  daughter,  as  if 
frantically,  from  the  viscount's  embrace. 

What  a  revelation  had  just  been  made  to  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith's  ear!  Claude  Masson  was  none  other  than  the 
Viscount  Delorme,  and  how  much  that  was  hitherto  mys- 
terious was  now  suddenly  cleared  up!  For  Clarine's  lover 
was  tall,  slender,  and  symmetrically  formed;  a  glance  showed 
Zoe  that  over  his  boots  he  wore  a  pair  of  those  list  shoes 
which  are  common  amongst  the  French  peasantry,  and 
hence  the  noiselessness  of  his  steps  as  she  had  seen  him 
pass  along  the  corridor,  for  that  it  was  he  whose  appearance 
had  so  much  alarmed  her,  she  had  not  now  the  slightest 
doubt. 

We  have  said  that  Monsieur  Volney  tore  his  inanimate 
daughter  with  frenzied  violence  from  the  arms  of  the  Vis- 
count Delorme,  and  the  angliished  father  was  bearing  her 
toward  her  own  chamber,  when  the  young  nobleman  sprang 
forward,  and  catching  him  by  the  arm,  exclaimed,  in  a 
quick,  excited  tone,  "  I  know  what  is  uppermost  in  your 
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mind,  but  by  Heaven!  you  are  wrong,  and  I  can  prove 
it." 

Clarine  now  suddenly  regained  her  senses.  For  a  mo- 
ment her  eyes  swept  their  looks  wildly  around,  but  instan- 
taneously comprehending  everything  that  had  passed,  she 
threw  herself  at  her  father's  feet,  stretching  her  clasped 
hands  toward  him,  and  crying,  "  Pardon!  pardon!  " 

Monsieur  Volney  pressed  his  hand  in  anguish  to  his  brow, 
and  Zoe  even  fancied  that  a  sob  came  from  his  lips. 

"  Yes,  by  her  side  do  I  kneel,"  said  the  Viscount  Delorme; 
"  by  the  side  of  this  beloved  one  do  I  place  myself,  —  like- 
wise to  implore  your  pardon." 

"Rise  —  rise!"  exclaimed  Monsieur  Volney;  "rise,  I 
command  —  I  entreat  you.  And  follow  me  hither.  Lady 
Octavian,"  he  added,  perceiving  that  Zoe  was  about  to  retire 
to  her  own  chamber  from  motives  of  delicacy,  "  have  the 
goodness  to  accompany  us,  for  as  you  have  seen  so  much,  you 
may  be  a  witness  of  all  the  rest." 

Monsieur  Volney  led  the  way  into  the  drawing-room,  fol- 
lowed by  the  viscount  and  Clarine,  while  Zoe,  after  a  few 
instants'  hesitation,  entered  likewise.  Clarine  now  threw 
herself  in  Lady  Octavian's  arms,  and  wept  convulsively  upon 
her  bosom. 

"  Monsieur  Volney,"  said  Alfred  Delorme,  hastening  for- 
wards and  addressing  Clarine's  father  in  a  low  but  quick  and 
earnest  voice,  "  I  beseech  you  to  give  utterance  to  the  word 
—  the  one  word  of  consent  —  which  may  spare  your  daughter 
so  much  misery.  Say  it,  sir,  I  entreat  you.  The  horrible 
suspicion  you  entertained  is  wholly  unfounded,  and  I  repeat 
I  can  prove  it." 

"  Prove  it?  It  is  impossible,"  said  Monsieur  Volney, 
trembling  all  over  with  a  deep,  concentrated  excitement. 
"  But  even  if  you  could,  there  are  reasons  —  reasons  —  "  and 
he  gasped  for  breath. 

"  No,  no,  Monsieur  Volney,"  exclaimed  Alfred;  "  you  will 
not  be  implacable  toward  the  son  for  his  father's  crimes! 
As  for  the  proof,  it  is  here  —  I  have  it.  Pardon  me  for 
showing  you  a  document  only  too  well  calculated  to  renew 
the  affliction  and  the  bitterness  of  past  miseries.  But  it  is 
absolutely  necessary  you  should  so  far  control  your  feelings 
as  to  peruse  this  letter." 

Thus  speaking,  the  Viscount  Delorme  handed  Monsieur 
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Volney  a  paper  which  he  had  hastily  drawn  forth  from  a 
pocketbook,  and  then  he  turned  toward  Clarine  who  was  now 
regaining  some  little  command  over  her  own  feelings,  — 
thanks  to  the  kind  and  encouraging  words  that  Zoe  was 
murmuring  in  her  ears. 

"  Oh,  Alfred,  dearest  Alfred,"  whispered  Clarine  to  her 
lover,  "  how  could  you  possibly  have  been  guilty  of  this  im- 
prudence after  the  letter  which  I  wrote  you  declaring  that 
we  must  separate  for  ever?  " 

And  think  you  that  I  could  consent  thus  to  separate?  " 
responded  the  viscount,  in  that  low  voice  of  tenderness  which 
likewise  being  half-reproachful  was  sufficient  to  convince  Zoe 
of  the  depth  and  sincerity  of  the  love  that  he  entertained  for 
her  friend  Clarine.  "  Why  did  I  again  seek  an  interview 
with  you?  It  was  to  assure  you  of  the  existence  of  a  proof 
that  your  father's  fearful  suspicion  is  utterly  unfounded,  and 
that  proof  is  now  in  the  hands  of  Monsieur  Volney.  Behold 
—  he  is  reading  it!  " 

Monsieur  Volney  had  his  back  turned  toward  his  daughter, 
the  viscount,  and  Zoe;  he  was  bending  down  toward  the 
chamber  light  which  he  had  placed  upon  the  drawing-room 
table;  he  was  holding  the  open  letter  in  his  hand,  but  what- 
soever feelings  might  be  depicted  upon  his  countenance  could 
not  be  discerned  by  those  from  whom  that  countenance  was 
thus  averted.  Zoe  comprehended  full  well  that  the  letter 
which  the  Viscount  Delorme  had  placed  in  Monsieur  Volney's 
hands  contained  some  proof  that  he  might  with  certitude 
regard  Clarine  as  his  own  daughter  and  not  the  offspring  of 
her  mother's  illicit  amour  with  the  late  viscount.  She  com- 
prehended likewise  that  a  proper  delicacy  of  feeling  had  pre- 
vented Alfred  Delorme  from  being  more  explicit  in  his  whis- 
pered assurances  to  Clarine  relative  to  the  precise  nature  of 
that  document. 

"  God  be  at  least  thanked  for  this!  "  was  the  ejaculation 
which  suddenly  burst  from  Monsieur  Volney's  lips,  and 
hastening  toward  Clarine,  he  folded  her  in  his  arms. 

The  young  lady  —  perfectly  well  comprehending  that  her 
father  was  convinced  by  the  weight  of  the  evidence,  whatso- 
ever it  were,  that  the  letter  contained  —  wound  her  arms 
about  his  neck  and  sobbed  and  wept  upon  his  breast.  But 
she  sobbed  and  wept  for  joy  at  the  thought  that  the  hideous 
suspicion  which  her  sire  had  entertained  in  respect  to  herself 
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was  cleared  up,  and  that  he  could  now  indeed  embrace  her 
with  the  confidence  that  it  was  his  own  lawfully-begotten 
child  whom  he  was  thus  folding  in  his  arms.  Some  words 
murmuringly  uttered  came  from  Clarine's  lips,  and  as  they 
struck  her  father's  ear,  they  were  to  him  a  revelation. 

What!  Clarine,"  he  exclaimed,  "  you  comprehend  the 
meaning  of  all  this?    You  know  what  suspicion  —  " 

"  Yes,  I  know  it,  dear  father,"  murmured  his  daughter; 
"  I  know  more  than  you  fancy,  and  I  know  everything." 

Ever3rthing?  "  ejaculated  Monsieur  Volney  with  a  sud- 
den start,  and  also  with  a  frightened  look  sweeping  over  his 
countenance.  "  No,  no!  it  is  impossible.  Heaven  forbid!  " 
and  he  shuddered  visibly. 

"  Forgive  me,  dearest  father,"  said  Clarine,  and  once  more 
she  sank  upon  her  knees  at  his  feet. 

"  What  —  what  is  it  that  you  know?  "  he  demanded,  and 
there  was  something  almost  fierce  in  his  accents,  his  looks, 
and  his  manner;  "  what  is  it  that  you  know?  But  I  am 
mad  —  it  is  impossible,"  and  pressing  his  hand,  with  a 
renewal  of  wild  anguish,  to  his  brow,  he  seemed  as  if  he 
sought  to  steady  his  confused  and  bewildered  ideas. 

I  know,  dearest  father,"  responded  Clarine,  frightened  by 
the  vehemence  of  his  manner,  "  the  source  of  all  your  dis- 
tresses —  And,  oh,  bitterly,  bitterly  have  I  wept  on  ac- 
count of  the  fall  of  her  whose  memory  I  had  tutored  myself 
to  love  and  revere!  " 

"  And  who  told  you  all  this?  "  demanded  Monsieur  Volney, 
abruptly. 

"  It  was  the  viscount  who  told  me  part,  and  Marguerite 
who  told  me  the  rest.  Oh,  blame  me  not,  dearest  father," 
continued  Clarine,  entreatingly;  "  I  feel  that  I  have  done 
wrong  in  some  respects,  but  if  you  had  not  left  me  so  much 
to  myself  —  " 

"  Rise,  child,  rise,"  said  Monsieur  Volney,  whose  heart  was 
evidently  lacerated  with  a  world  of  conflicting  and  tumultu- 
ous emotions.  "  It  is  I  who  am  to  blame!  It  is  I,  and  not 
you,  my  poor  child." 

Clarine  rose  from  her  suppliant  posture;  Alfred  Delorme 
stepped  forward,  and  said,  "  Monsieur  Volney,  will  you  not 
now  speak  that  one  word  of  assent  which  will  make  us  both 
happy?  I  have  always  heard  you  spoken  of  as  a  just,  a  good, 
and  an  upright  man  —  " 
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Enough/'  interrupted  Monsieur  Volney  with  a  renewed 
fierceness  of  tone  and  look.  This  scene  can  last  no  longer, 
—  at  least  not  for  the  present.  Depart,  Alfred  Delorme,  and 
to-morrow  you  shall  know  my  decision.  Depart,  I  say," 
added  Monsieur  Volney,  vehemently;  "  not  another  word  to 
me  nor  to  my  daughter,  and  to-morrow,  I  repeat,  you  may 
come  to  me  —  Yes,  you  may  call  at  the  chateau,  and  then 
my  decision  shall  be  made  known." 

"  Oh,  let  me  entreat  you,"  said  the  viscount,  in  a  voice  of 
the  most  earnest  appeal,  "  to  stifle  those  feelings  of  hatred 
which  you  have  hitherto  entertained  toward  me  —  " 

"  Young  man,  you  comprehend  me  not,"  interrupted 
Clarine's  father,  petulantly;  "  you  cannot  penetrate  into  the 
depths  of  my  heart.  Oh,  if  you  could —  But  enough. 
You  will  perhaps  know  more  to-morrow.  Depart  —  I  con- 
jure, I  command  you." 

It  is  not  for  me,"  responded  the  viscount,  "  who  am  an 
honourable  suitor  for  your  daughter's  hand,  —  ay,  and  a 
suppliant  for  your  consent  and  good  feeling,  —  it  is  not  for 
me,  I  say,  to  oppose  your  will  or  rebel  against  your  mandate." 

With  these  words  Alfred  Delorme  bowed  with  courteous 
respect  to  Monsieur  Volney;  he  saluted  Zoe  in  a  similar 
manner;  he  bent  a  look  of  loving  tenderness  on  Clarine,  and 
he  quitted  the  room.  For  some  minutes  after  his  departure 
Monsieur  Volney  paced  to  and  fro  with  agitated  steps,  ap- 
parently unconscious  of  the  presence  of  his  daughter  and  Zoe. 
These  two  remained  together,  —  Clarine  with  her  arm  thrown 
around  her  friend's  waist,  clinging  to  her  with  the  confidence 
of  one  who  sought  support,  solace,  and  encouragement  in  the 
painful  state  of  uncertainty  in  which  the  last  scene  of  this 
strangely  wild  drama  had  left  her. 

At  length  Monsieur  Volney  accosted  the  two  ladies,  and 
he  said  to  Clarine,  "  Sit  down,  and  tell  me  frankly  and  faith- 
fully everything  that  has  taken  place  between  yourself  and 
the  viscount,  —  all  that  you  have  heard  from  his  lips,  all 
that  you  have  heard  from  the  lips  of  old  Marguerite  likewise. 
Stay,  Lady  Octavian!  I  beseech  you  not  to  leave  us.  We 
look  upon  you  as  something  more  than  a  friend;  my  daughter 
regards  you  as  a  sister,  and  if  it  be  not  forcing  our  affairs 
upon  your  attention  —  " 

"  Rest  assured.  Monsieur  Volney,"  replied  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith,  "  that  if  I  were  about  to  quit  the  room,  it  was  only 
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through  motives  of  delicacy.  But  if,  on  the  other  hand,  I 
can  be  of  the  slightest  service  —  " 

"  You  can!  you  can!  "  interjected  Monsieur  Volney,  with 
hasty  emphasis. 

Perhaps  it  may  be  as  well  to  mention,"  said  Zoe,  "  that 
I  am  already  partially  the  confidante  of  my  friend  Clarine. 
This  very  morning  was  she  telling  me  the  history  of  her  ac- 
quaintance and  her  love  for  him  whom  she  then  mentioned 
as  Claude  Masson,  and  whom  I  have  this  evening  for  the  first 
time  known  to  be  the  Viscount  Delorme." 

"  And  you  will  have  known  everything,  dearest  Zoe,"  said 
Clarine,  gently,  ^'  had  we  not  been  interrupted.  But,  my 
dear  father,"  she  continued,  turning  toward  her  parent, 
"  with  all  candour  and  frankness  will  I  now  reveal  every- 
thing that  has  taken  place.    Yet  you  will  chide  me  —  " 

"  No,  I  will  not  chide  you,  Clarine,"  said  Monsieur  Volney, 
"  for  there  was  only  too  much  truth  in  your  words  when  you 
declared  that  I  had  left  you  so  continuously  to  your  own 
pursuits." 

"  Think  not  for  an  instant  that  I  intended  it  as  a  reproach," 
exclaimed  Clarine,  earnestly. 

"  No,  no,  I  took  it  not  as  such,"  answered  Monsieur  Volney, 
with  kindness;  "  it  was  the  ingenuous  plea  on  your  own  be- 
half which  would  naturally  flow  from  your  lips  under  such 
circumstances." 

Having  thus  spoken.  Monsieur  Volney  sat  down  with  the 
air  of  one  who  intended  to  listen  patiently  to  a  narrative 
which  he  had  asked  for.  Clarine  and  Zoe  likewise  seated 
themselves,  and  then  the  former  commenced  her  explana- 
tions. She  recited  everything  she  had  already  stated  to  Lady 
Octavian  in  respect  to  the  incidents  which  had  first  thrown 
her  in  the  way  of  him  who  had  passed  himself  off  as  Claude 
Masson,  and  she  then  continued  the  thread  of  her  history  in 
the  following  manner: 

"  You,  my  dear  Zoe,  arrived  at  the  chateau  some  few 
weeks  back,  and  we  speedily  became  intimate  together. 
You  were  the  companion  of  my  walks ;  there  was  no  oppor- 
tunity for  me  any  longer  to  meet  him  whom  I  loved.  During 
this  interruption  of  my  intercourse  with  him,  the  idea  would 
often  steal  into  my  mind  that  it  was  perhaps  all  for  the  best, 
and  that  Heaven  itself  had  sent  you  hither  to  check  me  in  a 
career  of  imprudence  with  regard  to  myself  and  of  deceit 
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toward  my  father.  Nevertheless,  even  while  making  these 
reflections,  I  felt  that  I  loved  Claude  Masson  —  as  I  then 
believed  his  name  to  be  —  with  an  affection  that  could  never 
change,  and  I  consoled  myself  with  the  hope  that  as  he  loved 
me  with  an  equal  sincerity,  he  would  fulfil  his  promise  of 
revealing  himself  to  you,  my  father,  the  moment  the  influ- 
ential friends  of  whom  he  had  spoken  should  have  rescued 
him  from  the  perils  which  he  represented  as  environing  him- 
self. One  day  —  when  you,  dear  Zoe,  were  somewhat  in- 
disposed—  I  repaired  to  the  village  to  make  certain  pur- 
chases, and  on  my  way  homeward  I  encountered  him  who 
was  indeed  uppermost  in  my  thoughts  at  the  time.  Three 
weeks  had  passed  since  last  we  met,  and  though  I  explained 
to  him  the  cause,  —  indeed,  he  was  already  aware  of  it,  for 
he  had  seen  you  and  me,  Zoe,  walking  together  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, —  yet  did  he  somewhat  reproach  me  for  what  he 
termed  my  unwillingness  to  make  an  effort  to  steal  forth  and 
meet  him  at  least  once  during  that  interval.  I  was  pro- 
foundly afflicted  by  the  language  which  he  thus  held  toward 
me,  and  he  implored  my  forgiveness  for  having  wounded  my 
feelings.  He  said  that  in  a  short  time  he  should  be  in  a 
position  to  throw  off  the  mask  of  concealment  and  openly 
come  forward  to  claim  my  hand.  He  besought  that  I  would 
now  and  then  grant  him  an  interview.  It  was  in  vain  that 
I  urged  the  impossibility  of  walking  forth  by  myself,  now 
that  I  had  a  companion.  He  was  deeply  distressed;  he 
spoke  despondingly;  he  declared  that  such  was  his  affection 
for  me  that  he  could  not  endure  another  long  interval  of 
separation.  In  a  word,  dear  father,  —  but  you  have  prom- 
ised not  to  chide  me?  —  for  oh,  the  viscount  is  the  most 
loving,  the  most  high-minded,  and  the  most  honourable  of 
men  —  " 

"  I  will  not  chide  you,  Clarine,"  said  Monsieur  Vol- 
ney,  with  exceeding  gentleness  of  manner.  "  Proceed. 
Shall  I  help  you  to  that  avowal  which  you  hesitate  to 
make?  " 

"  No,  father,"  responded  Clarine,  almost  proudly. 
"  Heaven  be  thanked.  I  can  look  you  in  the  face  and  de- 
clare that  —  " 

"  Enough,  Clarine,"  interrupted  Monsieur  Volney,  and  then 
he  emphatically  added,  "  Not  for  a  single  instant  did  I  sus- 
pect the  honour  or  purity  of  my  child.    Proceed,  Clarine. 
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You  consented  to  grant  your  admirer  an  occasional  interview 
within  the  walls  of  this  chateau?  " 

"  Yes,  in  the  chapel/^  responded  Clarine.  "  I  furnished 
him  with  the  key  of  the  door  at  the  bottom  of  the  staircase 
at  the  extremity  of  the  passage,  and  on  four  or  five  occasions 
did  I  meet  him  for  a  few  minutes  in  the  chapel.  Rest  as- 
sured that  I  should  not  have  for  an  instant  granted  these 
stolen  interviews  within  the  sanctity  of  your  dwelling  —  nor 
at  such  an  hour,  after  the  household  had  retired  to  rest,  no, 
not  even  in  compliance  with  his  earnest  pleadings  should  I 
have  granted  these  interviews  —  were  it  not  that  I  was 
deeply,  deeply  anxious  to  learn  the  progress  of  those  inter- 
cessions which  his  friends,  as  I  believed  at  the  time,  were 
making  on  his  behalf  in  Paris.  I  now  come  to  a  very  mem- 
orable moment  of  my  existence.  It  was  the  evening  before 
last  that  I  again  met  Claude  Masson  —  as  I  still  believed  his 
name  to  be  —  in  the  chapel.  He  told  me  that  he  began  to 
fear  our  interviews  could  no  longer  be  snatched  thus  stealth- 
ily, for  that  he  had  seen  you,  dear  Zoe,  crossing  the  passage 
on  the  previous  night  as  he  was  hastening  toward  the  stair- 
case at  the  extremity.  He  then  asked  me  if  I  were  prepared 
for  a  revelation  which  he  was  resolved  to  make,  and  which 
could  no  longer  be  withheld.  I  was  frightened;  I  besought 
him  to  be  candid  with  me  at  once.  He  then  said  that  he 
must  tell  me  a  narrative  of  the  past,  of  which,  as  he  had  dis- 
covered, I  was  hitherto  completely  ignorant.  Without  im- 
mediately revealing  himself,  he  told  me  how  a  certain  Vis- 
count Delorme  had  proved  the  author  of  your  wretchedness, 
my  dear  father  — 

Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Monsieur  Volney,  with  an  an- 
guished look;  "  I  can  understand  full  well  all  that  he  told 
you." 

And  then  he  concluded,"  added  Clarine,  herself  deeply 
afflicted  at  being  compelled  to  make  allusions  which  thus 
planted  fresh  daggers  in  her  parent's  heart,  —  "  and  then  he 
concluded  by  revealing  himself  to  me  as  Alfred  Delorme." 

There  was  a  brief  pause,  during  which  Monsieur  Volney 
guarded  a  profound  silence,  and  Clarine  then  resumed  her 
narrative  in  the  following  manner: 

"  Alfred  explained  to  me  all  the  motives  of  his  recent  con- 
duct. He  said  that  some  five  or  six  years  ago  he  called 
privately  upon  you,  my  dear  father,  at  Fontainebleau,  to 
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make  you  acquainted  with  the  elucidation  of  the  mystery 
which  had  previously  shrouded  his  own  father's  fate,  and  at 
the  same  time  he  entertained  the  hope  that  as  so  terrible  a 
retribution  had  overtaken  the  author  of  your  wrongs,  amidst 
the  drifting  snows  of  the  Alpine  regions,  you  would  not  refuse 
to  give  your  hand  in  forgiveness,  if  not  in  friendship,  to  him- 
self as  the  living  representative  of  the  perished  viscount. 
But  you  did  refuse,  and  Alfred  left  you  with  sadness  and 
sorrow  in  his  heart.  A  few  years  passed  away,  during  which 
he  travelled  in  foreign  countries,  and  after  awhile  he  visited 
Spain.  He  took  it  into  his  head  to  perform  a  pedestrian 
tour  across  the  Pyrenees  and  through  the  south  of  France. 
It  was  while  thus  engaged  that  he  arrived  a  few  months  back 
in  this  neighbourhood.  Observing  the  old  chateau,  his  curi- 
osity dictated  certain  inquiries,  and  he  learned  to  his  aston- 
ishment that  it  was  inhabited  by  a  gentleman  named  Volney, 
and  who  had  an  only  daughter.  He  therefore  at  once  felt 
convinced  that  the  present  tenant  of  the  chateau  must  be 
yourself.  He  wandered  in  the  vicinage  of  the  house.  He 
caught  a  glimpse  of  you  in  the  distance;  he  beheld  me  like- 
wise. Often  and  often,"  continued  the  blushing  Clarine, 
"  has  he  breathed  the  assurance  in  my  ear  that  the  first 
moment  he  saw  me,  he  was  smitten  with  a  feeling  which  has 
since  ripened  into  love.  Accident  rendered  him  my  deliverer 
at  the  precipice  of  the  ravine,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  and 
from  that  instant  he  resolved  to  woo  me  as  his  future  bride. 
But  he  dared  not  then  reveal  himself  to  you;  he  thought 
that  if  his  love  were  reciprocated,  and  if  he  could  win  my 
heart,  you  would  not  stand  in  the  way  of  your  daughter's 
happiness.  He  saw  the  necessity  of  devising  some  tale  to 
account  for  his  earnestly  expressed  desire  that  I  should  re- 
main silent  in  respect  to  the  presence  of  such  an  individual 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  therefore,  when  I  pressed  him  to 
declare  who  he  was,  he  adopted  the  first  name  which  entered 
his  head  at  the  moment.  The  story  of  his  political  perils 
was  a  venial  fabrication  to  suit  his  purposes  for  the  time,  to 
lull  my  suspicions,  and  to  satisfy  my  mind.  Such  were  the 
explanations  which  the  Viscount  Delorme  gave  me  the  night 
before  last,  when  I  met  him  in  the  chapel.  You  may  con- 
ceive the  feelings  with  which  I  listened  to  all  that  he  then 
told  me,  but  before  I  had  time  to  learn  what  his  intentions 
were,  and  how  he  meant  to  proceed  toward  yourself,  dear 
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father,  the  door  of  the  chapel  opened  and  Marguerite  made 
her  appearance.  I  may  as  well  observe,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
interruption  of  my  narrative  hereafter,  that  Marguerite  (as  I 
learned  that  same  night,  for  I  knew  it  not  before)  was  in  the 
habit  of  occasionally  visiting  the  chapel  to  say  her  prayers, 
for,  as  you  are  aware,  dear  father,  her  piety  borders  upon 
superstition." 

"  And  Marguerite  thus  surprised  you,"  said  Monsieur  Vol- 
ney,  "  with  Alfred  Delorme?  " 

"  Yes,  and  she  was  more  than  astonished,  —  she  was  more 
than  startled;  she  was  horrified,"  continued  Clarine.  "  She 
insisted  that  the  viscount  should  at  once  take  his  departure. 
Vainly  did  he  entreat,  plead,  and  remonstrate;  Marguerite 
was  resolute,  and  she  vowed  that  if  he  departed  not  at  once, 
she  would  unhesitatingly  make  known  his  presence  to  you. 
All  the  favour  that  he  could  obtain  was  a  permission  to 
return  on  the  following  evening  to  explain  those  intentions 
which  he  was  about  to  make  known  to  me  at  the  instant 
Marguerite  so  unexpectantly  appeared.  He  went  away,  and 
I  was  left  alone  with  Marguerite.  She  then  began  to  up- 
braid me  bitterly  for  what  she  termed  the  wickedness  of  my 
conduct.  I  besought  her  not  to  speak  so  harshly;  the  tears 
were  streaming  down  my  cheeks;  she  relented,  and  she  em- 
braced me.  But  she  bade  me  discard  the  image  of  Alfred 
Delorme  from  my  heart;  she  told  me  it  was  criminal  to  love 
him,  for  that  you,  my  dear  father,  entertained  the  horrible 
suspicion  —  But  I  will  not  more  directly  allude  to  it.  Suf- 
fice it  to  say  that  I  myself  was  horrified.  I  consented,  — 
yes,  willingly  consented,  to  abide  by  the  dictates  of  Mar- 
guerite's guidance,  and  she  bade  me  pen  a  letter  to  Alfred 
Delorme,  to  the  effect  that  everything  must  be  considered 
to  be  at  an  end  between  us.  On  this  condition  —  and  on 
this  condition  only  —  would  she  agree  to  place  upon  her 
lips  the  seal  of  silence  in  respect  to  what  had  occurred.  I 
penned  that  letter;  yesterday  morning  I  gave  it  to  Mar- 
guerite, and  last  night  she  left  it  in  the  chapel,  so  that  when 
Alfred  Delorme  should  penetrate  thither  he  might  find  it. 
She  herself  chose  not  to  have  an  interview  with  him;  she 
deemed  it  useless  to  learn  what  had  been  his  intentions, 
inasmuch  as  she  felt  the  impossibility  of  their  being  carried 
out." 

"  And  it  was  after  all  Alfred  Delorme,"  said  Monsieur 
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Volney,  "  whom  I  saw  last  night  stealing  along  the  passage. 
It  was  he,  too,  whom  your  ladyship  "  —  addressing  himself 
to  Zoe  —  "on  two  occasions  beheld." 

"  And  now,  my  dear  father,"  continued  Clarine,  not  paus- 
ing to  ask  a  question  nor  make  a  comment  in  respect  to  the 
words  which  Monsieur  Volney  had  just  uttered,  "  can  you 
pardon  me  for  all  that  I  have  done?  Oh,  you  know  not  how 
my  heart  was  rent  when  in  your  study  you  delivered  that 
solemn  injunction  in  respect  to  Alfred  Delorme.  I  longed  to 
throw  myself  at  your  feet  and  confess  everything,  but  I  dared 
not.    Again  I  ask,  can  you  forgive  me?  " 

Yes,  my  dear  child,  I  forgive  you,"  exclaimed  her  father; 
"  from  the  very  bottom  of  my  heart  do  I  forgive  you." 

Clarine  threw  herself  into  her  sire's  arms,  and  for  several 
minutes  she  remained  clasped  there,  weeping  upon  his  breast, 
and  he  himself  weeping  over  her.  The  scene  was  full  of  an 
exquisite  pathos,  and  Zoe  was  profoundly  affected. 

"  Retire,  my  love,  retire  to  your  chamber,"  said  Monsieur 
Volney  at  length,  and  then  he  added,  with  accents  of  deepest 
fervour,  "  And  may  Heaven  bless  you!  " 

"  But  have  you  nothing  more  to  say  to  me,  dear  father?  " 
inquired  Clarine,  upturning  her  looks  toward  Monsieur  Vol- 
ney's  countenance,  and  with  an  expression  of  half-surprise, 
half-affliction  on  her  features.  "  Will  you  not  put  me  out 
of  all  suspense  —  " 

"  Listen,  Clarine,"  interrupted  her  father,  who  after  an 
instant's  air  of  anguish  suddenly  appeared  to  nerve  himself 
with  the  fortitude  requisite  for  the  utterance  of  an  inflexible 
decision.  "You  may  as  well  know  the  worst  at  once,  and 
be  relieved  of  all  suspense.  Clarine,  my  poor  girl,  doubly 
dear  to  me  since  that  horrible  suspicion  has  been  banished 
from  my  mind,  your  union  with  the  Viscount  Delorme  is  an 
impossibility.    God  help  thee,  my  poor  child!  " 

These  last  words  were  spoken  with  the  tremulous  accents 
of  deepest  emotion,  and  they  were  followed  by  a  sob  which 
seemed  to  convulse  Monsieur  Volney's  breast.  Clarine  bent 
upon  him  a  look  full  of  unutterable  misery,  and  then  she  fell 
senseless  in  the  arms  of  Lady  Octavian.  Monsieur  Volney, 
half-distracted,  flew  to  fetch  restoratives,  and  when  he  per- 
ceived that  his  unhappy  daughter  was  slowly  returning  to 
consciousness,  he  pressed  Zoe's  hand  with  nervous  violence, 
saying,  "  I  cannot  wait  till  she  is  completely  restored.  For 
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Heaven's  sake  soothe,  console,  strengthen  her.  But  re- 
member, Lady  Octavian,  remember,  —  that  decision  of  mine 
is  inflexible/' 

And  with  these  words  Monsieur  Volney  rushed  from  the 
room. 


CHAPTER  VIII 


THE  ALPINE  TRAGEDY 

It  was  after  breakfast  on  the  following  morning  —  a  meal, 
however,  at  which  Clarine  was  not  present,  and  of  which 
neither  Monsieur  Volney  nor  Zoe  scarcely  partook  —  that  he 
requested  her  ladyship  to  join  him  presently  in  his  study,  as 
he  wished  to  speak  to  her  on  matters  of  the  utmost  import- 
ance. Zoe  hastened  first  of  all  to  see  whether  her  ministra- 
tions were  required  by  Clarine,  who  was  ill  in  bed,  and  in 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  she  repaired  to  the  study.  She 
found  Monsieur  Volney  pacing  to  and  fro,  not  with  a  visible 
excitement  and  agitation,  but  in  a  slow,  solemn  manner,  and 
with  a  deep  dejection  of  the  looks.  He  placed  a  chair  for 
Lady  Octavian's  accommodation;  he  then  sat  down  at  his 
desk,  and  he  said,  in  a  mournful  voice,  "  How  fares  my 
daughter  now?  " 

"  My  opinion  is  still  the  same.  Monsieur  Volney,"  answered 
Zoe.  "  As  I  told  you  the  instant  we  met  at  the  breakfast- 
table,  Clarine  has  received  a  shock  which  she  will  never 
recover,  unless  joyous  intelligence  be  speedily  conveyed 
to  her.  She  will  die  of  a  broken  heart.  Monsieur  Volney, 
for  all  her  happiness  is  centred  in  her  love  for  Alfred 
Delorme." 

The  pallor  which  already  overspread  the  French  gentle- 
man's countenance  deepened  into  ghastliness;  it  was  a  pale- 
ness like  that  of  the  dead;  it  appeared  as  if  all  the  vital  blood 
had  suddenly  quitted  his  body.  Even  his  lips  became  ashy 
white;  a  fearful  struggle  was  evidently  taking  place  within 
him.  In  a  few  moments  he  rose  from  his  seat,  opened  the 
door  of  the  study,  and  looked  forth  into  the  passage  with 
which  it  communicated.  Satisfied  that  no  one  was  there, 
he  closed  the  outer  door  carefully;  then  he  shut  an  inner 
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door,  which  was  covered  with  green  baize  and  which  usually 
stood  open. 

Be  not  alarmed,  Lady  Octavian,  at  these  precautions," 
he  said,  slowly  returning  to  his  seat,  "  but  I  am  about  to 
speak  to  you  on  a  subject  for  which  there  must  be  no  lis- 
teners." 

If  Zoe  were  not  exactly  alarmed,  she  nevertheless  felt  a 
chill  strike  glacially  to  her  heart,  for  there  was  something  so 
fearful  in  Monsieur  Volney^s  looks  at  the  moment,  —  some- 
thing so  full  of  ghastly  horror,  that  it  was  only  too  well 
calculated  to  produce  this  effect.  He  resumed  his  seat;  he 
drew  his  chair  closer  toward  her,  and  he  said,  in  a  voice 
which  had  now  changed  from  a  deep  mournfulness  to  a 
sepulchral  hollowness,  "  That  which  I  am  about  to  tell  you 
has  never  yet  been  breathed  to  mortal  ears,  and  from  your 
lips  must  it  never  go  forth  again.  I  need  your  advice  in  the 
awful  dilemma  in  which  I  am  placed;  I  feel  myself  totally 
unable  to  act  according  to  the  guidance  of  my  own  soul's 
promptings.  Strong  as  my  mind  has  hitherto  been,  the  in- 
cidents which  are  now  passing  have  reduced  it  to  a  more 
than  childhood's  weakness.  You,  Lady  Octavian,  have 
shown  yourself  so  good,  so  kind,  so  affectionate  toward  my 
daughter  —  you  possess  too  so  much  sterling  sense  —  that  I 
readily  leave  myself  in  your  hands.  But  in  order  that  you 
may  be  enabled  to  assist  me  with  your  judgment  and  direct 
my  proceedings,  I  must  tell  you  everything." 

Monsieur  Volney  paused;  Zoe  had  no  reply  to  make,  — 
at  least  not  for  the  present,  but  she  waited  with  intensest 
curiosity,  and  also  with  a  solemn  feeling  of  interest,  for  the 
explanations  that  were  to  come. 

First  of  all,"  resumed  Monsieur  Volney,  "  let  me  inform 
you  of  the  nature  of  that  letter  which  Alfred  Delorme  placed 
in  my  hand  last  night.  It  was  a  letter  written  by  my 
wretched  wife  to  Alfred's  father;  it  was  after  the  birth  of 
my  daughter,  and  by  its  tenor  it  fully  proved  that  although 
they  had  for  some  time  loved  each  other  with  that  illicit, 
fatal  affection  of  theirs,  yet  that  it  was  only  a  few  days  prior 
to  the  writing  of  that  letter  that  their  love  had  become  down- 
right criminal.  Yes,  the  evidence  that  such  is  the  fact  is 
incontrovertible,  and  therefore  was  I  enabled  last  night  to 
embrace  Clarine  for  the  first  time  with  the  conviction  that 
in  her  I  was  veritably  embracing  a  daughter.    And  thus,  too, 
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the  barrier  which  my  hideous  suspicion  had  raised  up  against 
the  possibility  of  an  alliance  between  herself  and  Alfred  De- 
lorme  has  ceased  to  exist,  but  there  is  another  —  another/' 
added  Monsieur  Volney,  with  difficulty  suppressing  a  burst 
of  anguish;  —  "  unless  indeed  by  your  judgment  and  under 
your  guidance,  Lady  Octavian,  it  can  be  surmounted." 

"  And  this  other  barrier?  "  said  Zoe,  still  in  a  state  of 
deep  and  solemn  suspense. 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Monsieur  Volney,  "  and  I  will  tell  you 
a  tale  which  you  can  little  expect  to  hear.  You  are  already 
sufficiently  acquainted  with  past  events  to  enable  me  to  take 
up  my  narrative  from  a  particular  point  without  any  prefa- 
tory details.  I  therefore  wish  to  direct  your  attention  to 
that  period  —  that  fatal  period  —  when  I  suddenly  discov- 
ered my  wife's  infidelity.  She  died  of  a  broken  heart,  over- 
whelmed with  shame  and  disgrace,  as  you  have  heard.  The 
Viscount  Delorme  —  that  false  friend  who  became  the  author 
of  so  much  misery  —  fled  to  avoid  my  vengeance,  for  I  sent 
a  friend  to  provoke  him  to  a  mortal  duel,  —  a  duel  in  which 
I  had  resolved  that  one  if  not  both  should  perish.  But  my 
mind  was  made  up;  I  was  determined  to  have  vengeance; 
nothing  but  the  blood  of  that  man  could  appease  my  furi- 
ously excited  passions.  Heaven  knows  that  up  to  that  in- 
stant my  character  had  never  displayed  itself  in  a  ferocious 
light;  my  disposition  had  never  developed  savage  instincts. 
But  I  had  experienced  a  wrong  so  stupendous  that  only  an 
adequate  vengeance  could  give  rest  to  my  perturbed  and 
excited  spirit.  At  least  such  was  my  idea.  By  some  means, 
which  I  need  not  now  pause  to  describe,  I  got  upon  the  vis- 
count's track,  and  I  at  once  pretexted  an  inclination  for  a 
change  of  residence  to  an  Italian  clime.  I  took  my  infant 
daughter  and  Marguerite  with  me.  Oh,  often  and  often  did 
I  wonder  within  myself  wherefore  I  entertained  the  least  love 
for  that  child,  and  wherefore  I  did  not  cast  her  forth  from  me 
as  the  possible  offspring  of  that  illicit  love  which  had  dis- 
honoured me.  But  when  I  looked  upon  Clarine's  innocent 
countenance  there  was  a  yearning  tenderness  in  my  heart 
which  at  least  forbade  me  from  being  unkind  to  the  babe 
even  if  my  soul  did  not  absolutely  cleave  to  it.  It  was  the 
voice  of  nature  whispering,  though  faintly,  within  me,  for 
last  night  has  proven  that  she  is  indeed  my  daughter.  Good 
God,  if  I  had  discarded  the  child,  —  if  I  had  repudiated  her! 
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Oh;  what  guilt!  what  sorrow!  But,  thank  Heaven,  of  that 
crime  I  am  innocent!  " 

A  look  of  grateful  fervour,  as  these  last  words  were  uttered, 
succeeded  the  strong  shudder  with  which  the  immediate 
previous  ones  were  spoken,  and  Zoe  herself  shuddered,  for 
she  had  a  presentiment  that  her  ears  were  about  to  drink  in 
some  terrible  revelation. 

"  Yes,  I  undertook  that  journey,"  continued  Monsieur 
Volney,  after  a  pause,  "  and  at  every  halting-place  I  secretly 
but  diligently  instituted  those  inquiries  which  enabled  me  to 
follow  up  the  clue  that  I  had  originally  obtained.  Mar- 
guerite fancied  that  it  was  my  unsettled  mind  which  caused 
me  thus  to  wander  forth  for  long  hours  together,  but  it  was 
in  reality  for  the  purpose  of  making  the  inquiries  to  which  I 
have  just  alluded.  At  length  the  intelligence  I  received  led 
me  to  Mount  St.  Bernard,  —  that  portion  of  the  Alpine  range 
which  overlooks  sunny  Italy.  We  reached  the  hospice,  but 
now  all  clue  to  the  Viscount  Delorme  seemed  suddenly  lost. 
He  had  not  visited  the  hospice,  and  yet  I  had  the  positive 
certainty  that  he  had  commenced  the  ascent  of  the  moun- 
tain. I  wandered  about  for  hours  and  hours  together  in  that 
dangerous  region  of  snows  and  glaciers,  and  the  faithful 
Marguerite  was  more  than  ever  frightened  on  my  account. 
Yes,  I  dared  a  thousand  perils  while  hunting  a  man  on  those 
Alpine  heights  with  as  much  tenacity  of  purpose  as  ever  the 
hardy  mountaineer  displayed  in  chasing  the  chamois.  Thus 
several  days  passed,  and  at  length  one  forenoon,  amidst  an 
almost  blinding  sleet,  I  beheld  a  single  horseman  toiling  up  a 
steep  slope.  It  was  he,  my  mortal  enemy,  the  object  of 
my  search,  the  man  whom  I  was  hunting,  the  Viscount 
Delorme." 

"  Monsieur  Volney,"  said  Zoe,  shuddering,  and  with  a 
countenance  pale  as  death,  "  tell  me  no  more  —  I  beseech  you 
to  tell  me  no  more.  I  dare  not  anticipate  what  the  rest  of 
your  narrative  might  be,  but  it  seems  as  if  I  had  already 
heard  too  much." 

"  Lady  Octavian,"  said  the  French  gentleman,  in  a  voice 
that  was  scarcely  audible,  I  beseech  you  to  hear  the  rest. 
You  must  know  everything,  or  else  you  will  be  unable  to 
assist  me  with  your  judgment.  Nothing  must  be  concealed 
from  you  —  nothing  withheld.  If  you  were  left  to  conjec- 
ture, it  might  fall  short  of  the  terrible,  the  astounding  truth. 
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Besides,"  added  Monsieur  Volney,  "  a  very  few  words  will 
explain  the  rest,  and  these  words  shall  be  quickly  said." 

No,  no,"  gasped  Zoe,  but  her  accents  were  even  less 
audible  than  those  in  which  the  Frenchman  had  just  been 
speaking. 

It  was  amidst  that  cloud  of  beating  sleet,  mingled  with 
snowflakes,"  continued  Monsieur  Volney,  heedless  of  Lady 
Octavian's  weak  and  feeble  interruption,  "  that  the  horse- 
man advanced.  I  stood  with  my  back  toward  him  until  he 
was  on  a  level  with  me;  then  in  consequence  of  the  sudden- 
ness with  which  I  turned  toward  him,  his  horse  started,  shied, 
and  flung  the  viscount  from  his  back.  The  scene  was  terrible. 
The  animal  reared,  fell  back  upon  its  haunches,  and  slipping 
with  its  hinder  hoofs,  was  in  an  instant  over  the  precipice. 
The  fearful  cry  which  it  sent  up  from  the  tremendous  depth 
into  which  it  was  plunging  down  was  like  the  voices  of  a  dozen 
human  beings  all  concentrated  in  the  horrible  concord  of  one 
wild,  terrific  yell  of  agony.  At  the  same  instant  my  knee  was 
upon  the  breast  of  Delorme,  —  my  hand  grasped  his  throat. 
The  rage  of  ten  thousand  fiends  was  boiling  in  the  hell  of  my 
soul;  there  was  the  strength  of  an  iron  vise  in  the  fingers  that 
were  tightening  about  my  enemy's  neck.  Desperate  were 
his  struggles,  but  he  had  no  more  chance  in  contending  with 
me  than  if  he  were  an  infant  in  the  hands  of  a  giant.  And 
yet  naturally  he  was  far  stronger  than  I,  more  powerful  of 
form,  more  vigorous  of  arm  and  limb.  For  it  was  the  raging 
pandemonium  of  my  vindictive  fury  that  rendered  me  at  the 
time  invincible,  irresistible,  dominant,  and  which  gave  me  the 
strength  of  ten  thousand.  A  few  moments,  and  I  started  up 
with  a  revulsion  of  unutterable  horror  in  my  soul,  for  that 
viselike  gripe  of  mine  had  only  relaxed  its  hold  upon  the 
viscount's  throat  when  the  last  breath  and  sigh  of  life  had 
come  gurgling  from  his  lips.  He  at  last  was  a  corpse;  and 
I  —  I,  Lady  Octavian  Meredith,  stood  there,  amidst  that 
wild  Alpine  scene,  a  branded  murderer." 

Zoe  gazed,  with  a  ghastly  terror  and  a  horror-stricken 
stupefaction  of  the  feelings,  upon  the  equally  ghastly  face  of 
Monsieur  Volney.  She  was  transfixed  to  her  seat;  she 
seemed  turned  into  a  statue;  all  the  blood  had  curdled  in 
her  veins.  Her  lips  were  apart,  but  no  breath  came  through 
them,  it  was  held  in  awful  suspense;  her  bosom  remained 
upheaved. 
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"  And  now,  Lady  Octavian,"  continued  Monsieur  Volney, 
still  in  a  hollow  voice,  "  you  know  my  secret.  I  have  not 
shrunk  from  trusting  you  with  it;  I  know  that  you  will  not 
betray  me.  It  was  a  vengeance  which  I  wreaked,  and  though 
before  I  perpetrated  the  deed  I  considered  myself  justified 
in  seeking  the  deadliest  revenge  for  my  outraged  honour  and 
my  wrecked  happiness,  though  all  the  world  too  would  hold 
that  I  was  thus  justified,  yet  frankly  do  I  confess  that  my 
conscience  has  reproached  me  ever  since  the  moment  that  I 
stood  a  murderer  amidst  that  wild  Alpine  scenery.  Never- 
theless, I  repeat,  I  know  that  you  will  not  betray  me.  But 
let  me  continue.  I  have  only  a  few  more  words  to  say.  I 
took  from  the  person  of  the  viscount  whatsoever  papers 
might  prove  his  identity,  and  I  dragged  the  corpse  to  a  spot 
where  I  saw  that  the  drifting  snow  was  accumulating  fast. 
In  a  few  minutes  the  body  of  the  viscount  was  completely 
enveloped  in  the  winding-sheet  which  nature's  hand  wove  in 
countless  myriads  of  flakes  around  it,  and  I  knew  that  my 
secret  was  safe.  And  so  it  proved.  Several  years  elapsed 
ere  the  corpse  was  disinterred  from  its  mausoleum  of  snow 
by  one  of  the  dogs  of  the  hospice,  and  several  more  years 
elapsed  ere  the  marchioness  and  Alfred  were  led  to  the  eluci- 
dation of  the  lost  viscount's  fate.  Alfred  came  to  me  at 
Fontainebleau  to  report  the  discovery,  to  entreat  my  for- 
giveness toward  his  father's  memory,  and  to  beseech  that 
there  might  be  reconciliation  between  the  two  families,  for 
he  said  that  if  I  received  him  with  rancour,  he  should  feel 
as  if  his  father's  sins  were  being  visited  anathematizingly 
upon  himself.  I  saw  that  the  young  man  suspected  not  his 
sire  had  met  his  death  otherwise  than  by  an  accident  which 
often  overtakes  travellers  amidst  the  Alpine  mountains,  but 
yet  I  was  alarmed.  Conscience,  Lady  Octavian,"  added 
Monsieur  Volney,  in  a  solemn  tone,  "  makes  cowards  of  us 
all." 

There  was  another  brief  pause,  —  a  pause  which  Zoe  could 
not  interrupt,  for  she  was  still  a  prey  to  almost  overwhelming 
feelings,  but  the  French  gentleman  soon  continued  in  the 
following  strain: 

"  I  refused  to  give  the  hand  of  friendship  to  Alfred  De- 
lorme.  It  was  not,  Lady  Octavian,  because  I  in  reality 
visited  upon  himself  the  sins  of  his  father:  it  was  because  I 
could  not  bear  the  idea  of  meeting,  much  less  encouraging 
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the  visits  of  one  whose  presence  would  continuously  remind 
me  that  his  sire  had  met  his  death  at  my  hand.  And  then, 
too,  the  horrible  suspicion  existed  in  my  mind  that  the  same 
blood  which  flowed  in  the  veins  of  Alfred  Delorme  might  also 
flow  in  the  veins  of  Clarine,  and  I  recoiled  in  consternation 
from  the  idea  that  it  was  possible  for  them  to  become  en- 
amoured of  each  other.  Thus,  in  order  to  rid  myself  of 
Alfred  Delorme,  in  the  hope  of  preventing  him  from  seeking 
me  out  for  the  future,  I  roughly  and  rudely  repelled  his  con- 
ciliatory overtures.  I  assumed  the  air  and  speech  of  vin- 
dictiveness ;  I  sent  him  away  saddened  and  dejected.  And 
then  I  lost  no  time  in  abandoning  my  home  and  taking 
Clarine  with  me,  —  it  being  my  intention  to  bury  ourselves 
in  some  deep  solitude.  It  was  amongst  the  Pyrenean  regions 
or  the  wilds  of  Catalonia  that  I  thought  of  settling  our  future 
abode,  but  on  reaching  the  adjacent  village  and  on  beholding 
this  chateau,  I  conceived  the  place  and  neighbourhood  to  be 
sufliciently  suited  for  my  purpose.  It  has,  however,  pleased 
Heaven  to  direct  the  footsteps  of  Alfred  Delorme  hither,  and 
that  which  I  had  done  so  much  to  avoid,  that  which  I  have 
so  much  striven  to  prevent,  has  taken  place.  They  have 
met,  and  they  love  each  other." 

There  was  another  brief  pause,  and  then  Monsieur  Volney 
concluded  thus : 

"  One  tremendous  barrier  has  been  broken  down;  it  ceases 
to  exist.  That  letter,  whicn  Alfred  Delorme  must  doubtless 
have  found  amongst  his  deceased  father's  papers,  when  tak- 
ing possession  of  his  ancestral  home,  —  or  which  might  have 
been  in  possession  of  the  marchioness  who  so  tenderly  reared 
him,  —  has  convinced  me  that  my  wife  became  not  com- 
pletely criminal  until  after  the  birth  of  Clarine.  That  barrier 
therefore  is  destroyed.  But  how  can  I  recognize  Alfred  De- 
lorme as  my  son-in-law?  How  can  I  extend  the  hand  of 
friendship  toward  him,  —  that  hand  which  took  his  father's 
life!  Counsel  —  advise  me.  Lady  Octavian.  I  pledge  my- 
self to  fulfil  your  injunctions,  whatever  they  may  be.  But 
as  for  that  terrible  secret  of  mine  —  " 

"  It  is  safe,  Monsieur  Volney;  it  is  safe  with  me,"  replied 
Zoe,  in  a  low  voice  of  deep  solemnity.  You  will  not  expect 
me  to  offer  any  comment  upon  that  terrible  portion  of  your 
narrative.  But  in  respect  to  Clarine,  in  respect  to  the  vis- 
count, I  can  have  no  hesitation  in  offering  an  opinion.  If 
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you  insist  upon  severing  them,  you  will  be  sacrificing  their 
happiness  to  the  sense  of  —  " 

"  I  understand  you,  Lady  Oct  avian,"  said  Monsieur  Vol- 
ney;  "  to  the  sense  of  my  own  guilt.  Yes,  yes  —  it  is  so. 
I  must  not  be  selfish." 

"  No,  Monsieur  Volney,"  observed  Lady  Octavian,  im- 
pressively, "  there  must  be  the  completest  self-abnegation 
on  your  part  —  " 

"  There  shall  be  —  there  shall  be,"  responded  the  French 
gentleman.  "  Poor  Clarine!  she  has  already  been  made  too 
much  the  victim  of  my  own  wretched  destiny." 

He  rose  from  his  seat,  and  paced  the  room  for  a  few  in- 
stants with  agitated  steps;  his  form  was  bowed,  he  looked 
ten  years  older  than  he  had  seemed  on  the  preceding  day. 

"  Yes,  they  shall  be  united,"  he  said,  suddenly  stopping 
short  in  front  of  Lady  Octavian.  "  Hasten  and  convey  this 
intelligence  to  Clarine.  The  bridal  shall  take  place  soon,  and 
afterward  —  afterward,"  added  Monsieur  Volney,  "  I  will 
seek  some  foreign  country,  —  there  to  dwell  for  the  re- 
mainder of  my  life." 

Zoe  could  not  help  compassionating  the  unhappy  man 
whose  crime  had  arisen  from  a  sense  of  deepest  wrong,  and 
when  she  issued  from  his  presence,  she  felt  that  the  tears 
were  streaming  down  her  cheeks.  Having  composed  her 
feelings  somewhat,  she  sped  to  Clarine's  chamber,  and  to 
that  young  lady  did  she  impart  the  happy  intelligence  which 
she  had  to  convey.  We  need  scarcely  add  that  Zoe  re- 
spected Monsieur  Volney's  secret,  terrible  though  it  were. 
Joy,  indescribable  joy  expanded  upon  Clarine's  countenance; 
the  sense  of  indisposition  vanished,  and  she  hastened  to 
apparel  herself  that  she  might  welcome  her  lover  when  he 
should  come,  according  to  appointment,  to  learn  Monsieur 
Volney's  decision. 


CHAPTER  IX 


THE  DISGUISED  ONE 

It  was  evening,  —  a  beautiful  evening  in  the  middle  of 
September,  and  a  gentle  breeze  had  succeeded  the  heat  of  a 
day  of  more  than  usual  sultriness  for  that  period  of  the  year. 
Queen  Indora  was  walking  in  the  garden  attached  to  her 
beautiful  villa  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Notting  Hill  and 
Bayswater;  she  was  alone,  and  reflecting  upon  the  incidents 
of  her  past  life.  The  purple  which  blended  with  the  other 
hues  of  her  garments  indicated  that  she  was  in  mourning. 
Her  dress  was  half-European,  half-Oriental.  She  wore  the 
flowing  skirt  belonging  to  the  feminine  garb  of  the  former 
style ;  a  species  of  caftan,  and  the  undergarment  developing 
the  rich  proportions  of  her  bust,  were  of  the  Eastern  fashion. 
The  jetty  masses  of  her  hair  hung  far  down  her  back,  below 
her  waist,  and  seemed  like  a  thick,  ebon  veil  which  might 
be  drawn  at  will  over  the  countenance. 

There  was  a  certain  degree  of  pensiveness  expressed  in  the 
looks  of  the  queen,  which  was  not,  however,  altogether  sor- 
rowful. Subjects  for  mourning  and  rejoicing  were  blending 
in  her  thoughts;  on  one  side  was  her  father's  death,  on  the 
other  the  assurance  which  she  had  received  from  Clement 
Redcliffe  that  he  would  accept  her  hand.  Still  Indora  was 
thoughtful;  she  walked  with  a  slow  pace,  and  when  reaching 
a  fountain  in  the  midst  of  the  garden,  she  stood  there  gazing 
upon  the  flow  of  the  crystal  water,  and  giving  way  to  the 
reflections  that  were  uppermost  in  her  mind. 

From  amidst  a  knot  of  trees  an  ominous  countenance  was 
surveying  her.  Without  preserving  any  unnecessary  mys- 
tery in  the  present  instance,  we  will  at  once  declare  that  the 
individual  thus  concealed  was  none  other  than  Barney  the 
Burker.    Nothing  could  be  more  admirable  than  the  fellow's 
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disguise,  —  nothing  more  complete  than  his  transmogrifica- 
tion, so  to  speak.  He  wore  the  wig  with  frizzly  curls  which 
the  Duke  of  Marchmont  had  given  him;  his  countenance  was 
stained  duskily  with  the  dye  which  he  had  obtained  from  the 
same  source;  he  wore  spectacles,  and  a  large  overhanging 
moustache  concealed  the  malformation  of  his  upper  lip.  In 
respect  to  apparel,  the  Burker  had  a  very  decent  appearance, 
and  he  no  longer  retained  the  huge  club  which  was  wont  to 
be  his  almost  inseparable  companion.  In  this  disguise  was 
it  that  Barney  had  dared  to  come  up  to  London,  and  now 
for  the  first  time  he  had  penetrated  into  the  grounds  of  the 
villa  where  Queen  Indora  dwelt. 

Little  suspected  the  Oriental  lady  that  she  was  in  the  close 
vicinage  of  one  who  harboured  such  evil  designs  toward  her; 
little  likewise  did  she  imagine  that  the  power  of  her  beauty 
was  at  that  instant  exercising  its  influence  over  the  soul  of 
one  of  the  greatest  miscreants  in  all  Christendom.  And  yet 
such  was  the  case.  The  Burker  —  whose  disposition  was 
,  naturally  of  a  brutal  callousness,  and  who  of  all  men  in  the 
world  was  the  least  susceptible  of  a  sentiment  that  could  in- 
terfere with  any  business  that  he  had  on  hand  —  was  now 
smitten  with  a  feeling  hitherto  unknown.  It  appeared  as  if 
he  had  never  rightly  until  this  minute  comprehended  what 
female  beauty  was,  but  now  he  began  to  understand  what 
was  meant  by  regular  and  well-chiseled  features,  by  eyes  of 
splendid  lustre,  by  nobly  arching  brows  that  gave  intelli- 
gence and  lofty  frankness  to  the  countenance,  by  the  magnif- 
icent symmetry  of  shape,  and  by  the  blending  of  all  that 
elegance,  gracefulness,  and  dignity  which  combined  to  render 
Indora  at  once  the  fascinating  and  the  queenlike  woman  she 
was.  Yes,  all  this  did  the  Burker  begin  to  appreciate,  and 
the  brutal  ruffianism  of  his  nature  was  melting  under  the 
influence  of  that  supernal  loveliness  which  he  was  now  sur- 
veying. Indeed,  the  Eastern  lady  appeared  to  him  some- 
thing more  than  woman;  she  looked  as  if  she  were  a  goddess. 
There  was  something  about  her  which  not  merely  charmed,  — 
it  likewise  overawed;  and  there  was  a  moment  when  the 
miscreant  almost  felt  as  if  he  could  rush  forth  from  his 
ambush,  throw  himself  at  her  feet,  and  implore  her  par- 
don. 

Indora  passed  away  from  the  vicinage  of  the  fountain,  and 
as  the  Burker  followed  with  his  eyes  her  slowly  retreating 
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form,  he  thought  to  himself  that  never  had  he  before  been 
struck  by  the  beauty  which  exists  in  a  woman's  faultless 
shape.  These  hitherto  unknown  feelings  expanded  and 
strengthened  within  him,  and  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  suddenly 
become  altogether  a  different  being  from  what  he  was.  In- 
dora  disappeared  in  a  turning  of  the  gravel-walk,  and  then 
the  Burker  asked  himself,  "  What  the  devil  is  all  this  that 
has  come  over  me?  I  feel  just  like  a  child.  I  suppose  it 
must  be  because  I  haven't  got  my  club  as  usual,  and  I'm 
like  a  lion  without  his  teeth  and  claws.  And  yet  that  lady 
is  uncommon  beautiful.  I  never  thought  so  much  before  of 
what  a  woman's  good  looks  might  be." 

Here  Indora  reappeared  to  the  Burker's  view;  he  left  off 
communing  with  himself,  —  his  gaze  was  once  more  riveted 
upon  her.  As  she  drew  nearer,  he  beheld  an  expression  of 
ineffable  sadness  pass  over  her  countenance;  she  was  think- 
ing of  her  late  father,  and  the  tears  trickled  down  her  cheeks. 
She  raised  her  kerchief  to  wipe  them  away,  and  the  Burker 
was  struck  by  the  exquisite  modelling  of  her  hand  and  of  as 
much  of  the  arm  as  the  sleeve  of  the  caftan  suffered  to  be 
visible.  Then  she  thought  of  Clement  Redcliffe,  and  a  sweet 
smile  played  upon  her  lips,  revealing  a  glimpse  of  the  teeth 
of  ivory  whiteness.  The  Burker  literally  quivered  at  the 
strangeness  of  these  new  feelings  which  had  come  over  him, 
and  again  was  he  on  the  point  of  rushing  forth  and  imploring 
the  lady's  pardon  for  the  design  which  he  had  entertained 
toward  her.  But  he  checked  himself,  for  at  the  instant  his 
ear  caught  other  footsteps  advancing  along  a  neighbouring 
gravel-walk. 

It  was  Sagoonah  who  sought  her  mistress,  and  now  the 
Burker  beheld  that  splendid  Hindu  woman,  the  dark  grandeur 
of  whose  beauty  was  of  so  high  an  order,  and  whose  lithe 
form  was  of  so  bayadere  a  symmetry.  The  Burker  was  as- 
tonished at  the  spectacle  of  this  new  personification  of  an- 
other style  of  feminine  charm,  and  as  the  two  walked  away 
together,  he  followed  them  with  his  gaze.  But  in  his  own 
mind  he  endeavoured  to  establish  a  choice  between  them,  it 
settled  upon  Indora.  Yet  the  heart  of  this  man,  who  was 
stained  with  a  thousand  crimes,  and  himself  a  monster  of 
ugliness,  was  deeply  touched  by  both  the  specimens  of 
Oriental  beauty  which  he  had  thus  seen. 

"  You  seek  me,  my  Sagoonah,"  said  Queen  Indora,  as  they 
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slowly  walked  away  from  the  fountain;  "  have  you  anything 
to  communicate?  " 

"  No,  my  lady,"  answered  the  ayah,  but  you  gave 
me  permission  to  join  you  occasionally  when  you  were 
alone  —  " 

Yes,  my  faithful  Sagoonah,"  rejoined  the  queen,  "  be- 
cause I  have  fancied  that  for  the  last  few  days  you  have  been 
pensive  and  mournful,  or  that  at  least  you  have  had  strange 
fits  of  abstraction  —  " 

''Oh,  no,  my  lady,"  said  Sagoonah,  lifting  her  large 
dark  eyes  with  an  air  of  the  most  ingenuous  candour 
toward  Indora's  countenance.  I  can  assure  you  that  it 
is  not  so.  I  have  already  given  your  ladyship  that  same 
assurance." 

''  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  repeat  it,  Sagoonah,"  remarked 
the  queen,  because  you  know  that  I  experience  an  affec- 
tion for  you.  You  have  served  me  so  truly  and  faithfully! 
But  tell  me,  Sagoonah,"  asked  Indora,  thus  suddenly  in- 
terrupting herself,  "  shall  you  be  glad  soon  to  return  to  your 
own  native  country?  " 

*'  I  am  always  happy  where  your  ladyship  is,"  replied  the 
ayah. 

And  you  will  go  back,  my  Sagoonah,"  proceeded  the 
queen,  now  smiling  good-naturedly  and  with  a  caressing 
manner,  — "  you  will  go  back  without  having  lost  your 
heart  to  any  native  of  this  metropolis?  " 

Sagoonah  stooped  suddenly  down  to  pluck  a  flower  that 
grew  on  the  edge  of  the  border  which  Indora  and  herself 
were  passing  at  the  time,  and  then  she  looked  up  into  the 
countenance  of  her  mistress  with  the  same  ingenuously 
frank  expression  as  before.  For  an  instant  Indora  was 
smitten  with  a  suspicion  —  on  account  of  the  incident  of 
the  flower,  which  had  a  sort  of  petulance  in  it  —  that  the 
words  she  had  used  in  good-humoured  jocularity  had  really 
touched  a  chord  vibrating  in  the  ayah's  heart,  but  this 
idea  quickly  vanished  when  Sagoonah  thus  gazed  up  at  her 
in  so  candid  a  manner. 

"  Yes,  my  faithful  dependent,"  continued  the  queen, 
"  I  know  that  you  will  rejoice  to  return  to  your  native  land, 
and  the  time  is  not  far  distant  when  we  shall  set  off 
thither.  And  we  shall  not  go  alone,  my  dear  Sagoonah," 
proceeded  Indora,  a  blush  now  suffusing  the  delicate  duski- 
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ness  of  her  complexion;  "  I  have  already  given  you  to 
understand  —  " 

At  this  instant  the  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the 
appearance  of  Christian  and  Christina,  who  were  advancing 
along  the  gravel-walk,  for  our  young  hero  had  been  passing 
the  day  at  the  villa.  Sagoonah  retired,  but  as  she  slowly 
walked  back  toward  the  villa,  brilliant  fires  flashed  forth 
from  her  eyes,  and  the  Burker,  as  she  passed  close  by  the 
spot  where  he  still  lay  in  ambush,  was  suddenly  seized  with 
amazement,  —  yes,  and  even  with  a  wild,  unknown  terror 
as  he  beheld  the  lightnings  of  those  burning  orbs.  Shortly 
afterward  Queen  Indora  reentered  the  villa  in  company 
with  Christian  and  Christina,  and  then  the  Burker,  stealing 
forth  from  the  grounds,  betook  himself  slowly  toward  the 
main  road,  wondering  at  the  strange  feelings  which  had 
come  over  him  and  which  had  paralyzed  his  arm  at  the  very 
instant  Indora  seemed  to  be  in  his  power. 

But  notwithstanding  the  strength  of  the  impression  thus 
made  upon  the  monster  at  the  time,  it  gradually  grew  fainter 
now  that  the  Eastern  lady  was  no  longer  before  his  view. 
He  began  to  curse  himself  for  his  folly;  he  thought  of  the 
heavy  bribe  which  had  been  promised  him,  of  the  danger 
which  he  incurred  by  remaining  in  the  metropolis,  and  of 
the  facilities  which  had  been  held  out  for  his  emigration 
to  Australia  or  some  other  part  of  the  world. 

"  And  have  I  been  fool  enough,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"  to  lose  sight  of  all  them  there  adwantages  just  because 
a  petticoat  of  a  ray1)her  better  shape  than  usual  was  a  flaunt- 
ing afore  my  eyes?  I  tell  you  what,  Barney,"  he  continued, 
thus  apostrophizing  himself,  "  it's  my  opinion  as  how 
you're  getting  to  be  a  cussed  fool,  and  if  so  be  I  had  my 
stout  stick  in  my  fist,  I'd  just  lay  it  over  your  precious 
back." 

Mr.  Barnes  walked  on;  the  dusk  was  setting  in,  the  lamps 
were  lighted.  There  were  two  continuous  lines  of  illumi- 
nation stretching  toward  Oxford  Street,  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach.  All  of  a  sudden  the  Burker  was  accosted  by  some 
one  who  asked  him  the  way  to  a  particular  street  which 
he  named.  Barney  could  scarcely  repress  a  visible  start 
when  the  voice  first  sounded  in  his  ear,  for  the  individual 
who  thus  accosted  him  was  none  other  than  old  Jonathan 
Carnabie,  the  parish  clerk  and  sexton  of  Woodbridge. 
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Well,  yes,  I  do  know  the  way,"  replied  the  Burker, 
rendering  his  voice  as  soft  and  oily  as  he  possibly  could, 
but  if  so  be  you're  a  stranger  in  London,  sir,  I  should 
advise  you  to  take  a  cab  —  " 

The  fact  is,  sir,"  interrupted  Jonathan,  "  I  am  walking 
on  principle.  It  is  the  first  time  I  was  ever  in  London,  and 
I  want  to  know  something  about  it;  therefore  I  like  to  find 
my  way  on  foot,  and  if  I  lose  it,  I  inquire  it." 

Quite  right,  sir,  quite  right,"  said  the  Burker.  "  But 
you  ought  to  take  care  of  yourself,  —  I  mean  of  your  pockets, 
you  know  —  " 

"  And  so  I  do,  sir,"  answered  Jonathan  Carnabie.  "  I've 
read  in  books  and  I've  also  been  told  that  London  abounds 
in  queer  characters,  but  I  keep  my  money  for  the  most  part 
at  my  lodgings,  and  just  come  out  with  as  much  as  I  think 
I  may  require." 

"  Quite  right,  sir,"  again  said  the  Burker.  I  happen 
to  be  going  a  part  of  your  way  —  " 

"In  which  case,"  said  the  old  sexton,  "  I  shall  be  happy 
to  avail  myself  of  your  guidance.  Excuse  me,  sir,  but  I  saw 
at  once  that  you  were  a  respectable  man,  or  else  I  should  not 
have  taken  the  liberty  to  address  you." 

"  Quite  right,  sir,"  said  the  Burker,  who  now  that  he  had 
got  hold  of  a  particular  phrase  harped  upon  it,  for  he  thought 
that  it  had  helped  to  make  this  favourable  impression. 

They  walked  along  together.  Mr.  Barnes  was  satisfied 
that  his  disguise  was  complete,  and  from  the  moment  that 
Jonathan  Carnabie  had  mentioned  the  money  at  his  lodgings, 
the  Burker  experienced  an  irresistible  inclination  toward 
his  wonted  practices.  He  saw  no  reason  why  he  should 
not  fleece  the  sexton  if  possible,  and  moreover  he  experi- 
enced a  sort  of  pride  and  an  inward  gloating  satisfaction 
at  the  thought  of  being  thus  able  so  effectually  to  deceive 
the  old  man  in  respect  to  who  he  really  was. 

"  Have  you  been  long  in  London,  sir? "  inquired  the 
Burker,  speaking  slowly,  and  measuring  his  words  as  much 
as  possible,  for  fear  that  he  should  let  out  any  favourite  ex- 
pression of  his  own  and  which  might  raise  Carnabie's  sus- 
picions. 

"  Only  a  matter  of  three  or  four  days,  sir,"  responded 
the  sexton.      I  presume  you  live  in  London,  sir?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  Burker;  "  I'm  a  man  of  business  — " 
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"  Perhaps  a  lawyer,  sir?  "  said  the  sexton,  inquiringly. 

"  Well,  I  do  a  little  in  the  conveyancing  line  now  and 
then,"  rejoined  the  Burker. 

And  very  profitable  too,  sir,  no  doubt? "  said  the 
sexton,  who  was  pleased  as  well  as  proud  of  having  fallen 
in  with  such  good  company. 

"  Quite  right  —  quite  right,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Barnes.  I 
do  manage  to  get  a  good  livin'  by  the  transfer  of  property." 

"  I  suppose  you  attend  the  courts,  sir,  —  the  law  courts, 
I  mean?  "  continued  Jonathan. 

"  Not  more  than  I  can  help,"  responded  the  Burker. 
"  That's  a  atmosphere  that  don't  agree  with  me." 

Too  hot  and  close,  sir?  "  suggested  Mr.  Carnabie,  who 
was  inclined  to  be  chatty  and  to  make  himself  agreeable. 

"  Well,  it  don't  agree  with  me  wery  well,"  rejoined 
Mr.  Barnes;  "  it  always  gives  me  a  queer  feelin'  —  But 
perhaps  you'd  like  to  take  a  drop  of  summut,  sir?  "  he 
suddenly  interrupted  himself,  just  as  he  was  on  the  very 
point  of  adding  that  the  queer  sensation  he  alluded  to 
very  much  resembled  a  crick  in  the  neck. 

"  I  think  I'd  rather  not  take  anything,  sir,  till  I  get  to 
my  lodgings,"  said  Jonathan,  "  but  if  you  would  condescend 
to  step  in  with  me  and  drink  a  quiet  glass  of  brandy  and 
water,  I  shall  feel  very  proud.  My  landlord  is  a  superior 
sort  of  man.  He  is  a  schoolmaster  and  parish  clerk  — 
Mr.  Chubb  by  name.  Perhaps  you  have  heard  of  him, 
sir?  " 

I've  heerd  speak  of  a  man  named  Chubb,  which  is 
famous  for  making  locks,"  answered  the  Burker,  "  and 
I  can't  abear  —  " 

But  here  he  checked  himself  again,  and  the  truth  was 
that  old  Jonathan  Carnabie  did  not  take  particular  notice 
of  the  Burker's  bad  grammar  and  peculiar  phraseology, 
so  pleased  and  flattered  was  he  at  having  fallen  in  with  a 
legal  gentleman  of  such  great  respectability.  And  then, 
too,  it  was  the  old  sexton's  first  appearance  in  London; 
he  had  been  accustomed  to  the  country  all  his  life,  and  he 
was  inclined  to  view  everything  and  everybody  pertaining 
to  the  metropolis  in  a  superior  light.  The  Burker  —  more 
and  more  convinced  that  the  mystery  of  his  disguise  was 
absolutely  impenetrable,  and  resolved  to  amuse  as  well  as 
benefit  himself  at  Jonathan  Carnabie's  expense  —  began 
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holding  forth  to  him  on  the  beauties  and  wonders  of  the 
metropolis,  with  the  idea  of  rendering  himself  as  agreeable 
as  possible. 

This  here  is  a  wery  fine  road,"  said  Mr.  Barnes;  "  as 
straight  as  a  harrow  right  up  to  Oxford  Street  till  you 
come  to  the  corner  of  the  Tottenham  Court  Road  and  St. 
Giles's.  You  see  this  here  gate  on  your  right  hand  leading 
into  the  park?    Well,  it's  Tyburn." 

God  bless  me!"  said  old  Jonathan.  "  Not  where  the 
people  used  to  be  hanged?  " 

"  The  wery  identical  same,"  responded  Mr.  Barnes. 
"  There's  many  a  fine  feller  has  rode  a  horse  there  foaled 
by  a  acorn,  and  danced  upon  nothink  amidst  wery  great 
applause.    My  grandfather  —  " 

Most  likely  saw  many  such  sights?  "  said  Mr.  Carnabie, 
inquiringly. 

Yes,  he  was  rayther  fond  of  'em,"  rejoined  the  Burker, 
who  had  been  upon  the  point  of  letting  out  that  his  respect- 
able ancestor  was  one  of  the  individuals  who  had  given  a 
terrible  notoriety  to  the  district  of  Tyburn.  "  Pray,  sir, 
what's  your  idea  of  the  punishment  of  death?  " 

Why,"  answered  Jonathan,  who  was  imbued  with  all 
antiquated  prejudices,  I  think  that  when  a  man  has 
done  a  great  deal  of  wickedness,  he  ought  to  be  put  out  of 
the  world." 

"  Quite  right,  sir,  quite  right,"  said  the  Burker,  emphati- 
cally. "  I'd  hang  'em  all,  the  scoundrels.  I  suppose  you 
have  come  up  to  London,  sir,  on  a  little  business?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Jonathan,  "  and  I've  got  all  my  ex- 
penses paid,  as  well  as  good  lodgings  found  for  me,  so  that 
I've  got  a  little  opportunity  of  enjoying  myself  in  a  quiet 
way." 

A  country  gentleman,  I  presume,  sir?  "  said  the  Burker, 
with  as  much  of  an  insinuating  tone  as  he  could  possibly 
assume. 

"  Not  exactly  a  gentleman,"  rejoined  old  Carnabie, 
who  was  a  man  of  truth.  "  I  hope  you  won't  think  the 
worse  of  me,  sir,  when  I  tell  you  that  I'm  a  parish  clerk?  " 

"  Why,  if  there's  a  class  of  men  that  I  cotton  to  more 
than  all  others,"  exclaimed  the  Burker,  as  if  in  admiration, 
"  it's  the  wery  respectable  one  that  you  belongs  to.  I've 
always   found  'em  a  set   of  intelligent  say-nothink-to- 
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nobody  set  of  chaps,  and  at  this  present  speaking  I've  got 
three  cousins  and  two  uncles  which  is  parish  clerks  them- 
selves. You  should  just  see  how  fond  the  Archbishop  of 
Westminster  is  of  my  cousin  Tom." 

"  Dear  me/'  ejaculated  Mr.  Carnabie,  "  I  was  not  aware 
that  there  was  an  Archbishop  of  Westminster." 

To  be  sure,"  ejaculated  the  Burker;  "  he  lives  just 
t'other  side  of  the  bridge,  —  a  beautiful  palace,  with  the 
Noted  Stout  House  on  one  side  and  the  famous  sassage 
s-hop  on  t'other.  I'll  see  if  I  can't  get  my  cousin  Paul  — 
Tom  I  mean  —  to  introduce  you  to  his  lordship." 

Mr.  Carnabie  was  quite  confounded  at  the  idea  of  such 
an  honour,  and  when  he  had  somewhat  recovered  from 
its  effects,  he  expressed  his  acknowledgments  in  suitable 
terms. 

"  Oh,  I  can  introduce  you  to  a  many  fine  folks,"  con- 
tinued the  Burker.  "  There's  the  chief  judge  at  the  Old 
Bailey,  and  two  or  three  of  the  magistrates,  which  knows 
me  uncommon  well.  How  long,  sir,  do  you  think  of  staying 
in  London?  " 

"  It  all  depends  on  circumstances,"  replied  the  sexton. 
"  I  am  not  entirely  my  own  master.  But  excuse  me,  sir, 
for  not  being  more  confidential  on  the  business  that 
has  brought  me  up  to  town;  it's  quite  of  a  private  na- 
ture—" 

"  Pray  don't  make  any  apology,  sir,"  interrupted  Barney. 
"  You're  quite  right  to  keep  your  own  counsel.  What  did 
you  say  your  name  was,  sir?  " 

"  My  name  is  Jonathan  Carnabie,  at  your  service,  sir," 
responded  the  old  sexton. 

"  And  mine,  sir,  is  Mr.  John  Smith,"  rejoined  the  Burker. 
"  I  don't  happen  to  have  a  bit  of  pasteboard  about  me  at 
the  moment,  but  I  shall  be  wery  happy  to  see  you  to  dine 
with  me  to-morrow  at  my  house,  Number  347,  Grosvenor 
Square.  No  ceremony,  you  know.  Just  a  bit  of  fish,  a 
plain  jint,  a  tart,  and  summut  of  that  sort,  with  maybe  a 
bottle  of  wine  or  so." 

Again  was  Mr.  Carnabie  confounded  by  the  honours  and 
favours  thus  showered  upon  him,  and  again  were  his  ac- 
knowledgments duly  expressed.  He  and  his  companion 
walked  on  together,  until  at  length  they  reached  the  com- 
mencement of  the  street  in  which  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chubb 


THE  DISGUISED  ONE  101 

resided,  and  which  the  sexton  now  recognized  as  the  locality 
to  which  he  had  sought  to  be  directed. 

"  I  tell  you  what,"  said  the  Burker,  "  let  you  and  me 
be  alone  together  over  this  glass  of  brandy  and  water  that 
we're  going  to  have  at  your  place;  'cos  why,  don't  you  see, 
I  don't  know  nothink  of  your  landlord,  and  it  won't  do 
for  a  man  like  me  to  demean  hisself  to  associate  with  every- 
body." 

"  But  Mr.  Chubb  is  a  parish  clerk,"  exclaimed  Jonathan, 
"  and  I  thought  you  just  now  said  —  " 

"  All  right,  my  good  friend,"  interrupted  the  Burker;  I 
don't  fly  from  my  word.  Parish  clerks  is  the  best  fellers 
in  existence,  but  I  happen  to  know  summut  of  this  man 
Chubb,  now  that  I  come  into  this  street  and  recollect  where 
he  lives." 

"  Why,  is  he  not  a  respectable  person?  "  inquired  Mr. 
Carnabie,  in  astonishment.  "  Those  who  recommended 
me  to  his  lodgings,  or  who  indeed  took  them  for  me,  I 
should  rather  say  —  " 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  Burker,  "  he's  respectable  enough 
as  far  as  the  world  goes.  But  betwixt  you  and  me  and  the 
post,"  added  Mr.  Barnes,  lowering  his  voice  to  a  confi- 
dential whisper,  "  there  isn't  a  burial  that  takes  place  in 
Chubb's  churchyard  that  he  don't  make  ten  or  twelve 
guineas  more  out  of  it  than  he  had  ought  to  do.  You  under- 
stand me  —  a  nod  is  as  good  as  a  wink  —  and  Chubb  is 
hand  and  glove  with  the  surgeons." 

"  God  bless  me! "  ejaculated  old  Jonathan,  stopping 
suddenly  short;  "  do  you  mean  to  say  that  he  is  in  league 
with  the  resurrectionists?  " 

"Nothink  more  nor  less,"  answered  the  Burker.  ''But 
keep  your  own  counsel.  It  isn't  for  me  to  make  mischief; 
I  only  tell  you  this  to  show  why  I  don't  choose  exactly 
to  put  my  feet  under  the  same  mahogany  with  this  feller 
Chubb." 

Old  Jonathan  Carnabie  gave  a  deep  groan  of  horror,  but 
the  Burker  hastened  to  speak  a  few  assuring  words,  and 
they  continued  their  way  to  the  front  door  of  Mr.  Chubb's 
residence. 
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CONTINUATION  OF  THE    BURKER'S  ADVENTURES 

That  door  was  opened  by  the  slipshod  servant-girl  who 
was  maid  of  all  work  in  the  house,  and  Jonathan  Carnabie 
led  the  way  to  the  little  parlour  which  he  occupied  and 
which  was  the  very  same  that  Christian  Ashton  tenanted 
at  the  time  he  was  private  secretary  to  that  illustrious 
potentate,  the  Grand  Duke  of  Maxe-Stolburg-Quotha.  Bar- 
ney the  Burker  followed  his  new  acquaintance  into  the 
parlour;  the  girl  was  ordered  to  bring  up  glasses  and  hot 
water,  the  brandy  was  produced,  and  after  having  imbibed 
the  contents  of  the  first  tumbler,  Jonathan  Carnabie  found 
his  spirits  expanding  after  the  damp  thrown  upon  them  by 
the  terrible  aspersion  flung  against  the  character  of  his  land- 
lord Mr.  Chubb. 

"  You're  wery  comfortable  here,  wery  comfortable  in- 
deed," said  the  Burker,  looking  around  him. 

"  Yes,'*  answered  Jonathan,  "  there  is  nothing  to  complain 
of  in  respect  to  the  lodgings.  I've  got  a  nice  little  bedroom 
exactly  overhead." 

"  And  I  hope  you  lock  your  door  at  night,"  said  the 
Burker,  in  a  low  voice.  "  Not  that  I  mean  to  say  the  people 
of  the  house  would  do  anythink  wrong,  but  London  is  a 
queer  place,  and  thieves  is  like  ghosteses,  —  they  insini- 
vates  theirselves  here,  there,  and  everywhere." 

"  Thank  you  for  the  hint,"  said  old  Jonathan,  refilling 
his  tumbler.  "  I  myself  have  had  a  little  bit  of  experience 
in  respect  to  the  consummate  villainy  of  a  London  scoundrel. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  man  called  Barney  the  Burker?  " 

"  I  can't  say  that  I  have,"  responded  the  individual 
himself,  speaking  in  a  slow  and  measured  tone,  as  if  he  were 
racking  his  memory  upon  the  point.    "  Who  is  he?  " 
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"  A  murderer,  and  everything  that  is  bad,"  replied 
Jonathan.  He  came  down  into  the  country.  I  took  him 
as  an  assistant;  the  ungrateful  wretch  was  very  near  mur- 
dering me,  but  assistance  came  at  the  very  nick  of  time; 
the  villain  fled  precipitately,  and  plunged  into  the  river. 
It  was  thought  that  he  was  drowned,  but  only  a  few  days 
ago  he  turned  up  somewhere  in  London.  Surely  you  must 
have  heard,  Mr.  Smith,  of  a  house  that  was  entered  by  the 
police,  and  where  on  digging  up  the  cellar  or  some  under- 
ground place,  evidences  were  discovered  of  barbarous  mur- 
ders having  been  committed?  " 

"To  be  sure.  Now  you  mention  it,"  said  the  Burker, 
"  I  do  know  summut  about  it.  It  was  in  the  papers,  wasn't 
it?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Jonathan,  "  and  heavy  rewards  were 
offered  for  the  discovery  of  the  wretches.  I  hope  they  will 
be  found." 

"  I  hope  they  will,"  added  the  Burker,  as  he  coolly  set 
about  compounding  his  third  tumbler  of  punch.  "  Well,  all 
them  things,  Mr.  Carnabie,"  he  continued,  "  shows  how 
careful  you  ought  to  be  in  locking  your  doors  of  nights  and 
stowing  away  your  cash  in  a  place  of  safety.  I  tell  you 
what  I  do;  I  always  have  a  matter  of  five  or  six  hundred 
guineas  in  my  house,  and  I  poke  it  all  up  the  chimley  in 
my  bedroom.  That's  betwixt  you  and  me,  but  no  one 
would  think  of  looking  up  a  chimley  in  search  of  money." 

"  I  content  myself,"  answered  Jonathan,  "  with  locking 
up  the  little  I  have  got  in  my  box.  "  It  isn't  much,  but  still 
it's  too  much  to  lose." 

"  Quite  right!  quite  right!  "  said  the  Burker;  "  never 
throw  away  a  chance." 

In  this  manner  they  continued  to  discourse  for  some 
little  while  longer,  until  old  Jonathan  Carnabie  began  to 
feel  the  effects  of  the  hot  brandy  and  water  which  he  was 
drinking.  Then  the  Burker  suggested  something  about 
the  propriety  of  a  little  bit  of  supper,  adding  "  that  he  was 
always  accustomed  to  take  a  mouthful  at  nine  o'clock  in 
the  evening,  at  his  mansion,  Number  347,  Grosvenor  Square, 
where  he  should  be  happy  to  see  his  friend  Mr.  Carnabie 
to  dinner  at  five  o'clock  on  the  morrow." 

The  old  sexton,  in  spite  of  the  penuriousness  of  his  habits, 
thought  that  he  could  not  possibly  do  otherwise  than  give 
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the  best  possible  entertainment  to  so  liberal,  generous,  and 
hospitable  a  friend,  and  as  he  himself  had  dined  at  two 
o^clock,  he  had  no  disinclination  for  a  supper.  He  therefore 
suggested  a  rump  steak,  and  was  preparing  to  ring  the  bell 
to  order  the  same,  when  the  Burker  caught  him  by  the  arm, 
saying,  "  Stop,  my  good  friend!  don't  trust  that  dirty  drab 
of  a  servant  to  go  out  and  buy  anythink  for  you.  There's 
nothink  like  a  lobster  for  supper,  and  it  just  happens  that 
my  own  fishmonger  lives  close  by.  No  offence,  but  I'll  go 
myself  and  send  in  the  finest  he's  got." 

Jonathan  vowed  that  he  would  pay  for  the  lobster,  but 
Mr.  Barnes  would  not  think  of  such  a  thing,  and  he  issued 
forth  accordingly.  Proceeding  to  the  nearest  fishmonger's 
he  purchased  a  very  fine  lobster,  which  he  ordered  to  be 
sent  to  Mr.  Chubb's,  and  on  his  way  back  the  Burker  just 
dropped  into  a  chemist's  shop,  where  he  procured  a  small 
phial  of  a  certain  liquid  drug  which  he  pretended  to  be  under 
the  necessity  of  taking.  He  then  returned  to  Mr.  Chubb's 
abode,  and  rejoined  his  friend  Mr.  Jonathan  Carnabie. 

The  lobster  was  served  up,  and  the  old  sexton  relished 
it  all  the  more  that  he  had  not  been  compelled  to  pay  for  it. 
Another  jug  of  hot  water  was  brought  up;  the  tumblers 
were  refilled,  and  the  Burker  seized  the  opportunity  to 
pour  a  few  drops  from  his  phial  into  Jonathan  Carnabie's 
glass.  Five  minutes  afterward  the  old  sexton  was  lying 
back  in  his  armchair  in  a  state  of  complete  stupefaction. 

The  Burker  rose  from  his  own  seat,  took  a  candle  in  his 
hand,  and  crept  softly  up  the  stairs  to  the  bedroom  over- 
head. To  force  open  the  box  was  the  work  of  a  few  moments, 
and  at  the  bottom  of  all  the  clothes  the  villain  discovered 
about  thirty  sovereigns  in  a  stocking. 

"  Well,  the  game  was  worth  playing  for,"  he  said  to  him- 
self, as  he  secured  the  coins  about  his  person,  and  then 
he  cautiously  crept  down  the  stairs  again. 

At  that  very  instant  there  was  a  loud  double  knock  at 
the  front  door;  the  Burker,  hastily  puffing  out  the  candle, 
put  it  in  a  corner,  and  the  next  instant  he  himself  opened  the 
door.  A  tall  gentleman  in  a  cloak  was  on  the  steps,  and 
Barney  at  once  recognized  the  person  who  had  so  sudden^  r 
interfered  to  prevent  his  murderous  design  on  old  Jonathan 
Carnabie  at  Woodbridge.  But  not  for  an  instant  did  the 
Burker  lose  his  presence  of  mind;  he  issued  forth;  and 
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the  next  moment  the  servant-girl  appeared  to  answer  the 
inquiry  of  Mr.  Redcliffe,  for  he,  as  the  reader  has  doubtless 
understood,  was  the  tall  gentleman  in  the  cloak.  We  must 
add  that  not  for  an  instant  had  Mr.  Redcliffe  suspected  that 
the  individual  who  had  just  passed  him  was  the  miscreant 
Burker. 

We  must  follow  the  footsteps  of  the  last-mentioned  person. 
On  turning  the  nearest  corner,  he  quickened  his  pace,  he 
sped  into  Oxford  Street,  and  entering  a  cab,  ordered  the 
driver  to  take  him  to  W^hitechapel  Church.  On  arriving 
there  the  Burker  dismissed  the  cab,  walked  along  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  entering  a  public-house,  sat  down  to  reflect 
upon  the  course  which  he  should  now  pursue.  He  somewhat 
repented  the  trick  he  had  played  old  Jonathan  Carnabie. 
Not  that  he  regretted  having  obtained  possession  of  the 
thirty  sovereigns,  —  very  far  from  it,  but  he  feared  there 
would  be  a  hue  and  cry,  and  whether  or  not  it  was  suspected 
that  it  was  veritably  the  Burker  who  had  committed  the 
robbery,  an  accurate  description  of  his  present  personal 
appearance  would  be  sure  to  obtain  publicity.  He  must 
therefore  change  his  disguise  altogether,  and  it  was  on  this 
subject  he  was  now  deliberating  within  himself. 

It  was  a  small  public-house,  in  an  obscure  street  leading 
out  of  Whitechapel,  which  Barney  had  thus  entered.  There 
was  only  one  other  person  in  the  little  parlour  at  the  time, 
and  this  individual  speedily  rose  and  took  his  departure. 
A  few  minutes  afterward  the  door  opened,  and  another 
person  entered.  He  wore  a  low-crowned  hat  with  very 
broad  brims,  beneath  which  appeared  masses  of  red  hair, 
and  he  had  large  whiskers  of  a  corresponding  hue.  He 
wore  a  pair  of  those  green  spectacles  which  have  side- 
glasses,  and  are  denominated  shades.  A  loose  brown 
paletot,  or  overcoat,  was  buttoned  up  to  the  throat,  which 
was  encircled  by  a  thick  shawl-neckerchief.  The  overcoat, 
as  well  as  the  gray  pantaloons,  was  a  little  the  worse  for 
wear,  and  it  was  difficult  at  a  first  glance  to  judge  what  the 
social  position  or  the  avocation  of  the  individual  might  be. 
The  waiter  followed  him  into  the  room  with  a  glass  of  hot 
gin  and  water;  the  green-spectacled  stranger  threw  down 
a  sovereign  and  received  the  change.  Before  the  waiter 
left  the  parlour  the  Burker  ordered  his  own  glass  to  be  re- 
filled, and  in  the  meanwhile  he  was  furtively  surveying  the 
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individual  who  had  just  entered.  The  latter  was  doing 
precisely  the  same  thing  in  respect  to  the  Burker,  and  though 
the  eyes  of  both  were  shaded  by  spectacles,  yet  each  ap- 
peared to  have  the  intuitive  suspicion  that  he  was  the  object 
of  these  stealthy  regards  on  the  part  of  the  other. 

The  waiter  brought  in  the  fresh  supply  of  spirits  and 
water  which  the  Burker  had  ordered,  and  when  he  had 
retired,  the  two  occupants  of  the  parlour  surveyed  each 
other  again  in  the  same  stealthy  manner  as  before.  At 
length  the  Burker  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  and  dashing  his 
hand  upon  the  table,  exclaimed,  "  By  jingo,  Jack,  it's 
excellent!  The  only  thing  is,  it's  too  good!  " 

Jack  Smedley  —  for  he  was  the  disguised  individual  who 
had  so  recently  entered  —  started  up  from  his  seat  in 
alarm  at  that  sudden  guffaw  on  the  Burker's  part,  but 
recognizing  his  friend's  voice,  he  was  relieved  of  a  world 
of  terror. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  this  is  you,  Barney?  "  exclaimed 
Jack,  as  they  shook  hands. 

"  Hush,  you  fool!  No  mentioning  of  names!  "  growled 
the  Burker,  savagely.  "  But  I  tell  you  that  you've  done 
the  thing  too  strong.  That  red  wig  of  your'n,"  he  con- 
tinued, in  a  low  voice,  "  isn't  nat'ral;  them  false  whiskers 
is  too  bushy,  and  then  you've  got  the  wery  identical  broad- 
brimmed  tile  you  was  always  used  to  wear.  What  do  you 
think  of  this  for  a  masquerading  costume?  "  and  the  Burker 
glanced  complacently  over  his  own  person. 

"  I  never  should  have  known  you,"  answered  Jack.  But 
I  say,  don't  you  think  the  people  of  the  house  will  think  it 
odd  that  two  such  queer-looking  chaps,  both  with  spectacles 
on,  should  meet  in  their  parlour?  " 

"  Where  are  you  living.  Jack?  "  inquired  Barney,  hastily. 

"  Pretty  close  by,"  was  the  response.  I've  got  a  bit 
of  a  lodging,  and  three  or  four  sorts  of  disguises  —  " 

"  The  very  ticket,"  said  the  Burker.  "  Tell  us  where 
it  is.  Then  you  go  off  first,  I'll  foller  in  a  few  minutes,  and 
we'll  have  a  chat  about  our  affairs." 

This  arrangement  was  carried  into  effect,  and  in  some- 
thing less  than  half  an  hour  the  Burker  and  Jack  Smedley 
were  seated  together  in  a  small,  poorly  furnished  back 
room,  belonging  to  a  house  in  one  of  the  obscure  narrow 
streets  leading  out  of  the  Commercial  Road. 
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And  so  you  haven't  heard  anythink  about  Bab? " 
said  the  Burker,  thus  resuming  the  thread  of  a  conversation 
which  was  temporarily  interrupted  by  the  process  of  mix- 
ing some  spirits  and  water,  the  materials  for  which  Jack 
Smedley  had  just  placed  upon  the  table. 

"  Nothing  of  her/'  answered  the  last-named  individual. 
"  I  suppose  you  know  how  I  gave  the  detectives  the  slip 
at  the  station  the  other  day,  and  ever  since  I've  been  play- 
ing at  hide-and-seek  with  them." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  they're  on  your  track?  "  de- 
manded the  Burker. 

"  I  hope  not,"  responded  Jack  Smedley,  shuddering 
violently  at  the  bare  idea.  But  what  is  it  otherwise 
than  playing  at  hide-and-seek  when  one  is  obliged  to  go  about 
in  all  sorts  of  disguises?  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  how  it  is 
to  end.  I'm  uncommon  tired  of  this  kind  of  life,  but  I 
don't  dare  leave  London.  I  think  it's  the  safest  place, 
after  all,  when  one's  in  trouble." 

No  doubt  of  it,"  remarked  the  Burker.  "  But  the  people 
of  this  house?  " 

"  Oh,  they're  all  right  enough,  —  or  at  least  I  hope  so," 
rejoined  Jack  Smedley.  "  I  pass  as  Mr.  Wilkins  here,  and 
they  think  I'm  a  begging-letter  impostor  or  something 
of  that  sort.  You  may  very  well  suppose  that  I  have  not 
taken  the  trouble  to  undeceive  them." 

"  I  should  rayther  think  not,"  replied  the  Burker.  "  As 
for  myself,  I've  just  been  doing  a  little  bit  of  business  which 
renders  it  necessary  that  I  should  turn  myself  inside  out 
and  put  on  a  new  disguise." 

"  Well,"  responded  Jack  Smedley,  "  there  is  choice  enough 
here  for  you,"  and  opening  a  box  he  displayed  several  dis- 
guises of  different  kinds,  and  each  being  as  unlike  all 
the  rest  as  possible.  But  where  have  you  been  living 
in  London?  " 

"  I  haven't  been  living  nowhere,"  rejoined  the  Burker. 
"  I  only  come  up  to  town  this  morning,  and  I  don't  think 
my  name  has  yet  figured  in  the  fashionable  arrivals." 
"  And  that  disguise,  that  dye  for  your  face  —  " 
"  Oh,  it's  too  long  to  tell  how  I  come  by  it,"  interrupted 
the  Burker.  "  I've  got  some  business  in  hand  that  will  keep 
me  in  London  for  a  day  or  two,  perhaps  more,  and  therefore 
I  shall  just  take  the  liberty  of  borrowing  one  of  these  here 
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disguises.  What  the  deuce  is  this,  —  a  Jew's  gabardine 
and  a  great  gray  beard  —  " 

"  Yes,  wig  and  all  complete,"  exclaimed  Jack  Smedley. 
"  It's  the  only  dress  I  have  not  as  yet  worn.  But  hadn't 
you  better  stay  and  sleep  here  in  my  place  to-night — " 

"  It  won't  do.  Jack,  for  two  such  fellers  as  you  and  me 
to  be  too  much  together,"  interrupted  the  Burker.  "  I  shall 
leave  you  presently,  but  we  can  make  an  appointment 
somewhere  for  to-morrow  night,  and  in  the  meantime  I'll 
just  borrow  this  dress  of  yours." 

Thus  speaking,  the  Burker  proceeded  to  examine  the 
gabardine,  the  wig,  and  the  beard,  and  he  thought  to  him- 
self that  it  would  be  the^very  best  disguise  he  could  possibly 
assume. 

"  Where  did  you  buy  this? "  he  asked,  thinking  it 
prudent  to  ascertain  something  of  that  particular  disguise's 
antecedents  if  he  could  succeed  in  obtaining  such  information. 

"  I  bought  the  whole  kit  which  you've  got  in  your  hand 
at  a  shop  in  Rosemary  Lane,"  replied  Jack  Smedley. 

The  Burker  pro  ceded  to  put  off  his  own  disguise,  and 
he  likewise  washed  the  chemical  dye  from  his  hands  and 
face.  Then,  by  means  of  a  thick  fluid  gum  which  Smedley 
furnished  him,  he  fastened  on  the  gray  beard,  which  covered 
all  the  lower  part  of  his  face,  and  which  with  its  associated 
moustache  concealed  the  malformation  of  his  lip.  He  put 
on  the  gray  wig  which  formed  part  of  the  costume;  he 
hesitated  as  to  resuming  the  spectacles,  but  he  at  length 
decided  on  discarding  them.  The  gabardine  was  one  of 
those  long,  black,  loose,  straight-cut  upper  garments  worn 
by  some  of  those  old-fashioned  Jews  who  sell  pastilles, 
soap,  or  rhubarb  in  the  streets,  and  when  the  Burker  had 
put  it  on.  Jack  Smedley  expressed  his  approval  of  the 
completeness  of  the  disguise.  A  low  hat,  with  very  large 
brims,  crowned  the  Burker's  head;  and  as  he  gave  one  of 
his  coarse  laughs,  he  expressed  a  wish  that  he  had  a  small 
wooden  tray  and  a  few  pastilles,  that  he  might  play  his  new 
part  to  perfection. 

"  And  now,  Jack,  I'm  off,"  he  added.  "  You've  lent  me 
a  good  disguise,  and  you've  got  some  of  my  toggery  in 
return.  If  it  was  a  little  colder,  I  shouldn't  have  given 
you  up  that  handsome  black  coat  of  mine.  But  how  about 
to-morrow  night?    Where  shall  we  meet?  " 
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After  a  few  minutes'  deliberation,  a  place  was  named, 
and  the  Burker  sallied  forth.  Returning  into  Whitechapel, 
he  pursued  his  way  toward  Aldgate,  in  the  vicinage  of  which 
he  was  acquainted  with  a  pubHc-house  where  he  knew  he 
could  obtain  a  bed  for  the  night  without  any  questions  being 
asked.  But  all  of  a  sudden  he  stopped  short,  and  a  deep 
but  terrible  imprecation  burst  from  his  lips.  He  had  left 
all  his  money  behind  him  in  the  breast-pocket  of  the  coat 
which  he  had  taken  off  at  Jack  Smedley's  lodging.  Yes, 
all  the  money  he  had  received  from  the  Duke  of  Marchmont, 
and  all  of  which  he  had  so  recently  plundered  Jonathan 
Carnabie,  had  been  thus  left  behind.  In  his  breeches  pocket 
he  had  but  three  or  four  shillings  and  a  few  half-pence. 

"  I  don't  think  Jack  would  rob  a  pal,"  said  the  Burker 
to  himself,  as  he  began  hastily  to  retrace  his  way  toward 
the  lodging-house,  and  yet  the  miscreant  had  terrible  mis- 
givings in  his  mind. 

The  long  gabardine  getting  about  his  legs,  encumbered 
him  in  his  walk,  which  now  almost  amounted  to  a  run,  and 
he  kept  on  muttering  imprecations  against  the  Jewish  cos- 
tume in  which  he  had  disguised  himself.  He  reached  the 
lodging-house,  he  knocked  at  the  door;  the  summons  was 
attended  to  by  an  old  woman,  who  was  the  mistress  of 
the  place,  and  she  exclaimed  angrily,  What  do  you  mean 
by  coming  back  again  to  disturb  us  between  eleven  and 
twelve  at  night?  " 

"  No  offence,  my  good  woman,"  answered  the  Burker, 
"but  I  just  want  to  say  a  word  to  my  friend — what's 
his  name  again?   Oh,  Mr.  Wilkins." 

Then  it's  no  use  your  coming  here,"  replied  the  woman, 
"  for  Wilkins  has  gone,  bag  and  baggage." 

"  Gone?"  vociferated  the  Burker.  "  It's  a  lie,  and  I 
will  see  him.    So  stand  aside  —  " 

"  Who  says  it's  a  lie?  "  demanded  an  old  man,  the  woman's 
husband,  popping  forth  his  head,  which  had  a  white  cotton 
nightcap  on,  from  a  side  door  in  the  passage.  "  You  hadn't 
left  the  house  a  minute  before  Mr.  Wilkins  went  and  fetched 
a  cab,  and  took  himself  off  with  his  traps,  paying  us  a  week's 
rent  instead  of  giving  us  a  week's  warning.  Now  you've 
got  your  answer,  and  so  be  off  with  you,  or  I'll  call  the 
police." 

At  that  very  instant  the  Burker  beheld  a  constable  ap- 
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pear  within  the  rays  of  the  lamp  at  the  corner  of  the  street, 
and  with  another  lowly  muttered  but  terrific  imprecation, 
he  hastened  away.  When  beyond  view  of  the  policeman,  the 
Burker  paused  to  reflect  upon  the  course  which  he  should 
now  pursue.  That  Jack  Smedley  had  really  robbed  him, 
was  only  too  evident,  and  instead  of  being  in  possession  of  a 
considerable  sum  of  money,  Barney  was  almost  penniless. 
He  not  merely  longed  to  get  back  his  gold,  but  likewise 
to  wreak  a  terrific  vengeance  on  Jack  Smedley.  Suddenly 
a  thought  struck  him.  He  advanced  to  the  nearest  cab- 
stand, drew  the  waterman  aside,  and  putting  a  shilling 
into  his  hand,  asked  him  whether  such  and  such  a  person 
(describing  Smedley  according  to  his  disguise)  had  fetched  a 
vehicle  from  the  rank  within  the  last  half  hour.  The  water- 
man replied  in  the  affirmative,  and  he  furthermore  named 
the  house  to  which  the  cab  had  gone  to  take  up  the  in- 
dividual's luggage.  This  was  the  house  where  Smedley 
had  lodged,  and  therefore  the  waterman's  tale  was  evidently 
correct.  But  the  waterman  was  totally  unable  to  afford  a 
clue  to  the  direction  in  which  the  cab  had  subsequently 
driven. 

But  if  so  be  you  particularly  want  to  know,"  added 
this  functionary,  "  you've  only  to  wait  till  the  cabman 
comes  back,  and  then  you  can  learn  all  about  it." 

The  Burker  decided  upon  adopting  the  hint  thus  given, 
.and  he  entered  an  adjacent  public-house,  where  the  water- 
man promised  to  rejoin  him  immediately  upon  the  return 
of  the  particular  cabman  whose  presence  was  now  required. 
The  Burker,  in  a  mood  of  savage  sullenness,  meditated  the 
most  desperate  vengeance  if  he  should  only  succeed  in 
tracking  out  his  false  friend.  Thus  nearly  an  hour  passed; 
Barney  was  growing  desperately  impatient,  but  at  length 
the  waterman  made  his  appearance,  accompanied  by  the 
cabman,  who  had  only  just  returned  to  his  rank. 

The  Burker  now  ascertained  that  Jack  Smedley  had  been 
driven  in  the  cab  to  a  street  at  the  back  of  St.  Luke's  Hos- 
pital in  the  Old  Street  Road,  that  he  had  alighted  there, 
and  had  taken  his  luggage  into  a  house  the  inmates  of  which 
were  in  bed  at  the  time  of  his  arrival,  but  had  got  up  in 
obedience  to  his  summons,  and  had  given  him  admission 
with  much  apparent  willingness.  The  Burker  was  com- 
pelled to  give  the  cabman  a  shilling  for  this  information, 
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and  then  with  his  remaining  coin  he  retained  the  man's 
services  to  take  him  up  as  far  as  St.  Luke's  Hospital.  The 
church  in  Old  Street  proclaimed  the  hour  of  one  just  as 
the  Burker  alighted  from  the  cab.  He  now  pursued  his 
way  on  foot,  and  in  a  few  minutes  reached  the  house  which 
the  cabman  had  accurately  described  to  him.  The  Burker 
was  totally  ignorant  of  who  the  occupants  of  the  dwelling 
might  be,  but  he  felt  tolerably  well  assured  that  they  could 
not  be  what  is  termed  respectable,  or  else  under  existing 
circumstances  they  would  be  no  friends  of  Jack  Smedley, 
supposing  them  to  be  acquainted  with  him;  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  if  he  were  unknown  to  them,  they  would  scarcely 
have  admitted  a  stranger  at  such  an  hour.  But  that  seeming 
willingness  on  their  part,  to  which  the  cabman  had  alluded, 
to  afford  Smedley  a  lodging,  warranted  the  conclusion  that 
they  at  least  knew  something  of  him. 

The  Burker's  mind  was  soon  made  up  how  to  act.  He 
rang  at  the  bell,  for  knocker  there  was  none,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  heard  footsteps  approaching  along  the  passage 
inside.  An  elderly  man,  with  a  candle  in  his  hand,  and  only 
half -dressed,  appeared  at  the  door,  and  very  much  as- 
tonished did  he  look  at  the  singular  aspect  of  the  Burker, 
with  the  beard  and  gabardine, 

"  One  word  with  you,  my  friend,"  said  Barney,  in  a 
low  but  peremptory  tone,  and  he  at  once  entered  the  passage. 

"  What  does  this  mean?  "  demanded  the  man,  affecting 
a  look  of  indignation,  though  in  reality  he  had  a  visible 
trouble  depicted  on  his  countenance. 

A  glance  showed  the  Burker  that  the  key  was  in  the 
street  door;  he  at  once  locked  it,  and  taking  out  the  key, 
said  to  the  man,  "  You  don't  know  me,  eh?  " 

"  No,"  was  the  response,  nervously  and  tremblingly 
given. 

"  Then  I'm  a  detective,  that's  what  I  am.  You  needn't 
stare  at  me  after  that  fashion;  it's  a  dress  I've  wore  to  look 
out  for  a  chap  that's  wanted,  and  I've  found  him  at  last.  I 
don't  mean  you,  so  you  needn't  look  so  glum;  though  if 
you've  any  of  your  nonsense  or  cause  any  obstruction,  as 
the  saying  is,  I  shall  precious  soon  walk  you  off.  I've  got 
half  a  dozen  of  my  people  in  the  street." 

At  this  moment  a  woman,  about  a  year  or  two  younger 
than  the  man,  both  of  whom  were  elderly,  emerged  from 
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an  adjoining  room,  with  terror  depicted  upon  her  counte- 
nance, for  she  had  evidently  overheard  all  that  the  Burker 
had  just  been  saying. 

"  I  hope  there's  nothing  wrong,  sir,"  she  began,  in  a 
voice  of  whimpering  entreaty.  Me  and  my  husband  keeps 
a  respectable  lodging-house,  and  though  poor  — " 

*'  Well,  I've  no  quarrel  with  you,"  interrupted  the  Burker, 
"  but  just  show  me  the  way  to  the  room  where  you've 
lodged  the  person  which  arrived  here  just  now  in  a  cab." 

The  looks  which  the  man  and  his  wife  exchanged  con- 
vinced the  Burker  that  he  was  on  the  right  track,  that 
Smedley  was  there,  and  that  they  moreover  knew  who  he 
was. 

"  Come  now,  no  nonsense,"  he  said,  "  but  be  quick,  or 
it  will  be  the  wuss  for  you,  I  can  promise." 

Up-stairs  —  the  back  attic,"  said  the  man,  and  he 
presented  the  candle  to  the  Burker. 

"  Now,  I'm  going  to  manage  this  little  business  without 
no  noise,"  remarked  the  villain,  and  so  if  you  both  hold 
your  tongues,  you'll  find  it  the  best  way  to  keep  out  of 
trouble." 

"  I'm  sure  we're  very  much  obleeged  to  you,  sir,"  said 
the  woman,  "  and  if  so  be  you'll  take  a  drop  of  something 
to  drink  — " 

"  Presently,"  interrupted  the  Burker.  "  There,  go  into 
your  own  room,  keep  quiet,  and  leave  me  to  manage.  Do 
you  think  he  can  hear  what  we  are  saying?  " 

"  I'm  sure  he  can't,"  responded  the  man,  "  unless  he's 
come  half-way  down-stairs  for  the  purpose,  which  isn't 
likely.  He  wouldn't  think  anything  particular  of  the  door- 
bell ringing,  because  he  knows  what  sort  of  a  house  it  is.'  ' 

The  Burker  now  waved  his  hand  for  the  elderly  couple 
to  retire  into  their  room,  which  they  accordingly  did,  both 
firmly  convinced  that  their  visitor  was  a  detective  in  disguise. 
Barney,  with  the  light  in  his  hand,  began  ascending  the 
stairs,  and  in  a  few  moments  he  gained  the  top  landing. 
Then,  as  he  opened  the  door  of  the  back  attic,  Smedley 
started  up  in  his  bed  from  a  sound  sleep,  giving  vent  to  an 
ejaculation  of  terror  on  recognizing  the  disguised  Burker. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  scoundrel!  "growled  Barney,  as 
he  entered  the  room  and  closed  the  door.  "  You  sneaking, 
white-livered  rascal,"  he  continued,  in  a  voice  which  though 
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low,  was  full  of  a  deep,  savage,  concentrated  rage,  "  did 
you  think  as  how  you  could  play  your  cursed  pranks  upon 
me?'' 

Jack  Smedley  was  as  ghastly  as  a  ghost,  while,  as  he  sat 
up  in  bed,  his  hair  was  literally  standing  on  end  and  his 
whole  frame  was  quivering.  He  endeavoured  to  speak,  but 
could  not;  he  was  a  prey  to  all  the  terrific  and  horrifying 
dread  which  the  appearance  of  so  desperate  a  man  as  the 
Burker  was  under  such  circumstances  but  too  well  calcu- 
lated to  inspire. 

"  Now  mark  me,  Jack  Smedley,"  resumed  the  terrible 
Barney,  "  if  I  don't  find  every  coin  of  my  money  safe  among 
your  traps,  I'll  have  your  life  though  I  swing  for  it  to-morrow 
morning." 

"  It  is  all  there,"  gasped  forth  the  miserable  gold-beater, 
whose  cowardice  was  only  equalled  by  the  wickedness  of 
his  disposition.   "  But  pray  don't  hurt  me  —  pray  don't!  " 

"  Hurt  you?  "  echoed  Barney,  and  he  ground  his  teeth 
with  ferocious  rage.  "  I  did  swear  to  myself  just  now  that 
I  would  have  your  life,  but  if  so  be  I  get  back  my  blunt, 
I'll  leave  you  for  the  hangman.  There  never  was  such  a  dirty, 
sneaking,  paltry  scoundrel  as  you  are  in  this  blessed  world. 
Why,  your  wife  Bab  was  always  ashamed  of  you  —  always 
—  and  I'm  bio  wed  if  I  think  Jack  Ketch  himself  would  like 
to  have  to  do  with  such  a  fellow." 

Smedley  began  to  whimper  and  snivel,  while  the  Burker, 
deliberately  drawing  forth  his  dreadful-looking  clasp- 
knife,  proceeded  to  cut  the  cords  of  the  box  which  was  in 
the  attic.  He  opened  it;  he  found  all  his  money  safe,  and 
his  eyes  glistened  with  a  savage  joy  as  he  resumed  pos- 
session of  his  gold.  He  continued  to  ransack  all  the  contents 
of  the  box,  but  he  found  therein  nothing  else  worth  taking. 

"  Where's  your  own  money?  "  he  demanded  of  Smedley. 
"  Here,  I  suppose,"  and  he  caught  up  the  pantaloons  which 
the  gold-beater  had  been  wearing,  and  which  were  lying 
over  a  chair. 

There  were  six  or  seven  sovereigns  and  a  quantity  of 
silver  in  the  pocket,  but  Jack  Smedley,  now  having  the 
horrors  of  utter  destitution  before  his  eyes,  began  to  moan 
so  piteously  that  the  Burker  thought  to  himself,  "  He 
will  do  something  desperate  if  I  leave  him  penniless,  and 
maybe  he  will  blow  the  whole  thing,  turn  around  and  peach, 
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and  make  a  general  smash  of  it.  I'll  play  the  generous 
toward  him." 

The  Burker  placed  upon  the  table  the  money  which 
he  had  just  taken  from  the  pocket  of  the  pantaloons,  saying, 
at  the  same  time,  Leave  off  that  precious  moaning  and 
whining,  can't  you,  you  fool!  Or  do  you  want  me  to  slit 
your  windpipe  for  you?  Now  look  here,  Jack,  you're  a 
thundering  rascal,  and  you  know  you  are;  it  would  sarve 
you  right  to  leave  you  without  a  scurrick,  as  you  meant 
to  leave  me.  But  I'll  just  give  you  another  chance,  so  I'll 
content  myself  with  taking  back  my  own.  And  now  good- 
bye." 

With  these  words,  the  Burker  turned  and  quitted  the 
attic,  while  Jack  Smedley  felt  so  marvellously  relieved  by 
his  disappearance,  that  the  loss  of  the  money  he  had  meant 
to  self-appropriate  was  now  but  a  very  secondary  con- 
sideration. The  Burker  descended  the  stairs;  the  man 
and  woman  of  the  house  issued  forth  from  their  room, 
wondering  to  hear  only  the  footsteps  of  a  single  individual, 
for  they  had  naturally  expected  that  the  supposed  detective 
had  come  to  take  Jack  Smedley  into  custody.  The  Burker 
did  not  however  choose  to  volunteer  any  explanation;  he 
ordered  them  both  to  go  back  into  their  own  room  and 
not  bother  him  with  their  presence,  and  then  opening  the 
front  door,  he  quitted  the  house. 


CHAPTER  XI 


THE  AYAH  AND  MR.  REDCLIFFE 

It  was  in  the  afternoon  of  the  day  following  that  night's 
incidents  which  we  have  been  relating,  and  Mr.  Redcliffe 
proceeded  to  Queen  Indora's  villa.  Having  passed  a  couple 
of  hours  in  her  society,  he  took  his  leave;  but  as  he  was  is- 
suing from  the  front  door,  Sagoonah,  who  opened  it  for  him, 
suddenly  laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  said,  in  a  low, 
deep  voice,  It  is  absolutely  necessary  I  should  have  a  few 
minutes'  conversation  with  you." 

Redcliffe  stopped  short  in  astonishment.  For  an  instant 
the  eyes  of  the  Hindu  woman  had  shed  upon  him  their 
burning  light  in  that  same  manner  which  on  three  or 
four  previous  occasions  had  struck  him  as  being  so  peculiar, 
but  now,  the  next  instant,  her  looks  became  full  of  a  soft 
and  earnest  entreaty. 

"  What  mean  you,  Sagoonah?  "  he  asked.  "  What  can 
you  have  to  say  to  me  which  may  not  be  said  in  the  presence 
of  your  mistress?   Your  request  is  so  strange  —  " 

"  I  beseech  and  implore  that  you  will  grant  me  a  few 
minutes,"  responded  the  ayah.  "  Oh,  pray,  pray  do! 
Yonder,  in  the  field  at  the  extremity  of  the  garden  —  I  will 
be  there  in  a  few  minutes.  Oh,  Mr.  Redcliffe,  refuse  me  not!  " 

She  then  hastily  glided  away,  and  Mr.  Redcliffe,  issuing 
from  the  villa,  deliberated  bewilderingly  with  himself  as 
to  the  course  which  he  ought  to  pursue.  The  haunting 
looks  of  Sagoonah  appeared  to  corroborate  the  idea  that 
she  had  really  something  of  importance  to  say  to  him,  and 
he  could  at  least  see  no  harm  in  hearing  what  this  might  be. 
He  accordingly  decided  upon  keeping  the  appointment 
which  she  had  just  given  him,  and,  on  quitting  the  grounds 
attached  to  the  villa,  he  repaired  to  the  field  which  was 
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completely  concealed  by  a  screen  of  trees  from  the  win- 
dows of  Queen  Indora's  habitation.  In  a  few  minutes  he 
beheld  the  white  dress  of  Sagoonah  at  a  short  distance; 
at  first  she  approached  rapidly,  but  when  within  a  few 
yards  of  him,  she  relaxed  her  pace  and  seemed  to  be  smitten 
with  confusion  and  timidity. 

"  What  have  you  to  fear,  Sagoonah?  "  asked  Mr.  Red- 
cliff  e.  "  Why  is  your  manner  thus  strange?  Draw  near, 
and  tell  me  for  what  purpose  you  besought  this  interview, 
and  what  important  communication  you  may  have  to 
make  to  me?  " 

"  I  know  not,  sir,"  responded  Sagoonah,  in  a  low,  soft, 
tremulous  voice,  "  whether  to  sink  down  at  your  feet  and 
speak  as  a  slave,  or  whether  to  look  you  in  the  face  and  with 
the  dignity  of  a  woman  address  you." 

"  These  are  strange  words,"  said  Mr.  Redcliffe,  gazing  in- 
tently upon  the  ayah  in  the  hope  of  fathoming  her  purpose 
by  the  expression  of  her  countenance.  "  You  speak  of 
slavery;  there  is  none  in  this  country,  —  at  least  not  that 
species  of  slavery  that  you  are  thinking  of.  Even  if  there 
were,  I  should  not  claim  such  homage  from  you  —  " 

"  Ah!  but,  sir,"  interrupted  Sagoonah,  "  if  there  be  no 
slavery  that  is  enacted  or  confirmed  by  law,  there  may  never- 
theless be  a  slavery  in  which  the  feelings  or  the  passions 
enthral  the  individual." 

"  What  mean  you,  Sagoonah?  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Redcliffe, 
who  now  appeared  to  catch  a  slight  scintillation  of  the  real 
truth;  but  the  next  instant  he  repudiated  the  suspicion 
from  his  mind  as  something  preposterous  or  impossible. 
"  What  mean  you?  "  he  repeated. 

The  ayah  advanced  a  little  nearer  toward  him;  there  was 
a  moment's  flashing  of  her  brilliant,  burning  eyes,  and  then 
the  next  instant  they  were  curtained  by  her  ebon  lashes,  and 
her  looks  were  downcast.  For  a  moment  too  it  appeared  as 
if  she  were  really  about  to  assert  that  womanly  dignity  of 
which  she  had  spoken,  but  that  as  if  she  found  it  impossible 
to  be  maintained  against  the  influence  of  other  and  softer 
feelings  which  were  agitating  within  her. 

"  Mr.  Redcliffe,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  that  was  again  trem- 
ulous, "  I  would  fain  consult  you  upon  a  point  which  closely 
and  intimately  concerns  my  happiness." 

"  But  why  not  consult  your  kind-hearted  mistress? " 
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inquired  Mr.  Redcliffe.  "  She,  Sagoonah,  is  the  most  fitting 
person  to  be  made  your  confidante,  and  to  proffer  you  such 
counsel  as  may  be  necessary  under  the  circumstances." 

Oh,  no,  sir!  "  exclaimed  Sagoonah,  "  my  mistress  is 
the  very  last  person  whom  I  can  consult. 

"  And  it  is  equally  impossible  that  you  can  consult  me,'^ 
said  Mr.  Redcliffe,  coldly,  for  the  varying  confusion,  hesita- 
tion, and  embarassment  of  the  ayah,  —  a  moment's  dignity 
being  succeeded  by  minutes  of  tremulous  bashfulness,  and 
by  a  visible  diffidence  in  coming  to  the  point,  —  all  these 
served  to  strengthen  the  suspicion  which  had  previously 
entered  the  mind  of  Mr.  Redcliffe. 

"  I  am  a  stranger  in  a  strange  country,"  continued  Sa- 
goonah, now  throwing  a  deep  pathos  into  her  tone,  "  and  yet 
you  refuse  to  become  my  counsellor,  my  adviser.  Ah,  sir, 
if  this  be  the  harbinger  of  that  extreme  cruelty  which  I  am 
to  experience  at  your  hands  when  the  revelation  of  my  secret 
shall  be  fully  made  —  " 

Listen  to  me,  Sagoonah,"  interrupted  Mr.  Redcliffe; 
and  though  he  now  spoke  peremptorily,  yet  it  was  likewise 
with  a  certain  degree  of  kindness,  for  he  felt  that  after  all  his 
suspicion  might  be  wrong,  and  being  utterly  without  vanity  or 
self-conceit,  he  could  scarcely  fancy  it  was  correct.  "  It  is 
not  seemly  for  us  to  continue  in  conversation  here;  both 
your  character  and  mine  would  suffer  if  we  were  observed. 
I  do  not  mean  to  address  you  in  harsh  terms,  but  you  are 
now  at  once  to  understand  from  my  lips  that  without  further 
hesitation  on  your  part  must  you  proceed  to  the  communica- 
tion you  have  to  make  to  me  —  Unless  indeed,  Sagoonah, 
you  would  rather  that  we  should  separate  at  once,  and  that 
we  should  both  forget  the  occurrence  of  this  private  inter- 
view." 

"  Forget?  "  ejaculated  Sagoonah,  almost  in  accents  of 
bitter  scorn,  —  not  at  Mr.  Redcliffe  himself,  but  at  the  idea 
as  she  had  caught  it  up.  "  Forget?  No,  it  is  impossible. 
Never  can  I  forget  aught  that  is  connected  with  you.  And 
now  you  have  my  secret,"  she  exclaimed,  for  a  moment 
flinging  her  burning  regards  upon  him;  then,  as  the  next 
instant  they  were  again  curtained  by  their  dark  fringes,  she 
added,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  love  you!  " 

Mr.  Redcliffe  first  felt  inclined  to  give  vent  to  expressions 
of  anger  and  indignation,  and  this  he  would  assuredly  have 
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done  if  dealing  with  an  English  woman  who  sought  to  set 
herself  up  as  a  rival  to  Queen  Indora  and  tempt  or  beguile 
him  away  from  that  plight  which  he  had  made  her  and  from 
that  troth  by  which  he  now  considered  himself  so  solemnly 
bound.  But  a  second  thought  made  him  reflect  that  it  was 
a  Hindu  woman  who  stood  before  him,  one  who  belonged  to  a 
distant  and  different  clime,  whose  thoughts  and  whose 
notions  were  as  distinct  as  the  habits  and  customs  of  that 
clime  itself  from  those  of  Western  Europe.  Instead,  there- 
fore, of  displaying  anger  or  scorn,  Mr.  RedclifEe  considered  it 
alike  more  prudent  and  more  generous  to  reason  with 
Sagoonah. 

I  will  not  pretend,"  he  said,  "  to  doubt  the  seriousness 
with  which  you  have  made  that  avowal,  inasmuch  as  I  cannot 
for  a  moment  suppose  that  you  would  stoop  to  such  miserable 
trifling.  But  it  is  impossible,  Sagoonah,  that  you  can  enter- 
tain the  slightest  hope  —  " 

"  Hope,  sir?  "  she  murmured.  "  Love  itself  is  hope.  Of  one 
thing  I  am  certain,  —  you  love  not  Queen  Indora,  although 
you  have  promised  to  espouse  her.  Then  wherefore  may  I 
not  hope  that  you  will  yet  learn  to  love  me?  " 

"  If  I  were  to  tell  you,  Sagoonah,"  replied  Mr.  Redcliffe, 
with  a  deep  mournfulness  in  his  tone  and  a  profound  com- 
passion in  his  looks,  "  that  the  power  of  love  is  dead  within 
me,  you  perhaps  would  not  understand  my  meaning.  But 
let  me  address  you  on  another  subject.  What  is  your  age? 
You  are  in  your  twenty-sixth  year,  with  all  the  vigour  of 
youthfulness,  still  young  —  and  I  do  not  mean  to  compli- 
ment you  when  I  say  that  you  are  beautiful.  I  am  three  or 
four  years  past  forty,  but  through  care  and  grief  my  appear- 
ance is  that  of  a  still  older  man.  Whatsoever  personal  beauty 
I  may  have  once  possessed  is  gone  —  " 

You  forget,  sir,"  interrupted  Sagoonah,  gently,  "  that  I 
have  known  you  for  many  years  —  yes,  from  my  very  girl- 
hood have  I  known  you.  Was  I  not  from  a  child  brought  up 
in  the  palace  of  Inderabad,  and  think  you  not,  therefore,  my 
memory  retains  your  image  as  I  first  knew  you,  so  that  even 
while  I  now  look  upon  you,  I  fail  to  observe  whatsoever  rav- 
ages time  or  other  circumstances  may  have  wrought  upon  you. 
You  were  the  first  European  whom  I  ever  beheld,  and  therefore 
from  my  very  girlhood  was  there  all  the  interest  of  novelty  in 
my  mind;  and  is  it  surprising  that  such  interest  should  have 
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expanded  and  ripened  into  another  feeling?  Oh,  sir,"  con- 
tinued Sagoonah,  enthusiastically,  "  my  brain  is  stored  with 
memories  in  respect  to  yourself,  —  memories  which  I  have 
cherished  and  which  I  have  fed  upon  as  the  most  delicious 
of  food.  Ah,  imagination  transports  me  back  to  the  spacious 
halls  and  marble  courts  of  Inderabad.  I  see  myself  a  girl  of 
fifteen  or  sixteen,  seated  by  the  side  of  a  fountain,  and  you 
approach,  you  speak  kindly  to  me,  you  tell  me  of  the  far-off 
land  from  which  you  came,  —  this  land  where  I  now  find 
myself,  and  which  at  the  time  I  so  little  dreamed  I  should 
ever  visit.  And  I  see  you  walking,  as  it  were,  in  all  the  pride 
and  glory  of  your  own  civilization,  amidst  the  comparative 
barbarism  of  that  native  clime  of  mine.  I  hear  those  around 
me  speaking  of  wise  and  liberal  measures  ordained  by  the 
king;  I  hear  your  name  mentioned  with  admiration,  for  full 
well  is  it  known  that  from  the  suggestions  of  your  wisdom  do 
those  measures  emanate.  Oh,  I  am  a  young  girl  again,  I  am 
roving  through  the  gardens  and  the  marble  courts  of  Inder- 
abad; I  already  love  you,  my  admiring  looks  follow  you, 
though  you  perceive  them  not.  I  look  up  to  you  as  a  superior 
being  that  has  come  down  amidst  the  immeasurable  inferior- 
ity of  that  people  to  whom  I  belong." 

It  was  with  a  strange  and  wild  exaltation  that  Sagoonah 
spoke,  an  exaltation  fervid,  glowing,  and  rapturous,  and  if 
Mr,  Redcliffe  had  eyes  and  a  heart  to  be  smitten  with  the 
grand  spectacle  of  that  Hindu  woman's  darkly  splendid 
beauty,  he  could  not  have  failed  to  be  stricken  then.  The 
supernal  lustre  of  her  eyes  shed  a  halo  of  animation  upon 
her  countenance;  her  supple,  willowy  form  yielded  in  elo- 
quent gestures  and  graceful  attitudes  to  the  varying  tenor 
of  her  discourse;  the  quick  heavings  of  her  bosom  gave 
visible  undulations  to  the  snow-white  drapery  which  cov- 
ered it,  while  her  arms,  bare  to  the  shoulders,  —  so  admi- 
rably modelled  though  of  dusky  skin,  —  played  their  part 
with  a  grace  all  natural  and  unstudied  in  those  gesticulations 
which  gave  such  force  to  her  language,  half-pathetic,  half- 
passionate. 

"  Sagoonah,"  said  Mr.  Redcliffe,  "  I  ought  not  to  have 
tarried  to  listen  to  such  discourse  as  this;  and  if  you  were 
an  Englishwoman,  our  interview  would  have  been  cut  short 
almost  at  the  instant  it  commenced  —  or  perhaps,  I  should 
rather  say  that  it  would  not  have  been  granted  at  all.  But 
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once  more  I  conjure  you  to  listen  to  me  attentively.  Either 
you  mean  that  I  am  to  prove  faithless  to  the  vow  I  have 
plighted  to  your  mistress,  and  receive  yourself  as  a  wife, 
or  else  you  intend  me  to  remain  faithful  to  that  plight  in 
some  sense,  but  to  abandon  myself  to  the  temptation  of  an 
illicit  love  with  you.  In  either  case  you  are  acting  most  im- 
properly; you  are  outraging  the  loftiness  of  that  very  female 
dignity  of  which  you  ere  now  spoke;  you  are  behaving  un- 
gratefully to  the  mistress  who  has  ever  been  so  kind  and  in- 
dulgent toward  you.  Do  you  not  comprehend  me,  Sagoonah? 
Will  you  not  promise  that  you  will  stifle  this  infatuation 
which  you  have  been  cherishing,  and  that  nevermore  hence- 
forth will  you  address  me  in  such  terms?  You  see  that  I  do 
not  reproach  you;  I  speak  kindly  to  you,  and  surely,  surely 
your  better  feelings  must  be  touched,  your  good  sense  must 
make  you  aware  of  the  truth  of  all  I  am  telling  you." 

"  If  you  possess  an  enchanter's  power,"  responded  Sag- 
oonah,   give  me  back  my  freedom  of  the  heart,  release  me 
from  the  spells  with  which  you  have  enthralled  me,  pluck 
out  from  my  brain  all  the  memories  of  the  past,  tear  away 
from  my  soul  that  image  which  has  become,  as  it  were, 
interwoven  with  my  own  existence.   If  you  can  do  all  this, 
Mr.  Redcliffe,  then  indeed  may  we  separate  at  once,  and  I 
may  faithfully  promise  never  more  to  address  you  in  the  lan- 
guage which  I  have  been  holding.   Oh,  think  not  that  I  am 
unaware  of  the  desperate,  the  well-nigh  hopeless  condition  in 
which  I  am  placed  with  regard  to  you.   But  my  feelings  are 
stronger  than  myself,  and  I  have  no  more  power  to  crush  this 
love  of  mine  than  you  have  to  bid  it  be  crushed.   Is  it  not 
therefore  vain  to  talk  to  me  of  duties  and  proprieties?  Is  it 
not  useless  to  remind  me  of  the  kind  indulgence  of  a  good 
mistress  —  ay,  and  all  the  more  so,"  she  added,  in  a  voice 
which  suddenly  became  low,  and  which  had  a  deeper  meaning 
in  it  than  Mr.  Redcliffe  could  fathom  at  the  time,  —  "  ay,  and 
all  the  more  so  inasmuch  as  I  feel  that  I  have  sinned  against 
her  too  deeply  to  leave  room  for  repentance." 

But,  Sagoonah,"  said  Mr.  Redcliffe,  now  adopting  a 
sterner  look  and  a  more  peremptory  tone,  "  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  that  you  should  exercise  a  becoming  control  over 
your  feelings.  I  do  not  love  you,  I  cannot  love  you.  What- 
soever influence  you  may  hope,  think,  or  seek  to  exercise 
over  me  would  only  be  a  tyranny  against  which  I  should 


THE  AYAH  AND  MR.  REDCLIFFE  121 

rebel,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  speak  too  harshly,  but  still  I  must 
add  that  if  it  went  too  far  I  should  punish  it.  Your  good 
sense  must  tell  you  that  were  I  to  breathe  in  the  ear  of  your 
mistress  a  single  syllable  of  all  that  has  now  taken  place,  she 
would  not  retain  you  in  her  service.  Be  reasonable  there- 
fore —  " 

"  Be  reasonable?  echoed  Sagoonah,  her  eyes  flashing 
fire,  and  her  entire  form  writhing  as  if  with  the  sense  of  an 
insult.  "  Who  are  you  that  bid  the  flames  which  you  have 
excited  suddenly  quench  themselves?  Can  you  command  the 
volcano  to  cease  its  heavings  and  be  still?  How,  then,  think 
you  that  you  can  exercise  such  a  power  over  the  human 
heart?  No,  Clement  Redcliffe,  it  is  you  who  are  most  un- 
reasonable. I  am  but  a  poor  weak  woman,  you  are  a  strong 
man,  and  it  is  you  who  are  playing  the  tyrant  toward  me. 
You  ere  now  asked  me  what  my  purpose  was  and  what  my 
hope  is.  Listen  —  No,  do  not  interrupt  me.  I  insist  upon 
speaking  in  my  turn,  and  it  is  my  turn  now.  Since  I  left 
Inderabad,  I  have  learned  much  of  the  world,  I  have  looked 
upon  it  in  a  new  light,  I  have  studied  it,  I  know  it.  Well 
aware  am  I  of  the  immeasurable  distance  which  exists  be- 
tween myself  and  you,  of  the  great  gulf  which  social  distinc- 
tions have  established  between  us.  Think  not,  therefore, 
that  I  seek  to  become  your  wife.  No,  but  I  will  become  your 
slave;  and  to  be  your  slave  is  to  be  your  mistress,  the  toy 
with  whom  you  may  play,  the  object  that  may  gratify  a 
passing  phantasy.  But  you  must  renounce  the  vow  which 
you  have  pledged  to  Indora  — 

"  Sagoonah!  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Redcliffe,  angrily. 

"  Listen,  listen!  "  cried  the  Hindu  woman,  vehemently, 
and  she  stamped  her  foot  with  excitement.  You  shall  hear 
me  to  the  end.  I  was  saying,  therefore,  that  you  must  re- 
nounce your  vow  to  become  the  husband  of  Indora.  A 
diadem  awaits  her;  surely,  surely  she  can  leave  to  her  humble 
slave  the  happiness  of  the  heart's  love?  And,  oh,  think  not, 
Mr.  Redcliffe,  that  if  you  really  loved  Indora  I  would  insist 
upon  such  a  sacrifice  as  this.  No,  I  should  have  mercy  upon 
you,  because,  alas !  I  know  what  it  is  to  love.  It  is  really  no 
sacrifice  that  I  am  demanding  on  your  part.  You  seek  not 
for  worldly  honours  nor  earthly  titles;  you  care  not  for  that 
sovereign  dignity  with  which  the  sharer  of  Queen  Indora's 
throne  would  become  invested.  Ah!  you  see  that  I  compre- 
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hend  your  disposition  well.  Then,  after  all,  what  is  it  that  I 
ask?  That  you  will  not  marry  where  you  do  not  love,  but 
that  you  consent  to  receive  a  slave  and  a  mistress  where  you 
are  beloved." 

"  And  all  this,  Sagoonah,  is  an  impossibility,"  said  Mr. 
Redcliffe.  "  I  have  endeavoured  to  reason  with  you,  and 
you  will  not  be  reasonable.  You  now  compel  me  to  speak 
out  the  full  truth  sternly,  and  you  may  think  implacably. 
Nevertheless,  it  must  be  done.  Return  you  to  your  mis- 
tress, for  here  our  interview  ends.  I  shall  call  at  the  villa 
tomorrow,  and  by  your  demeanour  shall  I  be  decided  whether 
I  retain  the  seal  of  silence  on  my  lips,  or  whether  I  must  per- 
form a  duty  by  explaining  to  Queen  Indora  everything  that 
has  taken  place.  Do  not  regard  me  as  an  enemy,  Sagoonah. 
I  would  rather  be  your  friend.  I  have  made  all  possible 
allowances  for  you  —  " 

"  No,  sir,  you  have  not!  "  interrupted  Sagoonah,  vehe- 
mently. The  poor  Hindu  woman  has  her  feelings  as  well  as 
the  haughtiest  lady  of  your  civilized  British  land.  Mine  are 
wounded.  Think  you  that  I  have  no  virtue,  think  you 
that  I  value  not  my  chastity  and  my  honour?  The  former 
is  immaculate,  the  latter  untarnished.  Yet  do  I  offer  to 
sacrifice  my  virtue  for  your  sake.  Judge  thereby  the 
strength  of  my  love.  And  is  such  a  love  as  this  to  be 
subdued  by  a  cold  mandate  to  be  reasonable?  Is  it 
something  to  be  crushed  like  this? "  and  setting  her 
foot  upon  a  wild  flower,  she  trampled  it  down,  half-dis- 
dainfully,  half-vehemently. 

"  Sagoonah,  I  must  leave  you,"  said  Mr.  Redcliffe,  and  he 
was  turning  away. 

"  No,  our  interview  ends  not  thus,"  interrupted  Sagoonah, 
and  bounding  forward,  she  caught  him  by  the  arm.  "  You 
know  not  what  it  is  to  trifle  with  the  feelings  of  a  woman, 
thus  to  scorn  her  love,  to  refuse  the  slightest  sacrifice  on 
your  part.  Such  a  love  as  mine  is  capable  of  turning  into  the 
deadliest  hate.  I  need  not  remind  you  that  I  belong  not  to 
the  same  cold  clime  as  you  —  " 

"  Sagoonah,  all  this  is  ridiculous,"  interrupted  Mr.  Red- 
cliffe. "  If  you  were  an  Englishwoman,  I  should  conceive 
that  your  brain  was  turned  by  witnessing  the  outrageous 
details  of  some  highly  wrought  melodrama,  or  that  you  had 
stocked  your  brain  with  phrases  from  some  preposterous 
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romance.  I  now  insist  that  this  may  end,  and  remember  that 
it  is  yourself  who  are  the  cause  that  I  am  speaking  thus 
harshly." 

Sagoonah  drew  back,  and  for  a  few  instants  she  contem- 
plated Mr.  Redcliffe  in  so  singular  a  manner  that  he  was 
utterly  at  a  loss  to  fathom  what  was  passing  in  her  mind.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  intense  fervour  of  love  were  about  to  turn 
into  hate,  as  if  the  fire  which  burned  in  her  eyes  expressed  a 
passion  of  one  kind  that  might  in  a  moment  flame  up  into 
another.  But  then,  blended  with  all  that,  there  was  an  ex- 
pression of  mingled  compassion  and  anguish  upon  her  coun- 
tenance; and  she  looked,  too,  as  if  she  still  so  far  clung  to 
hope  that  she  would  not  yield  to  the  desperation  which 
might  make  her  take  some  step  impossible  to  be  recalled.  In 
a  word,  the  ayah's  countenance  at  that  moment  was  a 
tablet  of  the  wildest  contradictions ;  the  traces  of  her  feelings 
were  there,  but  they  were  hieroglyphics  impossible  to  be 
deciphered. 

"  Mr.  Redcliffe,"  said  Sagoonah,  all  the  fire  of  her  eyes 
suddenly  yielding  to  a  deep  and  mournful  pathos,  "  you 
will  not  doom  me  to  utter  misery.  Oh,  do  not,  do  not! 
Is  there  nought  that  I  can  do  for  you?  Set  me  the  most  im- 
possible of  tasks,  and  I  will  even  achieve  the  impossible. 
Put  my  love  to  the  test,  you  shall  find  that  it  will  pass 
through  the  ordeal.  Will  you  not  have  mercy  upon  me? 
Look  upon  me  as  a  woman  standing  upon  the  brink  of  a 
precipice,  and  whom  one  touch  of  your  hand  may  hurl  over 
into  the  abyss,  or  bring  back  to  a  position  of  safety.  Oh,  my 
brain  is  turning!  I  feel  as  if  I  were  going  mad!  Have  mercy 
upon  me!  " 

Sagoonah  sank  at  Mr.  Redcliffe's  feet;  she  pressed  her 
hands  to  her  brow,  she  gave  vent  to  convulsive  sobs.  She 
appeared  as  if  distracted. 

"  I  pity  you,  my  poor  Sagoonah,"  he  said,  bending  down  to 
raise  her,  "  but  beyond  that  feeling  of  compassion  —  " 

"  Oh,  such  a  love  as  mine,"  interrupted  the  ayah,  strongly 
emphasizing  her  words,  "  is  not  to  be  satisfied  with  mere 
compassion.  Mr.  Redcliffe,  give  me  your  love,  or  at  least 
accept  mine.  But  refuse  me,  and  beware  lest  your  scorn 
suddenly  arms  me  with  the  venom  of  a  serpent." 

"  Sagoonah,"  answered  Mr.  Redcliffe,  "  I  can  now  keep 
no  terms  with  you;  for  I  see  that  there  is  evil  in  your  disposi- 
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tion.  A  woman  who  can  speak  as  you  have  just  spoken  must 
be  prepared  for  any  extreme,  however  desperate.  It  is  my 
duty  to  report  everything  to  your  mistress." 

Again  Sagoonah  flung  herself  upon  her  knees,  exclaiming, 
*'  No,  no,  spare  me,  be  merciful  unto  me!  I  spoke  at  ran- 
dom. Oh,  not  for  a  moment,  no,  not  for  a  moment  would  I 
dream  of  executing  whatsoever  menace  in  my  despair  was 
thrown  out." 

"  Well,  then,  I  consent  to  pardon  you,"  said  Mr.  Redcliffe. 

Yes,  I  will  pardon  you.  But  it  is  only  on  this  condition, 
that  never  henceforth,  by  word  nor  even  by  look  —  " 

I  understand  you,  sir,"  interrupted  Sagoonah,  "  and  I 
thank  you  for  this  mercy  which  you  are  vouchsafing  unto 
me."  Then  as  she  slowly  rose  up  from  her  suppliant  posture, 
with  an  expression  of  countenance  which  was  singularly 
calm  and  placid  after  all  the  excitement  she  had  just  dis- 
played, she  said,  "  Farewell,  Mr.  Redcliffe.  Pray  forget,  as 
you  have  promised  to  forgive,  whatsoever  has  now  taken 
place." 

"  I  will,  Sagoonah,  I  will  both  forgive  and  forget,"  re- 
sponded Mr.  Redcliffe;  "  and  let  me  sincerely  hope  that  your 
reflections  in  your  calmer  moments  will  lead  you  henceforth 
to  be  completely  reasonable." 

"  They  will,  sir,  rest  assured  that  they  will,"  rejoined 
Sagoonah,  with  an  air  of  the  deepest  meekness;  and  then 
with  the  low  obeisance  of  a  slave,  she  turned  away  from  the 
spot. 

At  first  she  proceeded  slowly,  and  if  Mr.  Redcliffe  could 
only  have  seen  how  ominous  were  the  fires  which  flashed 
forth  from  her  large  dark  eyes,  his  confidence  in  the  assur- 
ance she  had  just  given  him  would  have  been  shaken,  if  not 
altogether  dispelled.  In  a  few  moments  she  quickened  her 
pace,  and  glided  back  into  the  grounds  of  the  villa.  Then 
Mr.  Redcliffe,  who  had  lingered  on  the  spot  to  follow  her 
with  his  regards,  took  his  own  departure. 


CHAPTER  XII 

THE  BORROWED  COSTUME 

The  dusk  had  now  closed  completely  in,  and  Sagoonah,  on 
regaining  the  villa,  at  once  ascended  to  her  own  chamber. 
There  she  sat  down  to  give  way  to  her  meditations. 

Did  I  not  almost  foresee  it?  she  thought  within  her- 
self. "  Was  I  not  incessantly  haunted  by  the  idea  that  he 
would  scorn  my  love?  Did  I  not  continuously  entertain  the 
dread  that  it  were  impossible  to  thaw  that  frozen  heart  of 
his?  It  has  been  done,  the  attempt  has  been  made,  it  has 
failed.  It  were  madness  to  renew  it.  But  now,  what  re- 
mains for  me?  A  hopeless  love,  or  a  signal  vengeance.  Hope- 
less love?  Ah,  no!  That  were  cherishing  a  serpent  to 
gnaw  continuously  at  my  heart's  core!  That  were  to  sur- 
round this  very  heart  of  mine  with  red-hot  coals  and  fan 
them  into  an  incessant  blaze.  I  could  not  live  thus.  But 
vengeance?  Ah!  and  it  will  not  be  vengeance  on  one  only, 
but  likewise  on  her  to  whom  he  has  plighted  his  troth." 

Sagoonah  arose  from  her  seat  and  paced  three  or  four 
times  to  and  fro  in  her  chamber.  Her  better  feelings  were 
maintaining  a  severe  struggle  against  the  agitation  of  the 
darkest  passions  of  her  soul,  for  she  had  truly  and  fondly 
loved  Clement  Redcliffe,  and  the  blow  which  she  meditated 
against  him  would,  she  thought,  be  crushing,  overwhelming; 
it  would  be  death,  and  yet  not  death  to  be  inflicted  by  her 
own  hand. 

"  Yes,  I  will  do  it,"  she  suddenly  ejaculated  within  herself. 
"  I  will  do  it.  I  must  have  vengeance  for  this  slighted  love 
of  mine.  And  besides,  even  apart  from  vengeance,  I  must  do 
that  which  will  effectually  prevent  him  from  ever  becoming 
the  husband  of  the  queen.  Oh,  to  serve  him  as  a  slave,  I 
who  love  him  so  madly!    To  behold  him  in  the  arms  of 
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another,  and  that  other  whom  I  have  so  long  hated  as  my 
rival!  No,  no,  I  could  not  endure  it.  Oh,  I  will  have  ven- 
geance, and  my  purpose  shall  be  strong  to  wreak  it.  There 
shall  now  be  no  more  feebleness  with  me.  Did  I  not  arm 
myself  with  the  courage  requisite  to  plant  a  dagger  in  the 
bosom  of  Indora?  Did  I  not  even  snatch  forth  the  venom- 
ous reptile  from  its  cage,  did  I  not  place  it  in  her  couch? 
And  if  circumstances  were  hostile  to  my  aims,  if  those 
ventures  of  mine  terminated  in  failure,  was  it  through  any 
lack  of  courage  on  my  part?  No,  no,  I  was  bold  for  all  those 
terrific  purposes  of  mischief,  and  shall  I  prove  myself  weak 
now? 

Sagoonah  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  chamber  as  she  thus 
gave  way  to  her  sinister  reflections,  and  when  her  mind  was 
completely  made  up,  she  asked  herself  a  final  question.  It 
was  whether  she  did  verily  and  truly  possess  the  strength  of 
mind  that  was  requisite  for  the  carrying  out  of  her  purpose, 
and  she  answered  herself  in  the  affirmative. 

Now  away  to  a  magistrate,"  she  said,  "  to  give  the  in- 
formation and  strike  the  blow  without  further  delay.  Ah, 
Christina  Ashton,  you  little  thought  wherefore  you  found  me 
so  ready  a  pupil  in  studying  under  your  tuition  the  accurate 
reading  of  the  English  language!  You  little  suspected 
wherefore  you  discovered  me  bending  with  so  much  earnest- 
ness over  the  huge  file  of  the  English  newspapers!  And  now 
I  am  about  to  turn  my  knowledge  to  an  account,  —  ay,  and 
I  know  how  to  set  about  it.  It  is  but  to  enter  one  of  the 
public  vehicles,  and  order  the  driver  to  take  me  to  the 
dwelling  of  the  nearest  magistrate." 

Sagoonah  was  about  to  issue  from  the  chamber^  when  she 
caught  sight  of  herself  in  a  mirror  which  she  passed,  and  she 
stopped  short. 

"  This  dress,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  betrays  the  poor 
Hindu  slave,  and  it  may  prevent  me  from  obtaining  admis- 
sion to  the  presence  of  the  magistrate.  Ah!  I  have  read 
how  difficult  of  access  are  some  of  the  high  functionaries  of 
this  country,  and  how  much  depends  upon  the  appearance 
and  condition  of  those  who  seek  an  interview  with  them. 
Were  it  Queen  Indora  herself,  with  her  rich  apparel,  every 
lace-bedizened  lackey  would  bow,  every  door  would  fly  open, 
and  amidst  profoundest  salutations  would  she  be  ushered 
into  the  presence  of  whomsoever  amongst  England's  digni- 


THE  BORROWED  COSTUME  127 

taries  she  thus  sought  out.  But  I,  the  humble  slave  —  oh, 
it  will  be  different  with  me.  And  then,  too,  even  if  I  suc- 
ceeded in  obtaining  such  an  interview,  my  tale  would  not  be 
believed;  I  should  be  treated  with  scorn  and  ridicule.  What 
am  I  to  do?  " 

And  again  the  Hindu  woman  sat  down  to  deliberate  within 
herself,  but  it  was  not  for  very  long. 

"  If  I  do  this,"  she  went  on  reflecting,  "  dare  I  return  to 
the  villa?  Will  it  not  be  known  that  from  me  the  information 
was  obtained.  Besides,  if  I  steal  forth  now,  it  will  be  two 
or  three  hours  before  I  could  return;  my  absence  would  be 
remarked,  and  when  the  blow  should  smite  him  almost  at 
the  very  same  time,  Indora's  suspicions  would  at  once  point 
to  myself  as  the  source  whence  it  emanated.  I  must  there- 
fore bid  an  eternal  farewell  to  this  house  and  my  mistress. 
Ay,  and  why  not?  Everything  for  vengeance!  Nor  need 
I  go  away  empty-handed.  And,  ah!  I  will  apparel  myself  in 
a  style  that  shall  ensure  my  admission  into  the  presence  of  the 
magistrate  whom  I  am  about  to  seek." 

Having  thus  settled  all  her  proceedings  in  her  mind, 
Sagoonah  assumed  a  calm  expression  of  countenance,  and 
descended  on  some  pretext  to  the  drawing-room.  She  there 
found  Queen  Indora  and  Christina  seated  together,  and 
engaged  in  conversation.  Almost  immediately  afterward 
Christian  Ashton  called  at  the  villa,  to  pass  an  hour  with  his 
sister  and  the  queen,  and  Sagoonah  felt  satisfied  that  she  had 
now  ample  leisure  for  the  execution  of  her  purpose. 

Indora  had  worn  during  the  earlier  part  of  the  day  that 
same  apparel  —  half-European  in  its  fashion,  and  half- 
Oriental  in  its  style  —  which  she  had  worn  on  the  preceding 
day,  but  she  had  changed  that  dress  for  an  evening  costume, 
according  to  her  wont,  when  she  performed  her  toilet  for 
dinner.  This  semi-English,  semi-Eastern  garb  which  she  had 
put  off,  as  we  have  just  said,  lay  upon  the  couch  in  Indora's 
chamber.  That  chamber  was  now  entered  by  Sagoonah,  who 
lost  no  time  in  apparelling  herself  in  the  dress  which  she  thus 
found  upon  the  bed,  and  from  the  queen's  jewel-caskets  she 
took  many  valuables,  as  well  as  a  large  sum  in  gold  and  bank- 
notes which  she  found  in  a  writing-desk  that  happened  to 
be  unlocked.  Concealing  this  wealth  about  her  person,  Sa- 
goonah flung  a  thick  and  costly  veil  over  her  head.  A  few 
minutes  afterward  she  issued  noiselessly  forth  from  the 
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front  door  of  the  villa.  The  evening  had  closed  in,  but  it 
was  a  beautiful  clear  one,  and  all  objects  were  plainly  visible 
in  the  flood  of  argentine  lustre  which  poured  down  from  a 
cloudless  sky. 

We  must  for  a  brief  space  leave  Sagoonah,  just  as  she  is 
beginning  to  glide  through  the  garden  attached  to  the  villa, 
and  we  must  return  to  an  individual  of  whom  indeed  we 
have  very  recently  spoken.    This  was  Barney  the  Burker. 

At  about  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  day  of  which 
we  are  writing,  —  and  which  was  the  one  following  his  ad- 
ventures with  old  Jonathan  Carnabie  and  with  Jack  Smedley, 
—  the  Burker  bent  his  steps  a  second  time  toward  Queen 
Indora's  villa.  He  was  habited  in  his  Jewish  garb  which  we 
have  already  described,  and  which  was  indeed  a  most  ef- 
fectual disguise  against  the  peering  vision  of  even  the  keenest- 
sighted  ofiicer  of  justice.  The  dense  foliage  of  evergreens, 
shrubs,  and  trees  which  embowered  so  large  a  portion  of  the 
grounds  attached  to  the  villa  afforded  the  Burker  an  easy 
opportunity  of  penetrating  into  the  enclosure  unperceived 
by  any  of  the  inmates  of  the  dwelling.  He  concealed  himself 
in  the  midst  of  that  clump  which  was  in  the  immediate 
vicinage  of  the  fountain,  and  which  had  afforded  him  a 
hiding-place  on  the  preceding  day. 

Presently  he  beheld  Indora  walking  through  the  grounds, 
in  company  with  a  gentleman  whom  he  instantaneously  rec- 
ognized. This  was  the  one  who  had  pursued  him  almost  to 
his  capture  at  Woodbridge,  when  he  had  saved  himself  by 
plunging  into  the  river,  —  the  same  too  whom  he  had  seen 
on  the  preceding  evening  at  Mr.  Chubb's  front  door.  But  the 
Burker  was  ignorant  that  the  gentleman  bore  the  name  of 
Clement  Redcliffe.  Queen  Indora  was  then  apparelled  in  the 
same  costume  in  which  the  Burker  had  seen  her  on  the  pre- 
ceding day,  namely,  the  semi-English,  semi-Eastern  garb  of 
which  we  have  been  speaking.  He  was  not  long  in  perceiving 
that  she  gazed  with  tenderness  on  her  companion;  he  saw  that 
she  loved  him.  At  first  the  magnificent  beauty  of  the  queen 
produced  upon  the  Burker  an  almost  overpowering  influence, 
similar  to  that  which  he  experienced  on  the  previous  day, 
but  this  gradually  wore  off,  as  in  his  ambush  he  reflected  on 
the  absolute  necessity  there  was  for  him  to  accomplish  the 
task  assigned  by  the  Duke  of  Marchmont,  and  reap  those 
rewards  which  were  to  be  the  price  of  his  iniquity.  Besides, 
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the  Burker  hated  Mr.  Redcliffe,  against  whom  he  enter- 
tained a  bitter  spite  on  account  of  the  affair  at  Woodbridge, 
and  he  conceived  that  by  fulfilling  the  Duke  of  Marchmont's 
mission  in  respect  to  Indora  he  should  be  at  the  same  time 
wreaking  his  vengeance  on  her  companion.  Thus  was  it 
that  the  miscreant  was  on  the  present  occasion  nerved  with 
all  his  wonted  satanic  energies  for  a  purpose  of  tremendous 
mischief. 

But  Mr.  Barnes  by  no  means  intended  to  perpetrate  the 
crime  while  Indora  was  walking  with  one  who,  even  if  he 
did  not  prove  a  protector,  might  at  least  serve  as  a  defender. 
He  thought  it  very  probable  that  Indora  might  presently 
remain  alone  in  the  garden;  at  all  events,  he  determined  to 
wait.  His  hiding-place  was  deeply  embowered  in  foliage, 
he  was  buried  amidst  laurels  and  bays,  and  when  the  dusk 
should  be  closing  in,  that  ambush  would  be  perfectly  im- 
penetrable. 

There  were  a  few  moments,  however,  when  the  Burker 
experienced  a  mortal  terror,  for  a  stray  dog,  entering  the 
grounds,  began  barking  violently  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
of  the  spot  where  Barney  was  concealed.  With  what  bitter 
imprecations  did  the  miscreant  curse  the  yelping  cur,  and 
with  what  infinite  satisfaction  would  he  have  driven  his 
long  clasp-knife  into  the  brute's  body!  The  animal  stood 
upon  the  edge  of  the  border  in  the  midst  of  which  the  ever- 
greens were  planted,  barking  with  all  its  might,  so  that  the 
circumstance  speedily  attracted  the  notice  of  Queen  Indora 
and  Mr.  Redcliffe.  They  advanced  close  up  to  the  spot; 
for  a  moment  the  Burker  dreaded  lest  Mr.  Redcliffe  should 
make  a  minute  inspection  of  the  place,  but  immense  was  the 
miscreant's  relief  when  that  gentleman  contented  himself 
with  merely  driving  the  animal  away. 

Shortly  afterward  Mr.  Redcliffe  took  his  leave  of  Queen 
Indora,  and  then  followed  the  interview  between  himself 
and  Sagoonah  which  has  already  been  described.  But  in 
the  meantime  Barney  the  Burker  continued  in  his  ambush. 
He  had  often  waited  hours  for  an  opportunity  to  accomplish 
some  deed  of  evil;  he  was  by  no  means  likely  to  abandon 
his  present  enterprise  so  long  as  there  might  by  any  proba- 
bility be  a  chance  of  achieving  it  on  this  occasion.  Besides, 
as  well  for  him  to  remain  an  hour  or  two  more  in  a  place 
where  his  safety  was  comparatively  secured  than  to  go  wan- 
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dering  about  the  by-streets  of  the  metropolis,  or  sit  down 
in  some  public-house,  with  the  chance  of  being  recognized 
and  captured. 

The  time  passed,  the  shades  of  evening  fell,  but  as  the 
stars  came  out  and  the  weather  was  so  mild  and  beautiful, 
the  Burker  thought  to  himself  he  would  tarry  yet  a  little 
longer,  in  case  Indora  should  by  chance  come  forth  to  take 
another  ramble.  Presently  his  ear  caught  the  rustling  of  a 
dress  at  no  great  distance;  he  listened  with  suspended 
breath;  nearer  it  came,  he  heard  the  flowing  skirt  of  the 
costume  sweeping  over  the  grass,  and  then  brushing  by 
some  plant  overhanging  the  border.  The  Burker  peeped 
forth,  and  the  next  instant  his  hand  clutched  his  clasp-knife, 
for  he  felt  assured  that  it  was  Indora  of  whom  he  caught 
sight.  Yes,  the  very  same  costume  which  he  had  seen  her 
wear  that  day  and  on  the  preceding  one,  and  though  the 
veil  was  now  over  her  head,  yet  was  it  evident  beyond  all 
possibility  of  doubt  that  this  was  his  intended  victim. 

All  of  a  sudden  there  was  a  rush  from  amidst  the  trees;  a 
faint  shriek  escaped  the  lips  of  the  veiled  one,  but  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  the  weapon  which  the  miscreant  held 
was  buried  deep  in  the  victim's  bosom.  Down  she  fell  with- 
out another  cry,  with  only  a  low,  brief  moan,  and  at  that 
very  instant  the  Burker  was  alarmed  by  the  sounds  of  foot- 
steps approaching  from  behind  the  clump  of  evergreens  that 
had  formed  his  ambush.  He  darted  away,  plunged  amongst 
the  trees  at  the  farther  extremity  of  the  garden,  clambered 
the  fence,  and  gained  the  adjoining  fields. 

After  making  a  long  circuit,  the  Burker  reentered  London 
somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Edgeware  Road.  It 
was  now  ten  o'clock,  and  as  he  passed  along  at  a  moderate 
pace,  he  said  to  himself,  "  At  eleven  punctiwal  every  night,  — 
that  was  the  agreement!  I  shall  be  in  plenty  of  time,  and  if 
so  be  I  wasn't,  his  Grace  would  not  be  pertikler  to  a  minit  or 
two." 

Mr.  Barnes  remembered  that  inasmuch  as  he  was  per- 
sonating a  Jew  of  venerable  appearance,  with  a  long  black 
gabardine  and  a  gray  beard,  he  must  not  proceed  too  quickly, 
for  fear  lest  the  eye  of  some  detective  should  settle  its  glance 
upon  him. 

It's  a  burning  shame,"  said  the  miscreant  within  him- 
self, "  that  one  can't  walk  through  the  streets  of  London 
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without  standing  the  chance  of  having  the  looks  of  imperti- 
nent curiosity  ri verted  on  oneself." 

As  he  thus  mused  upon  his  wrongs,  the  Burker  pursued 
his  way,  and  on  looking  at  the  clock  in  a  baker's  shop,  which 
was  not  as  yet  shut  up,  he  found  that  he  had  a  good  half- 
hour's  leisure  before  keeping  the  appointment  on  which  he 
was  bent.  He  therefore  resolved  to  procure  some  refresh- 
ment, for  many  hours  had  elapsed  since  either  food  or  drink 
had  passed  his  lips.  He  entered  a  low  public-house  which 
he  knew  of  old,  but  where  he  was  tolerably  certain  he  would 
not  be  recognized  in  the  costume  he  now  wore.  There  were 
five  or  six  villainous-looking  ruffians  drinking  in  the  tap- 
room, which  was  clouded  with  tobacco  smoke;  and  the 
Burker,  shrinking  with  ail  a  Jew's  wonted  timidity  into  the 
obscurest  corner,  kept  his  countenance  as  much  averted  as 
possible  while  he  ate  the  bread  and  cheese  and  drank  the 
beer  which  he  had  ordered.  A  rapid  glance  swept  over  the 
company  had  made  him  aware  that  two  or  three  of  the  men 
were  personally  known  to  him,  but  it  by  no  means  suited 
his  intentions  to  reveal  himself  or  claim  their  acquaintance. 
The  company,  on  their  part,  were  not  particularly  surprised 
with  the  presence  of  one  whom  they  took  to  be  a  Jew,  for  at 
that  public-house  of  which  we  are  speaking  there  was  at 
times  a  congregation  of  a  variety  of  characters.  Neverthe- 
less the  conversation  was  temporarily  suspended  when  the 
Burker  entered  and  glided  into  the  corner,  but  it  was  speedily 
renewed  again. 

"  Well,  what  about  that  there  business,  then,  Toby?  " 
inquired  one  of  the  men,  thus  addressing  a  companion. 

^'  Why,  you  see,  Thomas,"  was  the  response,  he  made 
the  old  fellow  as  drunk  as  a  fiddler,  and  no  doubt  hocussed 
his  grog." 

Yes,  you  told  that  just  now,"  interrupted  the  individual 
who  had  previously  spoken.  But  did  they  know  as  how 
it  was  the  Burker?  —  my  eyes !  what  a  gulp  of  heavy  wet 
that  old  Jew  has  just  took!  "  he  added,  in  a  lowered  voice. 

How  did  they  know  it  was  the  Burker?  "  proceeded 
Toby.  "  Why,  because  when  the  old  feller  came  to  hisself 
this  morning,  he  recalled  to  mind  everything  wot  had  took 
place,  and  then  he  recollected  the  partickler  way  in  which  his 
friend  of  the  previous  night  had  spoke  and  wot  a  rum  sort 
of  lingo  he  had.    He  even  wondered  it  hadn't  struck  him 
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at  the  time,  but  having  no  suspicion,  and  thinking  as  how  it 
was  all  right  and  that  he  had  got  into  unkimmon  good  and 
respectable  company,  it  wasn't  much  to  be  wondered  at  if 
the  old  feller  was  thrown  completely  off  his  guard." 

And  how  did  you  hear  all  this,  Toby?  "  inquired  one  of 
the  company;  "  how  did  you  get  'old  of  it,  old  chap?  Tell 
us." 

"  'Cos  why  I  knows  summut  of  Chubb's  servant-gal  and 
she  told  me  all  about  it.  There  is  a  gentleman  which  goes 
to  see  the  old  man  —  Carnabie  that's  his  name  again,  and 
this  genelman,  it  seems,  called  at  the  house  last  night  just 
at  the  very  moment  Barney  the  Burker  was  leaving  it." 

"  Well,  and  I  'spose  the  traps  have  had  the  office  tipped 
'em,  eh?  " 

"  Ah!  you  may  be  pretty  sure  of  that,"  responded  Toby, 

but  it  was  all  done  in  a  very  snug  and  quiet  way,  so  that  the 
business  might  not  get  into  the  papers,  for  this  Carnabie  is  a 
parish  clerk  somewhere  down  in  the  country,  and  of  course  it 
would  not  be  respectable  for  such  on  old  file  to  be  knowed  to 
get  hisself  so  stupid  drunk  and  to  make  such  a  fool  of  hisself." 

Ah!  the  Burker's  a  clever  cove,"  said  another  of  the 
company.  "  What  a  hand  he  must  be  at  a  disguise!  Blow 
me,  what  a  hand!  " 

"  I  should  have  knowed  him,"  exclaimed  the  man  who 
answered  to  the  name  of  Toby.  There's  never  a  disguise 
that  he  could  have  put  on  so  good  as  to  prevent  me  from 
twigging  on  him." 

Here  the  Burker,  having  finished  his  refreshments,  thought 
he  had  heard  enough,  but  he  had  very  little  fear  indeed  of 
being  recognized  by  Toby,  notwithstanding  all  the  fellow's 
boasting.  Indeed,  exhilarated  by  the  malt  liquor  he  had 
imbibed,  the  miscreant  chuckled  inwardly  at  the  opportunity 
of  thus  putting  the  boaster  to  the  test,  and  rising  from  his 
seat,  he  walked  more  slowly  through  the  room  than  when  he 
had  entered  it.  Toby  stared  at  him,  but  only  with  a  passing 
curiosity,  and  not  with  the  faintest  suspicion;  so  that  the 
Burker  issued  from  the  public-house  chuckling  even  more 
blithely  than  before. 

He  now  continued  his  way  toward  Pimlico,  and  he  entered 
a  narrow  and  somewhat  obscure  street  just  as  a  neighbouring 
church  clock  was  striking  eleven.  One  side  of  the  street  was 
formed  by  a  wall  belonging  to  the  grounds  of  some  mansion. 
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and  trees  overhung  the  iron  railing  which  fenced  the  top  of 
this  wall.  In  the  shade  of  these  trees  the  Burker  beheld  a 
gentleman  lounging  along  and  smoking  a  cigar  as  if  with  the 
ease  of  a  rakish  listlessness.  This  personage  was  the  Duke 
of  Marchmont,  and  the  Burker,  accosting  him,  said,  Good 
evening,  my  lord.'' 

"  Who  are  you? "  demanded  the  duke  with  haughty 
curtness;  but  when  the  Burker  burst  out  into  a  coarse 
though  half-subdued  chuckle,  the  nobleman  exclaimed, 
"  What!  is  it  possible?  —  you  in  this  disguise?  " 

Yes,  my  lord,  it's  my  own  wery  identical  self,"  responded 
the  Burker.  ^'  There's  been  a  little  shifting  of  toggery  as 
your  Grace  perceives  —  " 

"  But  the  business  —  the  mission  I  entrusted  to  you?  " 
interrupted  the  duke,  anxiously  and  nervously. 

It's  done,  my  lord,"  was  the  response  chucklingly  given. 
"  Done!    Is  it  possible?  "  and  there  was  a  mingled  exul- 
tation and  terror  in  the  duke's  tone. 

If  it  wasn't  done,  my  lord,"  said  the  Burker,  what  the 
deuce  should  I  be  here  for?  Didn't  your  Grace  tell  me  to 
meet  you  somewhere  about  this  spot  at  eleven  o'clock  on  any 
night  that  I  might  have  summut  good  to  communicate?  " 

Yes,  yes,  true!  "  ejaculated  the  duke,  who  experienced 
a  bewildering  sensation,  half  in  joy  at  being  rid  of  a  dangerous 
foe  (as  he  thought),  and  half  in  terror  lest  this  new  crime 
should  engender  new  sources  of  apprehension. 

"  And  now,  your  Grace,  for  the  reward,"  said  the  Burker. 
"  Short  reckonings  makes  long  friends." 

"  We  cannot  possibly  converse  here,"  interrupted  the 
duke.      Follow  me,  but  follow  me  at  a  distance." 

With  these  words  Marchmont  turned  abruptly  around, 
and  bent  his  steps  toward  Belgrave  Square,  an  occasional 
glance  thrown  over  his  shoulder  showing  him  that  the  dis- 
guised Burker  was  following  upon  his  track. 


CHAPTER  XIII 


THE  LIBRARY 

There  was  a  grand  entertainment  at  the  Duke  of  March- 
mont's  house  in  Belgrave  Square  on  the  evening  of  which  we 
are  writing.  The  reader  is  aware  that  the  Duchess  of  March- 
mont  was  an  amiable  and  beautiful  lady,  but  who  unfor- 
tunately had  experienced  little  happiness  in  her  alliance  with 
the  duke.  She  had  forgiven  him  for  that  fearful  conspiracy 
which  he  had  concocted  against  her  some  time  back  at  Oak- 
lands,  but  though  she  had  forgiven,  she  could  not  forget. 
Yet,  with  the  natural  generosity  of  her  soul,  with  the  self- 
sacrificing  magnanimity  of  her  disposition,  she  had  studied 
to  resume  her  wonted  demeanour  of  affectionate  regard 
toward  her  husband,  and  likewise  to  play  the  part  which  her 
high  station  assigned  her  in  a  manner  that  should  prevent 
the  world  from  suspecting  her  domestic  infelicity.  Thus  was 
it  that  she  from  time  to  time  gave  those  entertainments 
which  a  lady  in  her  sphere  was  expected  to  give,  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  the  duke,  who  to  a  certain  extent  studied  out- 
ward appearances,  intimated  his  pleasure  that  such  recep- 
tions should  take  place  at  Marchmont  House. 

Especially,  too,  at  the  present  time  was  his  Grace  anxious 
to  court  society,  and  to  seem  to  have  his  leisure  occupied  by 
dinner-parties  and  other  fashionable  pursuits.  When  a  man 
is  either  meditating  or  darkly  conniving  at  a  crime,  he  takes 
all  possible  precautions  to  avert  suspicion,  and  to  afford 
proof  that  his  thoughts  and  aims  were  flowing  at  the  time 
in  altogether  a  different  channel.  Thus,  at  this  period  when 
he  was  in  reality  devoured  with  anxiety  and  suspense  as  to  the 
result  of  the  terrible  task  he  had  assigned  to  the  Burker,  he 
appeared  to  be  pursuing  a  round  of  pleasure,  and  was  giving 
splendid  entertainments  at  his  mansion  in  Belgrave  Square. 
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On  the  evening  of  which  we  are  speaking  there  had  been  a 
dinner-party  at  Marchmont  House,  and  the  saloons  were 
afterward  thrown  open  for  the  reception  of  a  fashionable 
assemblage.  Dancing  commenced  in  one  room;  the  card- 
tables  were  speedily  occupied  in  another.  The  Duchess  of 
Marchmont  assumed  a  gay  and  cheerful  aspect,  though 
her  heart  was  inwardly  a  prey  to  the  never-ceasing  sense  of 
neglect  and  ill-treatment,  yes,  even  hatred,  which  she  had 
experienced  on  the  part  of  her  husband.  The  duke  likewise 
dissembled  the  real  state  of  his  own  feelings,  but  for  a  far 
different  motive;  and  when  he  passed  through  his  sump- 
tuously furnished  and  brilliantly  lighted  rooms,  as  if  with  the 
zeal  of  a  host  who  is  careful  to  see  that  his  guests  are  sur- 
rounded by  all  possible  hospitalities,  frequent  was  the  whis- 
pered remark  to  the  effect  that  his  Grace  had  not  for  a 
long  time  seemed  so  cheerful  nor  performed  his  part  so  affably 
as  on  the  present  occasion." 

A  little  before  eleven  o'clock  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  had 
slipped  away  from  the  midst  of  the  gay  throng,  and  throwing 
on  an  overcoat,  had  issued  forth  by  the  back  of  the  premises 
to  proceed  to  the  place  of  appointment  which  he  had  ar- 
ranged with  the  Burker.  They  met,  as  we  have  already  de- 
scribed, and  we  left  them  bending  their  steps  toward  Bel- 
grave  Square,  the  duke  leading  the  way,  his  assassin  accom- 
plice following  at  a  little  distance. 

The  duke  stopped  at  a  door  in  a  wall  which  bounded  the 
back  part  of  the  spacious  stabling  establishment  attached  to 
Marchmont  House,  and  opening  that  door  by  means  of  a 
key  which  he  had  with  him,  he  waited  till  the  Burker  came 
up.  He  then  conducted  the  villain  through  all  that  depart- 
ment of  the  premises,  and  led  him  unseen  by  any  of  the 
domestics  into  the  library.  Wax  candles  were  burning  there, 
for  it  was  usual  to  light  up  any  part  of  the  spacious  estab- 
lishment which  his  Grace  might  think  fit  to  visit.  There  was 
a  screen  at  the  lower  extremity,  which  partially  concealed  one 
of  the  windows,  whence  a  draught  had  lately  been  observed 
to  emanate,  and  at  the  instant  that  the  door  opened  to  admit 
the  duke  and  the  Burker,  a  female  figure  glided  behind  that 
screen.  The  dress,  as  well  as  the  window-draperies,  rustled 
for  a  moment,  but  neither  the  nobleman  nor  the  assassin 
heard  the  sounds,  which  were  indeed  slight  and  transient. 
The  duke  locked  the  door,  and  throwing  himself  upon  a 


136 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


seat,  said,  in  an  anxious  voice, Now  tell  me  all  that  has  oc- 
curred." 

It's  short  and  sweet,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Burker,  and 
IVe  no  doubt  will  give  your  Grace  the  utmost  satisfaction. 
Yesterday  I  kept  watch  in  the  garden  of  the  lady's  willa,  but 
I  had  no  opportunity  of  striking  the  blow.  On  t'other  hand, 
I  had  plenty  of  time  to  admire  her  beauty,  and  I  don't  mind 
telling  your  lordship  that  it  well-nigh  unsettled  me  alto- 
gether. Well,  my  lord,  circumstances  last  night  made  me 
change  my  disguise,  and  now  I'll  just  ask  your  Grace's 
candid  opinion  which  suits  me  best  and  which  I  look  most 
genteelest  in." 

A  truce  to  this  nonsense!"  interrupted  the  duke,  im- 
patiently.     Proceed.   I  am  in  a  hurry." 

''All  right,  my  lord,"  resumed  the  Burker.  "  This  arter- 
noon  I  returned  to  the  willa,  and  I  soon  saw  her  ladyship 
walking  in  her  garden.  She  had  company  with  her,  and  so  I 
was  again  compelled  to  wait.  But  arter  awhile  she  came  out 
to  walk  alone,  and  then  I  drove  my  good  clasp-knife  so  deep 
into  her  buzzim  that  she  dropped  down  with  scarce  a  groan." 

''This  is  true,  —  you  are  not  deceiving  me?"  said  the 
duke,  quivering  with  anxious  suspense.  "  How  am  I  to 
know  that  you  have  done  this?  " 

"  Send  and  inquire,  if  you  like,  my  lord,"  answered  the 
Burker,  with  brutal  flippancy.  "  Or  I'll  be  bound  to  say 
you'll  read  all  about  it  in  to-morrow  morning's  paper." 

"  And  you  are  certain  that  the  blow  was  surely  dealt?  " 
demanded  the  duke. 

"  Look  you,  my  lord,"  responded  the  Burker,  drawing  out 
his  clasp-knife.  "  This  blade  is  a  long  one,  it  went  right  down 
to  the  handle;  here's  the  marks  of  blood  upon  it,  and  here's 
my  ankercher,  which  I  wiped  it  on  as  I  rushed  away  from 
the  spot." 

"  Enough!  "  ejaculated  the  duke,  averting  his  eyes  from 
the  sickening  evidences  of  the  crime  which  had  been  com- 
mitted at  his  instigation. 

"  I  hadn't  failed  to  observe  that  the  Lady  Indora,  or  what- 
ever her  name  was,"  continued  the  assassin,  "  walked  about 
with  the  whole  contents  of  a  jeweller's  shop  crowded  on  her 
person  and  dress,  and  I  did  mean  to  help  myself  to  a  few 
of  them  trifles.  But  just  arter  the  blow  was  struck,  I  heerd 
footsteps  coming  from  the  direction  of  the  willa,  and  as  the 
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lady  had  given  a  sort  of  skreek  when  I  fust  busted  out  upon 
her,  I  in  course  thought  it  had  been  heexd  indoors  and  the 
servants  was  a-coming  to  see  what  it  all  meant.  So  I'd 
only  just  time  to  draw  out  my  clasp-knife  from  the  wound  — 
which  was  a  precious  deep  one,  I  know  —  and  then  I  scud 
away  as  fast  as  my  legs  could  carry  me.  Now  your  Grace 
knows  everything,  and  you  may  give  me  my  reward." 

The  duke  was  in  the  act  of  drawing  forth  his  purse,  which 
was  crammed  with  gold  and  bank-notes,  when  a  strange 
rustling  noise,  apparently  coming  from  behind  the  screen  or 
the  closed  draperies  of  one  of  the  windows,  fell  upon  the  ears 
of  both  himself  and  the  Burker.  They  started  up  with  dis- 
may in  their  looks,  but  this  feeling  was  expressed  with  a  far 
more  ghastly  and  horror-stricken  aspect  on  the  part  of  the 
nobleman  than  on  that  of  the  assassin.  For  a  few  instants 
the  duke  stood  irresolute,  a  prey  to  the  most  agonizing 
torture;  then  rushing  toward  the  screen,  dashed  it  aside, 
seized  upon  the  window-draperies  and  tore  them  asunder. 
A  faint  shriek  rang  forth,  and  he  beheld  a  lady  who  was  a 
total  stranger  to  him.  An  ejaculation  of  ferocious  rage 
dropped  from  the  lips  of  the  Burker,  and  his  hand  was  al- 
ready clutching  his  clasp-knife,  when  the  lady  fell  upon  her 
knees,  murmuring, For  Heaven's  sake  spare  me!  spare  me, 
I  beseech  you!  Your  secret  is  safe!  " 

Horror  at  all  that  she  had  heard  and  wild  terror  at  the 
menacing  aspect  of  the  Burker,  were  blended  in  her  looks. 
The  Duke  of  Marchmont  was  well-nigh  distracted;  all  the 
most  frightful  perils  appeared  to  be  environing  him.  His 
brain  grew  dizzy,  his  sight  became  dim,  he  reeled  back  a  few 
paces,  as  if  intoxicated  with  wine. 

''Dismiss  this  dreadful  man!  —  for  Heaven's  sake  send 
him  away!  "  said  the  lady,  accosting  the  duke  with  looks 
that  in  terror  appealed  to  him,  while  with  horror  they  shrank 
from  the  ferocious  gaze  of  the  Burker.  "  I  have  heard 
nothing  —  I  mean,"  she  continued,  confusedly,  and  in  a 
dreadfully  excited  manner,  ''  I  will  keep  silent,  I  will  not 
betray  anything,  no,  not  for  the  world." 

Encouraged  by  this  assurance,  and  aroused  to  sudden 
energy  by  the  desperation  of  the  horrible  circumstances  in 
which  he  found  himself  placed,  the  Duke  of  Marchmont 
quickly  drew  forth  his  purse  and  a  key,  and  he  said  to  the 
Burker,  "  Here,  depart.    There  is  more  than  the  reward  I 
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promised.  Let  yourself  out  by  the  way  that  we  came.  For 
Heaven's  sake  lose  not  an  instant.  Away  with  you!  Get 
out  of  London,  leave  England  at  once  —  immediately." 

These  injunctions  were  issued  in  a  low,  hoarse,  but  hurried 
whisper,  and  hastening  to  unlock  the  door  of  the  library,  the 
duke  pushed  the  Burker  thence.  The  miscreant,  judging  by 
the  weight  and  the  feel  of  the  purse  that  one  end  was  heavy 
with  gold  and  the  other  crammed  with  bank-notes,  had  no 
reason  to  tarry  any  longer,  and  he  succeeded  in  effecting  his 
exit  from  the  premises  without  being  observed  by  any  of  the 
dependents. 

The  Duke  of  Marchmont  was  left  alone  with  this  lady  who 
was  unknown  to  him.  He  locked  the  door  again,  and  ac- 
costing her  with  a  countenance  that  was  ghastly  pale,  and  in 
a  voice  that  was  now  hollow  with  deeply  concentrated  emo- 
tions in  which  horror  was  predominant,  he  said,  "  Who  are 
you,  and  how  came  you  here?  " 

The  lady,  who  was  evidently  much  relieved  by  the  disap- 
pearance of  the  Burker,  and  who  was  naturally  of  a  coura- 
geous disposition,  had  by  this  time  fully  recovered  her  own 
presence  of  mind,  and  she  said,  "  My  lord,  you  have  nothing 
to  fear.  I  know  everything,  I  overheard  everything,  but  let 
us  at  once  understand  each  other,"  and  then  bending  her 
superb  dark  eyes  significantly  upon  the  duke's  countenance, 
she  added,  "  Your  Grace  can  recompense  me  for  keeping  your 
secret." 

Yes,  yes,"  he  eagerly  exclaimed,  "  anjrthing  —  every- 
thing!   There  is  nothing  you  can  ask  which  I  will  not  grant." 

"  Good,  my  lord,"  she  observed,  "  I  knew  that  we  should 
understand  each  other.  And  now  unlock  that  door,  for  one 
of  your  domestics  knows  that  I  am  here,  and  he  may  happen 
to  enter,  or  rather  seek  to  enter,  when  it  would  appear  strange 
to  find  that  the  door  was  secured." 

The  lady  sat  herself  calmly  down.  The  duke  hastened  to 
unlock  the  door,  and  then  returning  toward  her,  he  also  took 
a  seat,  anxiously  awaiting  whatsoever  explanation  she  might 
have  to  give.  Though  still  tortured  with  agonizing  feelings, 
he  nevertheless  had  now  leisure  to  contemplate  her  more 
attentively  than  he  had  hitherto  done.  She  was  apparently 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  of  tall  stature,  and  splendidly 
formed.  Her  countenance  was  handsome,  her  hair  dark,  her 
eyes,  of  corresponding  hue,  large  and  lustrous.  Sensuousness 
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and  decision  were  depicted  in  the  expression  of  her  features, 
and  in  the  boldness,  indeed,  we  might  say  the  hardihood,  of 
the  looks  which  she  bent  upon  the  duke.  She  was  beauti- 
fully apparelled  in  ball-costume,  and  therefore  was  evidently 
one  of  the  guests  who  had  been  invited  to  the  entertainment, 
or  had  at  least  found  her  way  thither. 

"  My  explanations  will  not  be  very  long,  my  lord,"  she 
began,  "  and  I  repeat  my  assurance  that  your  Grace  has 
nothing  to  apprehend.  Indeed,  that  we  may  all  the  better 
understand  each  other,  I  will  be  very  candid  with  you.  My 
life  has  not  always  proved  the  most  virtuous  that  can  be 
conceived.  I  was  once  the  mistress  of  an  officer  in  the 
Guards,  subsequently  of  a  rich  old  baronet,  who  very  re- 
cently died  at  his  country-seat  near  Ramsgate.  I  am  mar- 
ried; my  husband  is  old  enough  to  be  my  father,  almost  my 
grandfather,  and  we  are  poor." 

"  You  are  poor?  "  ejaculated  the  duke,  clutching  eagerly 
at  the  avowal.  "  I  will  make  you  rich!  I  will  make  you 
rich!    But  proceed." 

"  Certain  schemes  in  w^hich  I  was  embarked,"  continued 
the  lady,  and  which  I  had  hoped  would  all  turn  out  to  my 
advantage,  failed  most  signally.  I  came  to  London  to  stay 
with  some  friends;  your  Grace  knows  them.  I  allude  to  Sir 
James  and  Lady  Walmer.  I  formed  their  acquaintance  at 
Brighton,  and  they  know  nothing  of  the  worst  part  of  my 
antecedents.  They  received  an  invitation  from  the  duchess 
to  her  Grace's  ball  this  evening,  and  they  brought  me  with 
them.  We  arrived  late,  having  been  engaged  to  dine  else- 
where. We  entered  her  Grace's  saloons  just  as  your  lordship 
was  retiring.  In  your  lordship's  absence.  Captain  Walmer, 
the  baronet's  son,  offered  to  introduce  to  me  a  partner  for  a 
dance.  To  whom  should  he  thus  present  me  but  that  very 
officer  of  the  Guards  whose  mistress  I  was  a  few  years  back!  " 

"  Who  is  he?  "  inquired  the  duke,  quickly. 
Colonel  Tressilian,"  responded  the  lady. 
And  you  yourself,  madam,  your  name?    You  have  not 
yet  mentioned  it." 

"  Mrs.  Oxenden,"  she  rejoined.  On  being  thus  presented 
to  Colonel  Tressilian  I  lost  not  my  presence  of  mind,  for  I 
relied  upon  his  honour  not  to  expose  me.  He  bowed  as  if  to 
a  stranger,  and  I  thought  that  I  was  safe.  He  offered  me 
his  arm,  but  instead  of  leading  me  to  join  the  dance,  he  con- 
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ducted  me  into  an  adjoining  room,  where  we  found  ourselves 
alone.  Then  he  threw  off  the  mask  of  a  temporary  dissimu- 
lation, and  addressed  me  with  a  stern  hauteur.  It  appears 
that  he  is  acquainted  with  Sir  Edgar  Beverley,  who  has  mar- 
ried my  sister.  Sir  Edgar  is  in  London  with  his  bride,  and 
accidentally  meeting  Colonel  Tressilian  yesterday,  he  com- 
municated enough  to  damage  me  irreparably  in  the  colonel's 
estimation.  Therefore  Tressilian  insisted  that  I  should  at 
once  leave  the  Duchess  of  Marchmont's  ballroom,  or  else  he 
should  deem  it  his  duty  to  expose  my  character  to  her  Grace. 
It  was  ungenerous,  considering  the  terms  on  which  I  had 
formerly  lived  with  Tressilian,  but  he  was  inexorable.  I  be- 
sought him  to  spare  me  in  respect  to  the  Walmers ;  but  with 
them  also  is  he  intimate,  and  all  that  I  could  obtain  from  him 
was  a  promise  of  forbearance  and  silence  if  in  the  course  of 
to-morrow  I  quitted  their  abode.  I  withdrew  from  the  ball- 
room, and  a  domestic  conducted  me  hither,  where  it  was  my 
intention  to  wait  until  the  Walmers'  carriage  should  be  an- 
nounced. To  the  domestic  I  pleaded  indisposition,  but  de- 
sired that  my  friends  might  not  be  disturbed  or  annoyed  by 
the  intelligence  in  the  midst  of  their  own  recreations.  Your 
Grace's  domestic  has  gone  to  fetch  the  Walmers'  carriage, 
which  was  originally  ordered  to  return  at  two  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  it  was  the  entrance  of  that  footman  which  I  appre- 
hended when  I  requested  your  Grace  just  now  to  unlock 
the  door." 

"  And  your  husband,  Mrs.  Oxenden?  "  said  the  Duke  of 
Marchmont,  "  where  is  he?  " 

"  At  Brighton,"  responded  the  lady,  "  and  I  care  not  if  I 
never  see  him  again.  I  have  explained  to  you  the  circum- 
stances which  brought  me  to  this  library.  I  had  not  been 
here  many  moments  when  the  door  opened,  and  I  heard  a 
voice  say,  '  Come  in!  quick,  quick! '  I  had  been  pacing  to 
and  fro  in  an  agitated  manner,  and  on  hearing  persons  enter, 
I  was  fearful  of  being  questioned  relative  to  the  cause  of  my 
being  here.  At  that  moment  I  was  close  to  the  screen,  and 
stepped  behind  it,  thence  gliding  behind  the  window-dra- 
peries. I  wonder  that  your  Grace  heard  not  the  rustling  of 
either  the  curtains  or  my  dress  —  But  enough!  You  now 
understand  how  it  is  that  I  am  here." 

"  And  what  can  I  do  for  you?  "  asked  the  duke.  "  Money 
in  abundance,  riches,  gold,  gifts  —  " 
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"  Patience,  my  lord,  for  a  few  minutes,"  interrupted  Mrs. 
Oxenden,  for  I  have  yet  some  explanation  to  give.  When 
I  married  a  man  old  enough  to  be  my  father,  it  was  because 
I  really  wished  to  lead  a  respectable  life,  but  more  for  the 
sake  of  my  young  sister  than  my  own.  Now,  as  I  have 
already  informed  your  Grace,  certain  projects  on  which  I  was 
recently  bent  have  utterly  failed,  and  my  sister  is  alienated 
from  me.  I  will  not  return  to  my  drivelling  dotard  of  a 
husband;  I  care  not  for  the  farce  of  leading  what  is  called  a 
respectable  life  for  the  future.  On  quitting  Ramsgate,  my 
mind  was  speedily  made  up.  Availing  myself  of  a  long- 
standing invitation  on  the  part  of  the  Walmers,  I  came  to 
their  house  in  London.  My  object  in  plunging  amongst  the 
pleasures  of  the  metropolis  shall  be  frankly  confessed.  In- 
deed, my  lord,"  added  Mrs.  Oxenden,  significantly,  "  there 
is  no  need  for  the  existence  of  any  secrets  between  your 
Grace  and  me." 

No,  no,  certainly  not,"  said  the  duke,  inwardly  recoiling 
from  the  intimacy  which  had  suddenly  arisen  upon  the  basis 
of  a  hideous  crime  becoming  revealed  to  the  ears  of  this 
woman  who  was  so  ready  to  take  advantage  of  her  knowledge 
thereof,  and  who  could  speak  with  such  a  mingling  of  bold 
hardihood  and  cold,  worldly-minded  calculation. 

"  Well,  then,  my  lord,"  continued  Mrs.  Oxenden,  "  I  am 
tired  of  playing  the  part  of  a  virtuous  and  respectable  wife, 
doomed  to  poverty,  and  I  seek  to  become  the  mistress  of 
some  great  and  powerful  personage  who  can  give  me  riches. 
For  this  object  I  came  to  London;  for  this  object  I  resolved 
to  plunge  into  fashionable  society.  Accident  has  favoured 
my  purpose  more  readily  than  I  had  dared  anticipate,  even 
with  the  consciousness  of  a  beauty  which  is  not  inconsid- 
erable." 

"  Mrs.  Oxenden,"  replied  Marchmont,  "  it  shall  be  as  you 
desire.  To-morrow  you  will  leave  the  Walmers.  Let  it  be 
in  the  middle  of  the  day.  Before  noon  you  shall  receive  a 
note  from  me,  intimating  where  a  suitable  house  is  taken  for 
your  reception.  But  remember,  the  veil  of  inviolable  se- 
crecy —  " 

"  Shall  remain  thrown  over  all  that  reached  my  ears  this 
night,"  replied  Mrs.  Oxenden,  "  so  long  as  your  Grace  per- 
forms a  generous  part  toward  me." 

At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  library  was  thrown  open, 
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and  a  footman  exclaimed,  Sir  James  Walmer's  carriage  is 
waiting  for  Mrs.  Oxenden." 

The  Duke  of  Marchmont  handed  the  lady  forth  with  every 
appearance  of  a  respectful  courtesy;  they  exchanged  rapid 
but  significant  glances,  and  the  equipage  drove  away. 

The  duke  returned  for  a  few  minutes  to  the  library,  to 
tranquillize  the  feelings  which  were  still  agitating  within  him 
notwithstanding  that  serene  affability  of  manner  which  he 
assumed  while  escorting  the  splendid  but  infamous  Mrs. 
Oxenden  forth  to  the  carriage;  but  it  was  no  easy  task  for 
the  iniquitous  nobleman  to  quench  the  flames  of  the  hell  that 
was  raging  with  volcanic  power  in  his  breast.  It  appeared 
to  him  as  if  by  means  of  a  crime  he  had  only  escaped  from 
the  power  of  one  woman  to  fall  into  that  of  another,  and  he  had 
already  seen  enough  of  Mrs.  Oxenden  to  be  aware  that  she 
would  be  imperious  and  exacting,  that  it  was  with  no  lenient 
hand  she  would  sway  the  sceptre  of  despotism  over  him,  but 
that  she  would  prove  his  mistress  in  more,  senses  than  one. 
Vainly  did  the  duke  endeavour  to  shut  out  from  himself  the 
realities  of  his  position.  He  could  not  possibly  blind  his  eyes 
to  the  conviction  that  every  attempt  which  he  made  to  dis- 
entangle himself  from  the  web  which  his  crimes  had  woven 
only  tightened  and  drew  it  the  more  enmeshingly  around  him. 
He  shuddered  and  he  trembled  as  he  thought  of  all  these 
things,  and  oh,  what  would  he  have  given  to  recall  the  past, 
-  when,  as  Lord  Clandon,  he  had  merely  to  contend  against 
pecuniary  difficulties,  but  had  not  as  yet  steeped  his  hands 
in  crime. 

Exerting  himself  to  the  utmost  to  regain  his  self-possession, 
and  to  banish  all  these  horrible,  torturing,  harrowing  appre- 
hensions which  were  crowding  in  upon  him,  the  duke  issued 
from  the  library  and  ascended  once  more  to  the  ballroom. 
There  he  endeavoured  to  mingle  with  an  appearance  of  gaiety 
amidst  the  throng  that  was  really  gay,  but  pleasure  sickened 
him,  like  dainties  in  the  presence  of  one  whose  appetite  is 
sated  and  palled.  The  very  lustre  of  the  rooms  seemed  to 
make  his  brain  reel;  he  talked  at  random,  he  laughed  with- 
out reason.  His  veins  felt  as  if  they  were  running  with 
molten  lead;  he  was  glowing  with  a  feverish  excitement, 
intense,  agonizing.  Thus  a  hectic  colour  sat  like  patches 
of  vivid  paint  upon  the  ghastliness  of  his  countenance,  but 
the  guests  were  far,  very  far  from  suspecting  how  racked, 
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tortured,  and  harrowed  was  the  mind  of  their  host.  They 
merely  looked  at  each  other  and  smiled,  thinking  that  his 
Grace  had,  during  his  absence  of  an  hour  or  so,  dropped  in  at 
some  still  more  convivial  party  where  his  libations  had  ex- 
ceeded the  bounds  of  prudence. 

It  was  half  an  hour  past  midnight,  when  the  Duke  of 
Marchmont  was  crossing  the  landing  to  pass  from  the  ball- 
room to  the  card-room,  that  a  note  was  presented  to  him  on  a 
silver  salver  by  one  of  his  footmen.  He  at  once  perceived 
that  the  address  was  written  in  a  beautiful  female  hand,  but 
which  nevertheless  appeared  to  have  been  somewhat  tremu- 
lous, as  if  with  excitement. 

"  From  whom  does  it  come?  "  asked  the  duke,  who,  with  a 
timidity  ever  attendant  upon  a  guilty  conscience,  sought  to 
glean  beforehand  some  assurance  that  it  was  not  the  har- 
binger of  a  fresh  calamity. 

"  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,"  was  the  footman's  response. 

It  was  brought  by  a  middle-aged  man,  dressed  in  plain 
clothes,  but  having  the  appearance  of  an  upper  domestic, 
such  as  a  steward  or  butler.  He  only  desired  that  the 
note  should  be  given  to  your  Grace,  and  he  immediately  de- 
parted. 

The  mystery  attending  the  delivery  of  the  billet  —  or  at 
least  a  mystery  as  it  appeared  to  the  duke's  guilty  mind  — 
filled  him  with  a  cold  terror,  and  proceeding  to  a  room  pre- 
viously unoccupied,  he  opened  the  letter.  The  first  glance 
at  its  signature  seemed  to  sear  his  very  eyeballs;  a  cry 
escaped  his  lips,  he  reeled,  and  would  have  fallen  but  that  he 
staggered  against  a  chair.  Then  he  sat  down,  and  oh,  how 
ghastly  was  his  countenance  now,  how  that  cold  mortal  dread 
had  chased  away  fever's  hectic  spots  from  his  cheeks,  and 
how  fearfully  did  he  groan  in  anguish!  He  passed  his  hand 
across  his  haggard  eyes,  he  read  the  contents  of  the  billet. 
It  fell  from  his  grasp,  and  he  sank  back  in  the  chair,  not  in  a 
swoon,  but  with  a  sense  of  appalling  consternation. 

And  all  this  while  the  dancing  was  going  on  in  the  gilded 
saloons,  and  numerous  lackeys  were  arranging  a  sumptuous 
repast  in  the  banqueting-room.  Every  window  of  the  pala- 
tial mansion  was  glowing  with  light,  and  the  roseate  floods 
of  luxury  were  streaming  forth  through  the  crimson  draperies 
and  open  portals  into  the  square.  And  belated  passers-by 
or  houseless  wanderers  stopped  to  gaze  up  at  that  lordly 
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dwelling,  each  saying  within  himself,  Oh,  how  I  wish  I  was 
the  Duke  of  Marchmont!  " 

But  if  it  had  been  given  to  any  one  of  these  to  penetrate 
with  a  glance  through  those  walls,  to  plunge  a  look  into  one 
particular  room  of  that  mansion,  and  to  behold  the  rich  and 
titled  owner  thereof  lying  back  in  his  seat  overwhelmed  with 
the  consternation  of  horror,  or  if  it  had  been  possible  for 
some  spirit  voice  to  breathe  the  astounding  truth  in  the  ears 
of  those  loiterers  and  gazers,  the  self -murmured  words  would 
have  been,  "  Thank  God  I  am  not  the  Duke  of  Marchmont!  " 


CHAPTER  XIV 


THE  WOUNDED  AYAH 

We  return  to  Indora^s  viila.  When  Sagoonah  went  forth 
disguised  in  the  apparel  of  her  mistress,  the  queen  was  seated 
with  Christian  and  Christina  in  one  of  the  exquisitely  fur- 
nished rooms  on  the  ground  floor.  The  evening  was  sultry, 
and  on  a  remark  to  that  effect  being  made  by  Indora,  Chris- 
tian rose  to  open  one  of  the  casements.  At  that  very  instant 
a  half-stifled  scream  coming  from  the  garden  reached  his 
ears,  as  well  as  those  of  the  queen  and  his  sister,  and  the  two 
latter  started  up  from  their  seats. 

Christian  sprang  forth  upon  the  lawn  on  which  the  case- 
ment opened,  and  down  to  which  the  window  reached,  Indora 
and  Christina  closely  following  him.  It  was  a  beautiful  star- 
lit evening,  and  as  Christian  sped  in  the  direction  of  the  spot 
whence  the  cry  had  seemed  to  come,  he  beheld  a  human 
form  lying  upon  the  gravel  walk  near  the  fountain.  Ineffable 
was  his  amazement  on  recognizing  a  costume  which  he  had 
seen  Indora  wear,  and  ejaculations  of  bewildered  astonish- 
ment burst  from  the  lips  of  her  Majesty  and  Christina  them- 
selves as  they  the  next  moment  arrived  upon  the  spot. 
Christina  drew  aside  the  veil  from  the  prostrate  figure,  and 
the  countenance  of  Sagoonah  was  revealed. 

To  raise  her  up  was  the  work  of  a  moment,  and  now  the 
appearance  of  oozing  blood  drew  forth  fresh  cries  of  horror 
and  alarm  from  the  lips  of  those  present.  The  faithful 
steward  Mark  and  the  other  domestics  of  the  queen's  house- 
hold were  quickly  on  the  spot.  Mark  was  at  once  despatched 
for  a  surgeon,  and  Sagoonah  was  borne  into  the  house.  She 
was  insensible,  but  life  was  not  extinct.  There  was  a  deep 
wound  in  the  region  of  the  right  bosom,  and  the  blood  was 
gushing  out  copiously.    She  was  conveyed  to  a  bedchamber, 
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and  the  garments  were  quickly  stripped  off  by  the  female 
domestics,  Indora  and  Christina  being  likewise  present;  but 
Christian  for  delicacy's  sake  had  forborne  to  follow  into  that 
chamber  until  Sagoonah  was  placed  in  the  couch.  The 
surgeon  arrived,  and  then  Christian  entered  with  him. 

The  wound  inflicted  upon  the  ayah  was  deep  and  serious, 
but  it  was  not  mortal.  The  medical  man  could  not,  how- 
ever, at  this  early  stage  of  his  ministrations,  hold  out  the 
positive  certainty  that  she  would  recover.  Everything  in 
the  meantime  was  done  that  his  skill  suggested,  and  then  he 
had  leisure  to  inquire  how  the  murderous  attempt  had  been 
made.  But  on  this  point  no  one  seemed  able  to  give  him  any 
satisfactory  answer;  yet  it  appeared  only  too  probable  that 
the  assassin-blow  was  intended  for  the  queen  herself,  inas- 
much as  the  hapless  Sagoonah  had  been  disguised  in  her 
raiment. 

But  here  was  fresh  food  for  speculation  and  conjecture, 
and  something  had  been  discovered  which  was  not  men- 
tioned to  the  surgeon,  inasmuch  as  it  pleased  Indora  to  issue 
a  request  to  Christian  and  Christina,  and  a  command  to  her 
domestics,  that  silence  on  that  head  should  be  observed;  for 
if  Sagoonah  should  recover,  she  might  be  enabled  to  give 
some  satisfactory  explanation,  whereas  if,  on  the  other  hand, 
she  should  perish,  the  queen  with  her  wonted  generosity  was 
anxious  to  spare  her  from  the  stigma  which  exposure  would 
affix  upon  her  name.  The  incident  to  which  we  allude  was 
the  fact  that  a  quantity  of  gold  and  a  number  of  Indora's 
most  valuable  jewels  were  found  upon  Sagoonah's  person, 
concealed  beneath  the  garments  in  which  she  had  disguised 
herself. 

The  surgeon  took  his  departure,  to  prepare  some  medi- 
cines which  were  to  be  administered  to  the  wounded  woman, 
but  he  promised  to  return  in  the  course  of  an  hour  or  two. 
Now  the  queen,  Christian,  and  Christina  —  the  first  sense 
of  excited  horror  being  over  —  had  leisure  to  discourse  on 
the  terrible  incident  that  had  occurred. 

"  It  was  your  own  life,  dear  lady,"  said  Christina,  taking 
the  queen's  hand  and  pressing  it  to  her  lips,  "  which  was 
aimed  at.  Providence  has  shielded  you,  though  it  is  fearful 
to  contemplate  that  a  blow  has  nevertheless  been  dealt  at 
another.    Oh,  what  a  horrible  mystery!  " 

"  I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  conceive  what  could  have  been 
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Sagoonah's  object,"  said  the  queen,  "  in  apparelling  herself 
in  my  costume  and  taking  some  of  my  richest  gems  with 
her.  Could  the  wretched  young  woman  have  meditated 
robbery  and  flight?  " 

"  It  appears  impossible,"  observed  Christian,  "  to  put  any 
other  construction  upon  the  circumstances,  however  much 
we  may  be  disposed  to  suspend  an  opinion  in  the  absence  of 
a  positive  knowledge  or  of  more  criminatory  evidence." 

I  have  always  thought,"  said  Christina,  "  that  Sagoonah 
was  a  strange  creature," 

"  But  I  always  deemed  her  faithful  and  most  devotedly 
attached  to  me,"  said  the  queen.  "  I  would  have  staked 
my  existence  on  Sagoonah's  fidelity;  I  should  have  deemed 
her  utterly  incapable  of  a  dishonest  action." 

"  It  is  strange  —  most  strange,"  said  Christina,  in  a  musing 
tone,  and  her  looks  indicated  that  something  peculiar  was 
passing  in  her  mind. 

"  What  is  in  your  thoughts,  my  dear  girl?  "  asked  the 
queen,  earnestly. 

Christina  conceived  that  it  would  be  improper  to  conceal 
any  longer  those  nocturnal  proceedings  of  Sagoonah  which 
some  weeks  back  had  come  to  her  knowledge,  and  relative 
to  which  she  had  chidden  and  remonstrated  with  her.  She 
accordingly  explained  how  she  had  one  night  detected  Sa- 
goonah poring  over  a  huge  file  of  the  Times,  in  contravention 
of  the  queen's  injunction;  and  how  on  another  night  she  had 
followed  Sagoonah  into  the  chamber  where  her  Majesty  was 
sleeping.  Indora  listened  with  mingled  alarm  and  astonish- 
ment, and  then  she  became  profoundly  pensive  for  several 
minutes.  In  reply  to  questions  which  her  Majesty  presently 
put,  Christina  detailed  the  explanations  which  Sagoonah  had 
given  on  the  two  occasions  respectively. 

"In  reference  to  reading  the  Times,''  said  our  young 
heroine,  Sagoonah  pleaded  a  desire  to  prosecute  her  Eng- 
lish studies,  and  I  believed  her.  In  respect  to  her  visit  to 
your  ladyship's  chamber,  she  advanced  a  tissue  of  super- 
stitious beliefs,  the  grossness  of  which  I  endeavoured  to 
point  out.  She  declared  her  love  for  you,  and  spoke  of  the 
dread  which  she  had  lest  evil  spirits  should  do  your  ladyship 
a  mischief.  Considering  that  her  offences  arose  from  igno- 
rance and  not  from  absolute  wilfulness,  and  that  she  could 
not  possibly  entertain  any  sinister  design,  I  promised  to 
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keep  silent  upon  the  subject.  Perhaps,  dear  lady,  I  should 
have  told  you  —  " 

"  No,  Christina,"  observed  the  queen,  "  you  were  generous 
and  kind-hearted,  and  it  is  impossible  to  blame  you.  There 
is  some  dark  mystery  attached  to  the  proceedings  of  Sagoo- 
nah,  but  it  would  be  wrong  to  judge  her  hastily  in  a  hostile 
sense.  Sometimes  the  good  intentions  of  individuals  wear 
at  the  first  glance  a  suspicious  aspect,  especially  when  they 
are  executed  in  secrecy  and  when  it  is  sought  to  shroud  them 
in  obscurity." 

But  having  thus  spoken,  Queen  Indora  again  relapsed  into 
a  profound  pensiveness,  and  silence  prevailed  for  many 
minutes  in  the  apartment. 

"  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,"  asked  Christina,  at  length 
breaking  this  [silence  in  a  gentle  voice,  that  Mr.  Redcliffe 
sent  you  a  warning  note,  of  which  you  spoke  to  me  —  " 

Yes,  yes,  my  dear  friend,"  ejaculated  Indora,  ^'  I  have 
been  thinking  of  it." 

"  Ah!  "  exclaimed  Christian,  springing  up  from  his  seat, 
"  and  this  reminds  me  of  a  duty  as  yet  unfulfilled.  In  the 
bewilderment  occasioned  by  this  horrible  occurrence,  I  had 
forgotten  that  we  should  give  an  immediate  intimation  to  the 
police  —  " 

It  is  already  done.  Christian,"  interrupted  Queen  In- 
dora. Did  you  not  hear  me  speaking  to  the  surgeon  on  the 
subject,  and  intimating  my  desire  that  no  greater  publicity 
should  be  given  to  the  occurrence  than  is  absolutely  neces- 
sary? " 

But  the  officers  of  justice  will  come,"  exclaimed  Chris- 
tian. "  Would  it  not  be  well  for  me  to  go  and  fetch  Mr. 
Redcliffe,  that  he  may  advise  us  also?  " 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  knock  at  the  front  door,  and 
Mark  entered  to  say  that  an  inspector  of  police,  with  a  con- 
stable, requested  an  interview  with  her  ladyship.  The  queen 
ordered  them  to  be  admitted;  and  we  may  here  remind  the 
reader  that  the  real  rank  of  Indora  was  generally  unknown, 
and  that  she  passed  as  an  Indian  lady  of  great  wealth.  But 
the  twins,  as  well  as  the  faithful  Mark  himself,  knew  that  she 
was  a  queen,  although,  at  her  own  request,  they  continued 
to  address  her  by  much  more  humble  titles. 

The  inspector  and  the  constable  entered  the  apartment  in 
which  Indora  was  seated  with  our  hero  and  heroine,  and  the 
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superior  officer  said,  We  have  heard  from  Mr.  Clarkson"  — 
thus  alluding  to  the  surgeon  —  that  an  attempt  at  assas- 
sination has  been  made  in  your  ladyship's  grounds,  but  that 
there  are  reasons  why  the  affair  should  obtain  as  little  pub- 
licity as  possible.  Nevertheless,  my  lady,  it  is  our  duty  to 
investigate  the  matter,  for  which  object  we  require  whatever 
information  you  may  have  to  give." 

The  queen  recited  the  simple  facts  of  how  her  ayah  had 
been  discovered  in  the  garden  in  a  state  of  insensibility,  and 
with  a  deep  wound  between  the  bosom  and  the  shoulder. 
Christian  added  that,  after  the  removal  of  the  wounded 
woman  into  the  house,  he  had  searched  carefully  about  the 
spot,  but  had  failed  to  discover  the  weapon  with  which  the 
blow  was  dealt.  The  officers  went  forth  to  examine  the 
place  for  themselves.  Christian  accompanying  them,  and 
Mark  attending  with  a  bright  lamp,  —  which  was,  however, 
scarcely  necessary,  for  the  moon  was  pouring  its  full  tide  of 
effulgence  upon  the  scene.  The  officers  discerned  the  traces 
of  large,  coarse  shoes  upon  the  border  and  on  the  grass,  and 
they  were  enabled  to  establish  the  fact  that  the  intending 
assassin  must  have  concealed  himself  in  the  midst  of  the 
clump  of  evergreens.  They  traced  his  footsteps  to  the  pa- 
lings which  he  had  leaped  on  quitting  the  grounds;  they  fol- 
lowed them  through  the  fields,  until  they  ceased  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  a  road  leading  out  into  the  country.  Then  the 
officers  returned  to  the  villa. 

I  presume,"  said  the  inspector  to  Queen  Indora,  that 
your  ladyship  has  no  idea  whether  any  one  could  have  con- 
ceived a  revengeful  feeling  toward  your  Hindu  servant  or 
yourself  — " 

"  Rest  assured,"  interrupted  the  queen,  "  that  if  I  could 
point  out  the  man,  justice  should  not  be  cheated  of  its  due. 
But,  candidly  speaking,  there  are  circumstances  within  my 
knowledge  which  may  possibly  unravel  themselves  and  lead 
to  a  development  of  this  mystery.  Understand  me  well. 
Though  these  circumstances  to  which  I  allude  are  known  to 
me,  yet  they  do  not  point  out  who  the  assassin  himself  may 
be.  More  I  cannot  say,  unless  it  be  to  add  that  the  greater 
the  publicity  given  to  this  occurrence,  the  less  will  be  the 
chance  of  those  circumstances  developing  themselves  from 
mysterious  obscurity  into  an  intelligible  light." 

If  the  woman  should  die,  my  lady,"  said  the  inspector, 
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"  or  if  accident  should  enable  us  to  arrest  any  one  on  sus- 
picion of  having  perpetrated  this  deed,  it  will  be  necessary 
for  your  ladyship  to  reveal  at  a  coroner's  inquest,  in  case  of 
the  death,  or  before  a  magistrate,  in  case  of  the  arrest  of  a 
suspected  person,  all  those  circumstances  to  which  your  lady- 
ship has  just  alluded." 

Living  in  this  country  under  the  protection  of  its  laws," 
responded  Indora,  "  I  shall  assuredly  conform  to  them." 

"  At  the  same  time,"  continued  the  inspector,  "  after  all 
your  ladyship  has  said,  we  will  keep  the  whole  matter  as 
quiet  as  possible;  because,  so  far  from  doing  anything  to 
defeat  justice,  we,  as  its  functionaries,  are  bound  to  succour 
and  advance  its  proceedings.    Does  your  ladyship  —  " 

It  were  well  if  you  questioned  me  no  further,"  inter- 
rupted the  queen.  "  I  have  told  you  as  much  as  under 
circumstances  I  can  possibly  impart." 

Yet  there  is  the  fact,"  said  the  inspector,  ^'  that  your 
servant  was  clad  in  apparel  belonging  to  your  ladyship,"  — 
for  Mr.  Clarkson  had  told  the  police  authorities  this  much, 
though  the  affair  of  the  ayah's  self-appropriation  of  the  gold 
and  jewels  remained  unknown  alike  to  surgeon  and  con- 
stables. 

Most  solemnly  do  I  assure  you,"  said  the  queen,  "  that 
I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  my  ayah's  motive  in 
thus  apparelling  herself  in  my  clothes.  But  whatever  it 
were,  whether  a  mere  freak,  or  whether  for  some  less  venial 
purpose,  she  has  been  sufficiently  punished." 

"  And  lyour  ladyship  does  not  mean  to  charge  her  with 
anything?  "  asked  the  officer. 

"  Charge  her?  "  ejaculated  Indora,  almost  indignantly, 
''no,  certainly  not." 

''  Her  ladyship  would  rather  that  this  interview  should 
end,"  whispered  Christian,  hastily,  to  the  inspector,  and  at 
the  same  time  he  slipped  a  couple  of  sovereigns  into  the 
officer's  hand. 

Very  good,  sir,  very  good,"  observed  the  inspector, 
pocketing  the  amount.  "  We  would  not  for  the  world  give 
her  ladyship  any  unnecessary  trouble  or  annoyance,  not  for 
the  world,  sir.  We  shall  let  the  matter  rest  until  we  receive 
any  fresh  instructions  from  her  ladyship." 

The  inspector  and  the  constable  then  took  their  departure, 
and  the  moment  they  were  gone  the  queen  said  to  Christian, 
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"  Now,  my  young  friend,  you  shall  proceed  to  Mr.  Redcliffe, 
and  tell  him  what  has  occurred.  The  carriage  will  be  ready 
for  you  in  a  few  minutes." 

Our  hero  accordingly  set  off.  It  was  now  past  ten  o'clock 
at  night,  and  he  found  Mr.  Redcliffe  at  the  lodgings  in  Mor- 
timer Street.  That  gentleman  was  horrified  at  the  intelli- 
gence conveyed  to  him,  and  he  lost  not  a  moment  in  accom- 
panying Christian  in  the  carriage  to  the  villa.  During  the 
drive  thither,  Mr.  Redcliffe  learned  from  our  hero's  lips 
everything  that  had  taken  place,  and  he  was  particular  in 
eliciting  from  Christian  all  that  had  been  said  by  the  police 
officers  or  in  their  presence.  He  then  fell  into  a  profound 
reverie,  and  the  silence  was  not  broken  until  the  villa  was 
reached. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  surgeon  had  returned.  Sagoonah 
was  unconscious  of  all  that  was  passing  around  her,  but  still 
there  was  no  immediate  fear  for  her  life.  Christina,  over- 
come and  exhausted  by  the  excitement  of  feeling  which  she 
had  sustained,  had  sought  her  couch  at  the  earnest  entreaty 
of  the  queen;  while  Indora  herself  had  been  sitting  by  the 
bedside  of  Sagoonah,  who  knew  not  that  the  mistress  whom 
she  had  intended  to  wrong  so  deeply  by  wreaking  her  ven- 
geance upon  Clement  Redcliffe  was  thus  kindly  ministering 
to  her  there. 

Mr.  Redcliffe  and  Queen  Indora  consulted  together  alone 
for  a  considerable  time.  It  was  impossible  for  them  to 
doubt  as  to  the  source  whence  a  horrible  vindictiveness  had 
emanated;  antecedent  circumstances  only  too  plainly  showed 
that  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  must  be  the  instigator  of  the 
assassin  deed.  But  then,  who  was  the  assassin,  or  rather, 
we  should  say,  the  intending  murderer?  From  all  that  Mr. 
Redcliffe  had  previously  communicated  to  the  queen,  she  had 
felt  convinced  that  it  was  not  Mr.  Wilson  Stanhope,  and 
hence  had  she  so  emphatically  expressed  to  the  police  officers 
her  incompetency  to  point  to  any  particular  individual.  Mr. 
Redcliffe  now  shared  her  Majesty's  opinion  that  the  perpe- 
trator of  the  deed  was  not  Stanhope,  for  he  had  heard  and 
seen  enough  in  the  conservatory  of  Oaklands  to  be  enabled 
to  judge  —  aided  by  the  teachings  of  his  experience  in  the 
mysteries  of  the  human  heart  —  that  Stanhope,  though  un- 
principled and  profligate,  was  not  the  man  to  go  to  such  a 
tremendous  extreme.    It  was  therefore  evident  that  the 
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Duke  of  Marchmont  had  found  some  other  instrument  to 
execute,  or  attempt  the  execution  of  his  foul  purpose  against 
Queen  Indora's  life;  but  still  there  were  circumstances  which 
prevented  Mr.  Redcliffe  from  denouncing  the  duke  before  all 
the  world,  and  the  same  considerations  had  led  Indora  to 
abstain  from  mentioning  his  Grace's  name  to  the  police 
constables. 

"  Indora,"  said  Mr.  Redcliffe,  taking  her  hand  and  pressing 
it  with  a  grateful  warmth,  this  frightful  danger  did  you 
draw  down  upon  your  own  head  by  your  magnanimous  in- 
tervention in  those  affairs  wherein  I  am  deeply  interested. 
But  Providence  has  willed  that  you  should  escape  the  peril, 
and  the  blow  has  smitten  another.  I  need  scarcely  remind 
you  that  the  moment  has  not  yet  come  when  we  can  deal 
openly  with  him  whose  name  it  sickens  and  appals  me  to 
mention,  but  yet  something  must  be  done  to  paralyze  him, 
to  smite  his  soul  with  a  new  terror,  and  thus  prevent  him 
from  daring  to  think  of  the  renewal  of  his  assassin  purpose." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  Clement,"  responded  the  queen,  ^'  the 
tangled  skein  must  go  on  gradually  unravelling  itself,  gradu- 
ally but  surely,  as  for  some  time  past  it  has  been  doing. 
And  then  —  " 

"  But  in  the  meantime,  I  repeat,"  interrupted  Redcliffe, 
something  must  be  done.  Ah!  first  of  all,  for  a  moment, 
let  us  talk  of  Sagoonah.  You  have  just  told  me  of  her  singu- 
lar behaviour,  as  explained  to  you  by  Miss  Ashton,  how  she 
pondered  over  the  newspaper  files  by  night,  and  how  she 
sought  your  own  chamber.  These  things  are  suspicious 
enough,  but  methinks  that  to  a  certain  extent  I  have  the 
power  of  reading  them.  Were  it  not  for  the  dreadful  cir- 
cumstances of  this  evening  I  should  have  abstained  from 
revealing  to  you  something  that  occurred,  and  it  is  this." 

Mr.  Redcliffe  then  proceeded  to  explain  all  that  took  place 
between  himself  and  Sagoonah,  —  how  she  had  declared  her 
love,  and  how  for  a  moment  she  had  menaced  him.  He 
stated  likewise  that  he  had  on  previous  occasions  been  struck 
by  the  peculiar  flashings  of  her  eyes,  and  how  those  looks  had 
ever  haunted  him,  as  if  fraught  with  a  sinister  and  unknown 
terror,  and  as  if  being  ominous  of  evil.  Indora  listened  with 
profoundest  astonishment,  an  astonishment  so  great  that  it 
for  awhile  absorbed  all  other  feelings;  but  she  was  too  noble- 
hearted  and  of  too  lofty  a  disposition  to  experience  the  anger 
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of  mere  jealousy,  or  any  vexation  arising  from  a  presumptu- 
ous rivalry  on  the  part  of  her  ayah. 

And  now  what  think  you?  "  she  inquired.  "  What  do 
you  deduce  from  all  that  you  have  been  telling  me?  " 

"  That  Sagoonah  has  fathomed  my  secret,"  responded  Mr. 
Redcliffe,  and  that  she  pored  over  the  files  of  the  Times 
in  order  to  obtain  a  complete  insight  into  the  past.  That 
woman  was  resolved  to  hold  me  in  her  power.  I  understand 
her  disposition  well.  If  she  could  not  have  my  love,  she 
would  give  me  her  hatred;  if  she  could  not  bend  me  to  her 
purpose,  she  would  wreak  upon  me  her  vengeance. 

"  Good  heavens!  "  exclaimed  the  queen,  with  anguish  de- 
picted upon  her  countenance,  and  it  was  all  my  fault,  dear 
Clement,  that  tha  wretched  Sagoonah  has  bee'',  enabled  to 
penetrate  the  mysteries  which  surrounded  you,  —  those  mys- 
teries which  I  had  so  fondly  hoped  were  unveiled  only  to 
myself.  It  was  through  me,  alas!  through  me  that  those 
newspapers  were  thus  thrown  in  her  way.  Oh,  I  have  been 
indiscreet,  but  I  could  not  possibly  foresee  —  " 

Blame  not  yourself,  Indora,  blame  not  yourself,'^  said 
Mr.  Redcliffe,  again  pressing  the  queen's  hand  fervently. 

All  that  you  did  was  for  the  very  best  of  purposes,  and  it 
would  seem  as  if  Providence  were  upon  our  side,  for  rest 
assured  that  Sagoonah  was  bent  upon  some  design  of  mis- 
chief against  myself,  or  it  may  be  against  you,  at  the  moment 
when  the  assassin's  dagger  struck  her  down.  It  is  only  too 
evident  that  she  was  quitting  your  service  for  ever.  She 
had  laden  herself  with  your  gold  and  your  jewels  that  she 
might  have  wealth  in  her  possession;  she  had  dressed  herself 
in  your  apparel,  either  that  she  might  throw  off  the  character 
together  with  the  garb  of  a  menial,  or  else  that  she  might 
personate  you  in  some  manner  that  should  bring  dishonour 
upon  your  name.  Yes,  these  are  the  only  alternatives  which 
the  circumstances  present  to  our  view,  and  the  wretched 
woman  has  received  a  signal  chastisement  on  the  very 
threshold  of  her  iniquitous  purpose." 

"  Oh,  that  she  could  have  been  so  wicked!  "  exclaimed  the 
queen,  "  and  that  I  should  have  placed  such  confidence  in 
her!  I  loved  Sagoonah  — yes,  I  loved  her,  or  else  never, 
never  should  I  have  unbosomed  my  secrets  unto  her." 

She  is  now  stretched  upon  a  couch,"  observed  Mr.  Red- 
cliffe, solemnly,  "  from  which  she  may  perhaps  never  rise 
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again;  or,  on  the  other  hand,  if  she  should  recover,  it  will 
only  be  after  a  long  and  lingering  illness,  and  thus  for  the 
present  she  is  robbed  of  her  sting  in  respect  to  both  you  and 
me.  More  than  once  have  I  seen  that  Providence  is  really 
working  in  my  behalf,  and  if  Sagoonah  should  die,  it  will  be 
by  Heaven's  dispensation  which  chooses  to  remove  a  reptile 
from  our  path;  whereas  if  she  should  recover,  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  during  the  interval  that  she  must  remain  power- 
less for  renewed  mischief,  the  tangled  skein  will  have  com- 
pletely unravelled  itself,  and  I  shall  have  no  longer  any 
reason  to  dread  her  knowledge  of  my  secret.  But  now,  my 
dear  Indora,  let  us  speak  in  respect  to  yourself,  for  measures 
must  be  taken  to  ensure  your  safety." 

"  Let  nothing  be  done,  Clement,"  responded  the  queen, 
"  which  may  in  any  sense  militate  against  your  own  interests 
or  tend  to  compromise  yourself.  You  know  —  you  know," 
she  added,  with  a  look  of  ineffable  tenderness,  but  one  that 
was  full  of  a  soft,  pure  delicacy  of  holiest  and  chastest  love  as 
well  as  of  the  heart's  illimitable  devotion,  you  know  that  I 
would  cheerfully  lay  down  my  life  for  your  sake." 

"  I  know  it,  Indora,  I  know  it,"  answered  Mr.  Redcliffe, 
profoundly  touched  by  this  fresh  proof  of  the  queen's  attach- 
ment. "  But  think  not  for  an  instant  I  am  so  selfish  as  to 
suffer  your  safety  to  be  any  further  compromised  on  my 
account.  No,  no,  it  must  not  be.  Something  shall  be  done, 
and  that  quickly  too.  Ah,  a  thought  strikes  me!  Take 
writing  materials,  Indora,  sit  down  and  pen  a  few  lines  to 
my  dictation." 

Her  Majesty  at  once  complied  with  Mr.  Redcliffe's  desire; 
and  as  she  sat  at  the  table  in  the  drawing-room  where  this 
discourse  took  place,  Mr.  Redcliffe,  slowly  pacing  to  and  fro, 
and  with  various  feelings  successively  depicting  themselves 
upon  his  countenance,  dictated  the  following  lines : 

"  The  assassin  blow  which  was  intended  for  myself  has 
smitten  another.  You  will  start  at  these  words,  horror  will 
seize  upon  you,  your  wretched  conscience  will  tell  you  that 
Heaven  itself  is  shielding  me  and  warring  against  you.  And 
you  will  feel,  too,  how  useless  it  is  for  you  to  contemplate 
fresh  iniquities  in  the  hope  of  protecting  yourself  from  the 
consequences  of  past  ones.  The  web  which  you  yourself 
have  woven  is  closing  in  around  you.    I  do  not  bid  such  a 
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one  as  you  to  confess  everything  and  thereby  make  as  much 
atonement  as  you  can  for  the  past,  because  I  know  that  you 
will  cling  with  a  frenzied  and  desperate  tenacity  until  the 
very  last  to  that  position  which  you  hold.  But  I  warn  you, 
my  lord,  against  a  renewed  attempt  at  a  crime  for  which  I 
am  prepared.  At  the  very  first  indication  of  such  a  pro- 
ceeding on  your  part  will  I  remorselessly  reveal  whatsoever 
I  know,  and  the  hand  which  grasped  that  portentous  dagger 
within  the  walls  of  Oaklands  on  an  occasion  to  which  I  need 
not  more  particularly  refer,  that  same  hand,  I  repeat,  shall 
pen  a  narrative  of  all  which  concerns  yourself,  and  to  the 
Queen  of  England  shall  this  narrative  be  sent.  Tremble 
therefore  at  the  precipice  on  whose  verge  you  stand,  and  re- 
member that  if  you  again  dare  me  to  precipitate  you  into  the 
abyss,  nothing  shall  deter  me  from  thus  hastening  a  con- 
summation which  the  progress  of  circumstances  will  other- 
wise sooner  or  later  work  out. 

Indora." 

The  hand  of  the  queen  trembled  as  it  guided  the  pen  which 
traced  these  lines,  and  as  we  have  already  said,  varied  were 
the  feelings  which  successively  found  expression  on  the 
features  of  Mr.  Redcliffe.  It  was  in  a  low,  deep,  solemn  tone 
that  he  dictated  the  note,  and  twice  or  thrice  he  pressed  his 
hand  as  if  in  anguish  to  his  brow.  It  was  evident  that  a 
train  of  horrible  memories,  a  troop  of  portentous  antece- 
dents, were  conjured  up  by  the  words  of  that  letter  to  the 
mental  vision  alike  of  Clement  Redcliffe  and  of  Queen  In- 
dora.  The  billet  was  finished,  it  was  directed  and  sealed, 
and  the  queen  said,  Are  you  determined,  Clement,  to 
despatch  this  missive?  " 

^'  Yes,  Indora,  I  am  resolved,"  was  the  answer;  "  it  is 
absolutely  necessary.  We  will  send  it  by  the  faithful  Mark, 
and  he  shall  be  instructed  to  deliver  it  in  Belgrave  Square 
this  very  night,  without  saying  from  whom  it  comes,  and 
without  tarrying  for  any  reply." 

This  was  accordingly  done,  and  soon  afterward  Mr.  Red- 
cliffe took  his  departure  with  Christian  Ashton. 


CHAPTER  XV 


A  woman's  love 

The  reader  has  seen  the  effect  which  Indora's  letter  pro- 
duced upon  the  wretched  Marchmont.  If  the  writing  of  it 
had  conjured  up  troops  of  hideous  memories  to  sweep  through 
the  brains  of  the  queen  and  of  Mr.  Redcliffe,  the  reading  of 
the  document  had  assuredly  done  no  less  in  reference  to  the 
duke.  For  nearly  half  an  hour  did  he  remain  like  one  stupe- 
fied with  horror  and  appalled  with  dismay,  in  the  apartment 
to  which  he  had  retired;  it  appeared  to  him  as  if  he  were  in 
the  midst  of  a  frightful  waking  dream.  Suddenly  he  started 
up  from  his  chair,  and  dashed  his  hand  with  frantic  violence 
against  his  forehead,  as  if  he  sought  to  beat  in  his  own  skull 
or  crush  his  own  tortured,  harrowed  brain.  Oh,  the  misery, 
the  anguish,  the  crucifixion  of  feeling  which  this  wretched 
man  endured  at  that  moment!  Take  all  the  horrors  which 
have  characterized  the  most  frightful  scenes  ever  enacted  on 
the  theatre  of  the  world,  the  horrors  of  condemned  cells, 
death-beds,  or  battle-fields,  sum  them  all  up,  aggregate,  com- 
pound them,  extract  their  most  refined  essence,  and  it  were 
nothing,  nothing  in  comparison  with  the  hideous  tortures 
experienced  by  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  now.  Oh,  the 
deadly  strife  at  Arbela,  at  Pharsalia,  at  Waterloo,  or  at 
Inkerman,  —  even  these  were  as  nothing  in  comparison  with 
the  stupendous  concurrence  of  horrors  which  now  found  a 
focus  in  the  soul  of  the  Duke  of  Marchmont! 

But  he  must  endeavour  to  reflect  upon  his  position,  he 
must  deliberate  with  himself.  Reflection  and  deliberation,  — 
were  these  possible  with  one  in  his  agonized  state  of  mind? 
We  have  said  that  he  started  up  from  his  seat,  he  struck 
his  hand  with  violence  against  his  brow.  He  paced  to  and 
fro,  he  felt  that  he  was  staggering  and  reeling  like  a  drunken 
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man,  he  sank  down  into  his  seat  again,  groaning  heavily, 
and,  oh,  how  mournfully,  how  lugubriously,  how  despair- 
ingly! His  eye  fell  upon  the  note,  which  had  dropped  from 
his  hand  and  lay  upon  the  carpet.  He  snatched  it  up,  and 
read  it  again.  Yes,  it  was  all  as  his  horrified  memory  re- 
tained its  contents.  Again  starting  up  from  his  seat,  he 
applied  the  note  to  a  wax  taper,  and  when  the  flame  seized 
it,  he  threw  it  into  the  grate.  It  then  for  a  moment  ap- 
peared as  if  he  breathed  more  freely,  and  he  said  to  himself, 
"  Let  me  think  on  all  these  things." 

In  order  to  concentrate  his  ideas,  he  rested  his  elbows 
upon  a  table,  and  covering  his  countenance  with  his  hands, 
pressed  the  fingers  upon  his  eyelids  to  keep  them  closed,  so 
that  by  shutting  out  external  objects  he  might  be  the  better 
able  to  turn  all  his  attention  inward.  He  felt  that  he  was 
in  the  position  of  a  general  besieged  in  a  town  toward  which 
the  enemy  were  gradually  advancing;  the  trenches  were 
being  pushed  nearer  and  nearer,  mines  were  being  formed, 
batteries  were  being  raised,  and  he  could  not  anticipate  when 
the  final  attack  should  be  made.  Nor  could  he  altogether 
understand  with  what  weapons  the  enemy  were  fighting,  and 
therefore  he  was  at  a  loss  to  devise  the  means  for  strengthen- 
ing his  own  position.  The  longer  he  reflected  the  more  be- 
wildering grew  his  reflections ;  the  longer  he  deliberated  the 
more  perplexing  became  his  deliberation. 

Indora  knows  much,  and  if  not  everything,  at  least  too 
much,"  he  thought  within  himself.  "  But  if  so,  why  does 
she  linger  and  tarry  ere  striking  the  final  blow?  Or  is  it  that 
she  only  suspects,  and  is  now  engaged  in  accumulating 
proofs?  Who  is  she,  and  what  are  my  affairs  to  her?  Can 
it  be  possible  that  he  really  lives?  Yes,  yes!  Fool  that  I 
am  to  endeavour  to  blind  myself  to  the  tremendous  truth! 
Have  I  not  seen  him?  But  does  he  know  Indora?  Is  there 
aught  in  connection  between  them?  Ah!  if  so  he  may  be 
found  at  her  house,  he  may  visit  her;  she  may  be  his  wife, 
or  his  paramour?  Who  knows?  What  if  I  were  to  strike 
a  tremendous  blow  and  hand  him  over  to  the  grasp  of  justice? 
No,  no,  caution  must  be  used.  That  blow  might  rebound 
upon  myself.  And  who  is  it  that  has  been  stricken  by  the 
bravo's  dagger  instead  of  Indora?  How  could  the  mistake 
have  occurred?  Oh,  all  this  is  dreadfully  bewildering!  My 
soul  is  on  fire,  my  heart  burns;  it  is  not  blood  which  flows 
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in  my  veins,  it  is  molten  lead.  My  very  brain  is  seething 
in  boiling  oil.  The  pangs  of  hell  are  upon  me  now.  Oh, 
my  God,  there  must  be  a  hell  hereafter,  for  there  is  even  one 
in  this  life!" 

And  the  wretched  Duke  of  Marchmont,  removing  his  hands 
from  his  countenance,  and  opening  his  eyes,  glanced  around 
him  with  ghastly,  shuddering  looks  of  horror,  as  if  he  dreaded 
to  behold  Satan  himself  standing  near,  clothed  in  all  the 
infernal  majesty  of  those  terrors  which  belong  to  his  awful 
sovereignty. 

And  then  this  woman  too,"  ejaculated  the  duke,  thus 
suddenly  and  abruptly  resuming  his  silent  reflections,  "  this 
woman  who  has  discovered  my  secret!  "  and  he  alluded  to 
Mrs.  Oxenden.  "  Can  I  succeed  in  bribing  her  to  silence? 
Yes,  yes,  this  at  least  is  practicable.  But,  oh,  what  perils 
environ  me!  A  spark  may  cause  the  explosion  of  a  mine 
beneath  my  feet,  a  breath  may  destroy  me.  That  villain!  " 
—  now  alluding  to  the  Burker  —  if  by  accident  he  should 
be  captured  he  might  tell  everything.  And  if  proof  were  de- 
manded, how  could  I  now  indignantly  repel  the  charge  of 
such  a  miscreant  when  he  would  demand  that  Mrs.  Oxenden 
should  be  found  and  brought  forward  to  corroborate  his 
statement?  " 

At  this  instant  the  door  of  the  room  opened,  and  the 
Duchess  of  Marchmont  made  her  appearance.  The  beautiful 
and  amiable  Lavinia  came  alone;  she  entered  timidly  and 
hesitatingly,  with  anxiety  depicted  upon  her  countenance, 
and  she  stopped  short  on  perceiving  how  ghastly  and  how 
haggard  were  the  looks  of  her  husband,  notwithstanding  the 
sudden  attempt  which  he  made  to  assume  an  air  of  mental 
composure. 

My  dear  Hugh,"  she  said,  again  advancing  toward  him, 
"  I  fear  that  something  dreadful  has  occurred  to  distress 
you." 

Something  dreadful?  "  he  ejaculated,  half-fiercely,  half- 
affrightedly,  "  what  mean  you?  " 

"  Oh,  do  not  be  angry  with  me,  my  dear  husband,"  said 
the  duchess,  laying  her  fair  white  hand  upon  his  arm,  and 
looking  up  entreatingly  into  his  countenance.  Believe  me, 
I  am  not  indifferent  to  your  welfare  —  " 

"  Oh,  indifferent  indeed!  "  cried  the  duke,  affecting  to 
laugh  scornfully.    "  Perhaps  you  have  come  to  tell  me  that 


A  WOMAN'S  LOVE  159 

you  have  forgiven  me  for  my  past  conduct,  as  you  have 
already  told  me  on  more  than  one  occasion,  and  you  think 
that  I  shall  go  down  upon  my  knees  to  thank  you?  " 

No,  my  lord,"  replied  the  duchess,  the  tears  gushing  from 
her  eyes,  "  I  neither  think  nor  expect  anything  of  the  kind. 
I  seek  no  self-humiliation  on  your  part.  But  I  cannot  forget 
that  I  am  your  wife;  I  cannot  forget  that  the  vows  which  I 
took  at  the  altar  pledge  me  to  certain  duties  which  must  be 
fulfilled  —  " 

"  Enough  of  this  maudlin  nonsense,  madam!  "  interrupted 
the  duke.  I  understand  you  full  well.  In  thus  speaking 
of  your  own  duties  you  insidiously  and  cunningly  seek  to 
remind  me  of  mine." 

No,  you  wrong  me  again,  you  wrong  me,  my  dear 
Hugh,"  said  the  amiable  duchess,  the  tears  flowing  faster 
from  her  eyes.  Will  you  put  me  to  the  test?  Will  you  tell 
me  wherefore  you  are  afflicted,  and  you  will  see  how  pro- 
foundly I  can  sympathize  with  you.  Oh,  for  one  kind  word 
from  your  lips!  " 

And  why  do  you  think  that  I  am  afflicted?  "  demanded 
the  duke  quickly.      In  short,  what  do  you  mean?  " 

"  There  is  something  in  your  manner,  and  —  pardon 
me  if  I  add  that  there  is  something  also  in  your  looks  which 
prove  but  too  unmistakably  that  you  are  afflicted.  Oh, 
I  declare  solemnly,  Hugh,"  continued  the  duchess,  "  that 
your  interests  are  dear  to  me,  very  dear  to  me,  and  I  have 
seen  this  evening  how  you  have  laughed  with  a  hollow 
laugh,  how  you  have  spoken  incoherently,  and  then,  too, 
—  but  pardon  me  for  what  I  am  going  to  say,  —  I  happened 
to  overhear  one  of  the  domestics  say  to  another  that  you 
had  received  a  letter  a  mere  glance  at  which  had  seemed 
to  strike  as  if  with  a  sense  of  some  misfortune." 

"  Ah,  you  overheard  that?  "  ejaculated  the  duke,  who 
could  scarcely  prevent  himself  from  stamping  his  foot  and 
crying  out  with  rage.  "  Then  you  watch  me,  and  you 
listen  to  conversations  —  " 

"  Oh,  I  entreat  your  forbearance,  my  lord,"  said  the 
duchess,  imploringly;  not  for  worlds  would  I  give  you 
offence.  I  have  often  and  often  seen  that  a  singular  and 
painful  expression  has  flitted  over  your  countenance,  and 
I  have  been  afraid  —  yes,  I  have  been  afraid,"  continued 
Lavinia,  meekly,  "  that  it  was  on  account  of  myself.  But 
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to-night  your  looks  and  manner  have  been  so  peculiar  — 
and  then,  too,  the  circumstance  of  that  letter  —  in  a  word, 
my  dear  Hugh,  I  was  resolved  to  take  a  bold  step  and 
speak  to  you  in  a  way  which  I  have  not  before  ventured 
upon.  Will  you  forgive  me?  Will  you  attribute  my  pro- 
ceeding to  its  true  motive?  And  listen  to  me,  dear  Hugh," 
continued  Lavinia,  with  her  tearful  countenance  upturned 
toward  the  duke,  if  there  be  anything  I  can  do  to  con- 
tribute to  your  happiness,  or  if  my  presence  be  hateful  to 
you,  tell  me  so,  and  I  will  leave  you." 

Ah,  you  would  abandon  me?  "  ejaculated  the  duke, 
scarcely  knowing  at  the  moment  what  he  was  saying,  but 
probably  speaking  from  the  impulse  of  one  who  felt  that 
he  was  not  in  a  position  to  part  with  a  single  friend  who 
was  in  any  way  interested  in  his  welfare,  you  would 
abandon  me,  and  perhaps  you  would  league  yourself  with 
my  enemies?  " 

''Heaven forbid!"  exclaimed  Lavinia,  vehemently,  ''never, 
never!  But,  oh,  your  words  are  a  revelation.  You  have 
enemies?  Tell  me  who  they  are,  tell  me  how  their  enmity 
is  developing  itself.  Oh,  now,  my  dear  Hugh,  you  can  put 
my  affection  to  the  test,  and  you  will  see  that  I  have  really 
known  how  to  forgive  and  forget  all  the  past." 

"  Ah,  this  constant  recurrence  to  the  past!  "  ejaculated 
the  duke,  impatiently. 

"  I  meant  it  not  as  a  reproach,  much  less  as  an  offence," 
said  Lavinia,  deprecatingly  and  earnestly.  "  I  only  wish 
you  to  understand  that  I  am  the  same  toward  you  in  respect 
to  my  duty  as  I  ever  was,  and  it  requires  but  one  kind 
word  from  your  lips  to  make  me  the  same  toward  you  in 
respect  to  love." 

There  are  times  when  the  hearts  of  even  the  vilest  and 
most  worthless  of  men  are  susceptible  of  the  influence  of 
woman's  love,  and  when  the  softness  of  that  feminine  de- 
votion has  an  ineffable  soothing  balm  for  the  wounded 
spirit,  even  though  that  spirit  be  tortured  by  the  suicidal 
inflictions  of  its  own  crimes.  Such  was  the  state  of  the 
Duke  of  Marchmont  now,  and  a  strong  revulsion  of  feeling 
took  place  within  him.  For  a  long  period  he  had  hated 
his  wife,  he  had  treated  her  with  cold  neglect,  as  well  as 
with  flagrant  indignity,  but  now  all  of  a  sudden  his  heart 
seemed  to  warm  toward  her;  he  looked  upon  her  counte- 
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nance,  he  saw  that  it  was  tearful,  and  he  knew  that  those 
tears  were  flowing  for  himself. 

Yes,  Lavinia,"  he  said,  "  I  am  unhappy,  and  I  have 
enemies.  I  do  not  deserve  this  kindness  at  your  hands, 
I  feel  that  I  do  not." 

Oh,  my  dearest  husband! "  murmured  the  duchess, 
taking  his  hand  and  pressing  it  to  her  lips,  "  you  have 
spoken  to  me  in  a  tone  and  in  a  manner  which  in  one  sense 
has  given  me  happiness,  but  which  in  another  has  filled 
me  with  affliction.  You  seem  to  promise  me  a  restom^ion 
of  your  love  and  confidence,  and  it  is  this  that  makes  me 
happy.  On  the  other  hand,  you  tell  me  that  you  yourself 
are  unhappy  and  that  you  have  enemies,  and  it  is  this 
which  smites  me  with  sadness.  Who  are  these  enemies  of 
yours?  If  you  have  given  them  a  right  to  persecute  you, 
may  they  not  be  moved  by  the  intercessions  of  a  woman? 
And  if  without  reason  they  are  persecuting  you,  may  they 
not  be  turned  into  a  right  path  by  the  remonstrances  of 
your  wife,  on  whose  head  would  redound  any  evil  which 
happened  to  yourself?  " 

"  Lavinia,"  answered  the  duke,  as  an  idea  struck  him, 
it  is  possible  that  you  can  serve  me  —  yes,  yes,  you  can 
if  you  will." 

And  I  will! "  exclaimed  the  duchess,  vehemently, 
you  know  that  I  will,"  she  added,  with  impassioned  energy. 
"  Oh,  it  would  indeed  delight  me  to  be  of  service  to  you,  to 
dispel  the  cloud  from  your  brow,  to  give  back  peace  to  your 
looks.  Tell  me  how  all  this  may  be  done.  And  ah!  now 
I  bethink  me,  if  the  revelations  you  may  have  to  make 
be  of  a  character  to  unveil  some  weakness  on  your  part, 
think  not  for  an  instant  that  I  shall  retreat  from  my  pledge, 
or  that  I  shall  with  the  less  energy  undertake  whatsoever 
mission  you  may  confide  to  me." 

You  are  sure  of  this,  Lavinia?  "  said  the  duke,  im- 
pressively, and  gazing  upon  her  with  earnestness.  Come 
now,  pause  and  reflect.  I  know  the  purity  of  your  nature, 
I  know  the  delicacy  of  your  mind,  and  if  anything  should 
transpire  at  all  calculated  to  shock  you  —  " 

Set  at  rest  these  apprehensions,"  said  the  duchess; 
I  beseech  you  to  banish  them  from  your  mind.  Oh, 
so  far  from  shrinking  at  the  task  which  I  am  undertak- 
ing, I  accept  it  with  cheerfulness,  for  I  may  perhaps 
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hope  that  it  will  revive  somewhat  of  your  love  toward 
me." 

Lavinia,"  rejoined  the  duke,  in  a  low,  deep  voice,  while 
he  gazed  fixedly  upon  his  wife,  I  shall  experience  the 
deepest  gratitude  toward  you;  and  gratitude,  you  know, 
is  a  sentiment  which  under  certain  circumstances  expands 
into  love.  On  the  other  hand,  I  fear  lest  the  love  you  ex- 
perience for  me  — 

Will  be  impaired?  "  ejaculated  the  duchess.  "  No,  no, 
impossible.  Give  me  an  opportunity  of  proving  my  love, 
and  I  shall  love  you  all  the  more  for  having  done  this.  I 
do  not  deceive  you  as  to  my  motives,  —  I  am  seeking  the 
return  of  your  confidence  and  of  your  love.  This  I  would 
purchase  at  almost  any  price,  and  therefore  think  not  that 
the  past  in  respect  to  yourself  will  shock  me.  I  shall  look 
upon  it  as  something  to  be  forgotten." 

I  thank  you  beforehand,  Lavinia;  yes,  beforehand 
accept  my  gratitude,"  exclaimed  the  duke.  "  But  no  more 
to-night.  To-morrow  I  will  tell  you  what  it  is  that  I  re- 
quire at  your  hands.  Return  to  your  guests  at  once  — 
and  again,  Lavinia,  accept  my  gratitude." 

The  duke  took  her  hand  and  raised  it  to  his  lips.  It  was 
not  altogether  an  act  of  dissimulation,  nor  for  the  purpose 
of  cajoling  one  whom  he  sought  to  render  serviceable  in 
the  terrible  difficulties  of  his  position,  but  it  was  that  in 
the  midst  of  these  difficulties  he  found  one  who  was  pre- 
pared to  befriend  him  and  who  would  devote  herself  to 
his  cause.  Lavinia,  by  her  amiable  conduct,  was  making 
a  wife's  love  necessary,  as  it  were,  to  a  man  who  had  hitherto 
proved  a  vile  husband;  she  was  exercising  that  soft  fem- 
inine influence  to  which  we  have  before  alluded,  and 
at  the  very  moment  when  it  was  so  much  needed  to  soothe 
and  strengthen  the  tortured  spirit  of  him  who  was  thus 
brought  to  acknowledge  it.  He  took  her  hand,  we  say, 
but  she,  bursting  into  tears,  threw  herself  into  his  arms, 
weeping  and  sobbing  convulsively.  There  was  happiness 
and  there  was  sorrow  in  her  soul;  there  was  joy  and  there 
was  grief,  —  joy  at  being  thus  enabled  to  play  the  part 
of  the  ministering  angel,  but  grief  at  the  thought  that  her 
husband  should  have  woes  and  cares  requiring  such  minis- 
tration. Yes,  she  sank  upon  his  breast,  and  as  the  duke 
contemplated  that  beautifully  handsome  woman,  now  only 
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in  her  thirty-third  year,  whose  tall  figure  was  so  finely 
formed,  and  the  masses  of  whose  light  auburn  hair  floated 
upon  shoulders  and  a  neck  of  dazzling  whiteness,  when  he 
saw  the  large  blue  eyes  upturned  toward  him,  looking  so 
beautiful  in  their  tenderness,  even  through  their  tears,  — 
when,  in  a  word,  his  glance  swept  over  the  entire  assemblage 
of  charms  which  graced  his  wife,  the  Duke  of  Marchmont 
felt  that  his  soul  was  touched,  and  a  pang  of  remorse  smote 
him  on  account  of  all  his  past  conduct  toward  her.  His 
arms  encircled  her  waist,  he  strained  her  to  his  heart,  and 
in  a  broken  voice  he  murmured,  "  Would  to  Heaven,  La- 
vinia,  that  I  had  ever  remained  worthy  of  such  a  love  as 
this!  " 

The  duchess  besought  her  husband  not  to  allude  painfully 
to  the  past,  and  wiping  away  her  tears  she  smiled  sweetly 
upon  him,  observing,  You  are  about  to  put  my  devotion 
to  the  test;  fear  not  that  it  will  recoil  from  aught  which 
may  transpire  while  working  in  your  cause.  You  know 
not,  my  dear  husband,  how  far  a  woman's  devotion  may 
extend." 

To-morrow,  Lavinia,  to-morrow,"  rejoined  the  duke, I 
will  tell  you  what  you  are  to  do  for  me,  and  how  you  may 
serve  my  cause." 

The  duchess  again  smiled  sweetly  upon  her  husband,  and 
then  quitted  the  room. 

"  Yes,  she  can  serve  me,"  said  the  duke  to  himself  as 
soon  as  he  was  again  alone.  "  She  is  loving  and  she  is  faith- 
ful, and  whatever  may  come  to  her  knowledge,  she  at 
least  will  not  betray  me.  No,  no,  she  will  assist  me  until  the 
very  last." 

But  as  the  reader  may  have  understood,  the  amiable 
Lavinia  little  suspected  how  deeply  her  husband  had  im- 
mersed himself  in  the  flood  of  iniquity;  she  could  conceive 
no  greater  amount  of  guilt  than  that  of  which  he  had  been 
culpable  toward  herself,  as  recorded  in  some  of  the  earlier 
chapters  of  this  narrative.  She  had  vowed  that  she  would 
not  suffer  herself  to  be  deterred  by  aught  which  might  come 
to  her  knowledge  while  acting  on  his  behalf,  and  the  affec- 
tionate lady  revelled  in  dreams  of  comfort  and  happiness, 
peace  and  love,  to  be  enjoyed  with  him  toward  whom 
she  was  exhibiting  so  much  magnanimous  devotion. 

The  newspapers  of  the  following  morning  contained  a 
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paragraph  relative  to  the  occurrence  at  Indora's  villa,  and 
it  may  be  as  well  for  us  to  make  the  reader  aware  of  the 
extent  to  which  the  particulars  thereof  had  transpired. 
The  paragraph  ran  in  the  ensuing  manner: 

"  Mysterious  Attempt  at  Assassination.  —  A  beauti- 
ful and  somewhat  secluded  villa,  situated  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Bayswater  and  Notting  Hill,  was  last  evening 
the  scene  of  a  crime  which  is  enveloped  in  considerable 
mystery.  The  villa  thus  alluded  to  is  inhabited  by  an 
Eastern  lady  of  rank  and  fortune,  who,  it  is  believed,  was 
impelled  by  curiosity  to  visit  our  shores.  Amongst  the 
domestics  in  the  service  of  the  Lady  Indora  is  a  beautiful 
Hindu  woman,  named  Sagoonah.  Last  evening  Sagoonah, 
while  walking  in  the  garden  attached  to  the  villa,  was 
assailed  by  some  unknown  miscreant,  who  inflicted  upon 
her  a  severe  wound  with  a  knife  or  other  sharp  instrument. 
The  cry  which  the  unfortunate  woman  uttered  reached  the 
ears  of  the  Lady  Indora,  and  her  ladyship,  accompanied 
by  some  guests  whom  she  was  entertaining  at  the  time, 
rushed  forth  into  the  garden.  The  unfortunate  Sagoonah 
was  discovered  senseless  on  the  ground,  wounded  in  the 
manner  already  described,  and  she  was  at  once  conveyed 
into  the  house.  Surgical  assistance  was  immediately  pro- 
cured, and  we  are  happy  in  being  enabled  to  state  that 
there  is  no  reason  to  despair  of  Sagoonah's  eventual  re- 
covery. The  police  were  quickly  informed  of  the  circum- 
stance, and  on  examining  the  premises,  they  traced  the 
footsteps  of  the  assassin  for  some  little  distance,  until  the 
marks  altogether  disappeared.  The  Lady  Indora  is  quite 
unable  to  account  for  the  murderous  attack  made  upon 
her  dependent,  and  thus  for  the  present  the  deed  is  en- 
veloped in  the  darkest  mystery." 

Such  was  the  paragraph  inserted  in  the  morning  journals, 
and  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  was  thereby  made  aware 
of  the  fact  that  it  was  the  ayah  Sagoonah  who  had  been 
stricken  by  the  Burker's  weapon.  He  could  only  account 
for  it  by  the  conjecture  that  the  Burker  must  have  made 
some  extraordinary  mistake;  but  his  mind  was  relieved 
of  a  considerable  load,  inasijiuch  as  it  was  evident  that 
Indora  was  maintaining  a  profound  silence  in  respect  to 
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her  knowledge  that  he  himself  was  the  instigator  of  a  crime 
of  which  it  was  intended  that  she  should  be  the  victim. 

On  the  morning  of  which  we  are  speaking,  the  duke 
was  breakfasting  with  his  wife,  and  while  reading  the  news- 
paper, he  gave  vent  to  an  ejaculation  which  startled  her 
Grace. 

"  This  is  extraordinary!  "  he  exclaimed,  and  directing 
Lavinia's  attention  to  the  paragraph,  he  bade  her  peruse  it. 

"  It  is  dreadful!  "  observed  the  duchess  when  she  had  read 
the  brief  narrative.  "  But  why  did  it  elicit  that  ejaculation 
from  your  lips?  " 

"  Because,  my  dear  Lavinia,"  the  duke  answered,  ad- 
dressing her  in  those  affectionate  terms  to  which  she  had 
long  been  so  completely  unaccustomed,  "it  is  to  this  very 
villa  that  you  are  to  proceed  for  me,  and  it  is  this  selfsame 
Lady  Indora  whom  you  are  to  see." 

The  duchess  was  astonished  at  these  announcements, 
but  still  not  for  a  single  instant  did  she  imagine  that  her 
husband  could  have  any  connection  with  the  crime  re- 
corded in  the  paragraph.  She  accordingly  said,  "  You 
have  only  to  express  your  wishes,  Hugh,  and  they  shall 
be  fulfilled." 

"  I  told  you,  Lavinia,  last  night,"  continued  the  duke, 
"  that  I  have  enemies  who  are  working  against  me,  and 
the  Lady  Indora  is  one.  Ah!  I  see  that  the  colour  mounts 
to  your  cheeks,  but  your  suspicion  is  wrong;  there  has 
been  no  unlawful  connection  between  that  Eastern  lady  and 
myself.    Do  not  ask  me  to  explain  anything  —  " 

"  No.  Tell  me  how  to  act,"  said  Lavinia,  "  and  blind- 
fold will  I  obey  you." 

''Go  to  Indora's  villa,"  proceeded  the  Duke  of  March- 
mont,  "  ask  for  an  interview  with  her  ladyship,  tell  her 
who  you  are,  say  that  you  are  the  Duchess  of  Marchmont, 
and  then  —  " 

''  And  then?  "  said  Lavinia,  perceiving  that  her  husband 
hesitated. 

''  And  then,"  proceeded  the  duke,  "  tell  Indora  that  you 
have  heard  from  my  lips  that  she  is  at  war  with  me;  say 
that  without  having  given  you  the  slightest  details,  I  have 
nevertheless  acknowledged  that  she  has  reason  to  com- 
plain against  me.  Use  all  the  power  of  your  intercession 
that  there  may  be  peace  between  us.  Hesitate  not,  Lavinia, 
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to  humble  yourself,  if  necessary,  in  the  presence  of  that 
Eastern  lady.  When  addressing  her,  speak  as  the  wife  of 
him  with  whom  she  is  thus  at  war,  —  nay,  if  needful,  go 
down  upon  your  knees  and  beg  that  for  your  own  sake 
that  hostility  may  cease." 

"  Good  heavens!  "  ejaculated  Lavinia,  a  blighting,  with- 
ering suspicion  now  darting  in  unto  her  mind,  and  while 
becoming  deadly  pale,  she  glanced  toward  the  newspaper. 

The  duke,  averting  his  countenance,  affected  not  to 
have  caught  that  ejaculation  from  his  wife's  lips,  nor  to 
perceive  the  agitation  which  had  smitten  her,  and  he  said, 
"  You  have  promised,  you  know,  to  obey  me  blindfold. 
You  have  already  won  my  gratitude,  and  if  you  value  my 
love,  that  likewise  will  become  yours." 

The  duchess  was  about  to  implore  her  husband  in  im- 
passioned terms  to  set  at  rest  the  horrible  suspicion  which 
had  just  flashed  in  unto  her  mind,  when  she  said  to  herself, 
"  No,  it  is  impossible.  He  is  incapable  of  such  a  deed. 
Besides,  it  happened  to  the  servant,  and  nought  can  re- 
gard her  which  may  have  passed  between  her  mistress 
and  him." 

Then  the  duchess  felt  glad  in  her  own  mind  that  she 
had  kept  back  the  words  that  she  was  about  to  utter,  for 
she  fancied  that  they  would  have  been  outrageously  in- 
sulting to  her  husband.  Besides,  when  she  now  again 
looked  at  him  and  saw  that  he  had  a  calm  demeanour,  she 
naturally  supposed  that  he  himself  could  not  have  for  an 
instant  conjectured  that  such  a  suspicion  had  entered  her 
mind. 

"  And  when  am  I  to  go?  "  she  asked.  "  When  shall  I 
pay  this  visit  to  the  Lady  Indora?  " 

"  Without  delay,  Lavinia,"  responded  the  duke.  "  Let 
the  carriage  be  ordered,  and  proceed  thither  at  once.  Per- 
haps it  would  be  as  well  if  you  were  to  prepare  a  note 
beforehand,  containing  some  such  words  as  these:  '  The 
Duchess  of  Marchmont  earnestly  requests  an  immediate 
interview  with  the  Lady  Indora.*  This  will  ensure  you 
admission,  whereas  if  you  merely  sent  in  your  card,  it 
might  be  refused.  Will  you  do  all  this,  Lavinia,  and  will 
you  likewise  promise  me  that  whatever  you  jnay  hear, 
whatever  the  Lady  Indora  may  tell  you  —  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  the  duchess,  hurriedly,  "  I  faith- 
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fully  promise  that  whatever  she  raay  tell  me  shall  not 
deter  me  from  my  purpose  of  serving  your  cause  to  the 
best  of  my  endeavours." 

Thus  speaking,  Lavinia  hastened  from  the  room,  to  pre- 
pare her  toilet  for  the  visit  which  she  had  to  pay.  Again 
had  that  withering,  blighting  suspicion  flashed  in  unto 
her  mind  in  spite  of  herself,  for  it  struck  her  at  the  moment 
that  she  beheld  something  peculiar  in  her  husband's  look; 
and  then,  too,  that  constant  reiteration  of  the  entreaty  that 
she  would  not  be  shocked  at  anything  she  might  hear  con- 
cerning him  naturally  excited  the  suspicion  which  con- 
nected the  duke  in  some  way  or  another  with  the  para- 
graph in  the  newspaper.  But  Lavinia  was  resolved  to  per- 
form her  promise,  and  doing  her  best  to  dispel  that  sickening 
suspicion,  she  took  her  seat  in  the  carriage  which  was  to 
bear  her  to  Indora's  villa. 

We  will  not  dwell  upon  the  various  conflicting  ideas  which 
agitated  the  mind  of  the  duchess  as  she  was  conveyed 
toward  her  destination.  She  shuddered  as  the  carriage 
halted  at  the  gate  leading  into  the  grounds  where  so  foul 
a  deed  had  been  perpetrated  on  the  previous  night,  and 
she  inwardly  murmured,  Heaven  forbid  that  the  hostility 
which  seems  to  exist  between  this  lady  and  my  husband 
can  have  any  reference  to  an  episode  so  terrible  as  that, 
or  that  it  forms  one  of  the  causes  of  offence  for  which  I 
am  to  humble  myself  even  to  the  kneeling  at  her  feet!  " 

The  summons  at  the  gate  was  answered  by  the  faithful 
Mark,  who,  perceiving  a  splendid  equipage  with  a  ducal 
coronet  upon  the  panels,  hastened  to  the  carriage  window, 
to  which  a  beautiful  lady  was  beckoning  him. 

"  Have  the  kindness,"  said  Lavinia,  to  give  my  card 
and  this  note  to  the  Lady  Indora,  and  I  will  await  any 
message  you  may  bring  back." 

Christina  Ashton  had  gone  with  her  brother  to  pay  a 
visit  to  Isabella  Vincent,  and  Indora  was  alone  in  the  draw- 
ing-room when  at  about  the  hour  of  noon  the  ducal  equipage 
drove  up  to  her  gate.  She  wondered  who  the  visitress  could 
be,  for  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  Lavinia  as  her  Grace  leaned 
forward  at  the  carriage  window  to  give  the  note  and  card 
to  Mark.  The  reader  may  imagine  the  queen's  astonish- 
ment when  her  faithful  majordomo  entered  with  that  card 
and  that  billet.    Mark  himself  perceived  the  amazement 
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of  his  mistress,  but  that  expression  of  surprise  quickly 
passed  away  from  Indora's  countenance,  and  she  said  to 
Mark,     You  can  introduce  her  Grace  hither.'' 

Indora  knew  perfectly  well  that  Lavinia  was  a  lady  of 
stainless  reputation,  noted  for  her  amiable  and  excellent 
qualities,  and  whose  character  afforded  a  striking  contrast 
with  that  of  her  ducal  husband.  She  had  therefore  granted 
the  audience  after  a  very  brief  hesitation,  but  during  the 
few  minutes  which  elapsed  until  the  Duchess  of  Marchmont 
was  introduced  Indora  was  engaged  in  a  thousand  conjec- 
tures as  to  what  the  object  of  this  visit  could  possibly 
mean. 

Lavinia  was  introduced,  and  Indora  rose  to  receive  her. 
Mark  at  once  retired;  the  queen  and  the  duchess  were  now 
alone  together,  but  the  latter  knew  not  that  it  was  a  lady 
of  sovereign  rank  in  whose  presence  she  thus  found  herself. 
The  very  first  glances  which  they  threw  upon  one  another 
produced  mutually  favourable  impressions.  The  extraor- 
dinary beauty  of  the  queen  struck  Lavinia  with  astonishment 
as  well  as  with  admiration,  while  the  modestly  dignified 
demeanour  and  feminine  air  of  self-confidence  —  frank, 
open,  lofty,  and  yet  utterly  exempt  from  boldness  —  which 
characterized  her  Majesty  at  once  proclaimed  the  high- 
minded,  well-principled,  pure-hearted  woman.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  more  soft  and  winning  beauty  of  Lavinia, 
the  pensiveness  which  habitually  rested  in  her  large  blue 
eyes,  and  the  half-entreating  air  with  which  she  bestowed 
the  salutations  of  courtesy  upon  Indora,  at  once  riveted  the 
interest  of  that  Eastern  lady. 

They  sat  down  together,  and  the  duchess  began  by  apolo- 
gizing for  the  intrusion  of  such  a  visit  on  the  part  of  a 
perfect  stranger.  She  spoke  in  the  low,  fluid,  tremulous 
voice  which  indicated  a  distressed  and  suspenseful  state 
of  mind,  while  her  looks  softly  but  eloquently  implored 
the  queen's  consideration  and  forbearance. 

Your  Grace  need  offer  no  apology,"  replied  Indora,  "  for 
by  the  tenor  of  your  note,  brief  though  its  contents  be, 
I  am  led  to  conjecture  that  some  business  of  importance 
has  procured  me  the  honour  of  this  visit." 

"  It  is  indeed  of  great  importance  to  myself  —  and  — 
and  —  to  another,"  responded  Lavinia,  tremulously.  "  But 
first  let  me  ask  how  fares  it  with  your  servant?  "  and  here 
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the  voice  of  the  duchess  quivered  and  faltered  more  and 
more,  ''for  I  have  read  that  paragraph  in  the  newspaper." 

''  M}^  servant  lies  in  a  very  dangerous  condition.  She 
is  totally  unconscious,  but  still  the  medical  attendant  gives 
hope  of  her  eventual  recovery,"  and  as  Indora  thus  spoke, 
she  fixed  her  dark  eyes  earnestly  upon  the  duchess  as  if 
to  fathom  the  motives  of  this  visit. 

''  My  present  proceeding  must  have  already  appeared 
most  singular,"  continued  Lavinia,  scarcely  knowing  how 
to  approach  the  subject  which  she  had  to  explain,  "  and 
perhaps  when  my  purpose  is  made  known,  it  may  appear 
more  singular  still  —  But,  oh,  madam,  whatever  cause 
of  offence  my  husband  may  have  given  you,  I  beseech  your 
ladyship  to  pardon  him." 

Again  did  Indora  fix  her  eyes  upon  the  duchess,  for 
she  was  full  of  wonderment  as  to  the  extent  of  the  revela- 
tions which  the  duke  might  have  made  to  his  wife,  and 
to  what  topics  such  revelations  might  refer.  Lavinia  sus- 
pected what  was  passing  in  the  queen's  mind,  and  she 
hastened  to  say,  ''  Of  those  causes  of  offence  I  am  utterly 
ignorant,  Lady  Indora.  All  that  the  duke  has  told  me 
is  that  he  has  offended  you,  that  you  have  the  power  to 
injure  him,  that  you  are  exercising  this  power  —  and, 
oh,  he  is  very,  very  unhappy!  But  he  implores  your  for- 
bearance, he  beseeches  you  to  accept  the  assurance  of  his 
contrition ;  he  would  have  come  to  you  if  he  had  dared,  but 
on  his  behalf  do  I  kneel  at  your  feet." 

And  with  these  words  Lavinia  sank  down  to  a  suppliant 
posture,  taking  Indora's  hand  and  pressing  it  with  the 
warmth  of  entreaty,  while  she  looked  up  with  imploring 
gaze  into  Indora's  countenance.  The  queen  was  profoundly 
touched  by  the  pathos  of  this  appeal;  she  saw  in  a  moment 
that  the  duke  was  making  a  blind  and  uninformed  instru- 
ment of  his  wife,  and  she  pitied  her. 

"  Rise,  madam,"  she  said;  "  it  is  not  for  you  to  kneel 
at  my  feet,  although —  But  rise,  I  conjure  you.  Oh, 
now  you  weep,  Duchess  of  Marchmont,  and  I  cannot  bear  to 
behold  these  tears." 

''  Lady,  you  are  all  goodness,"  murmured  Lavinia;  ''  yes, 
I  read  your  character  in  your  countenance.  You  will  not 
be  stern  and  unrelenting.  Of  whatsoever  offences  my 
husband  may  be  guilty,  and  I  seek  not  to  know  them  — " 
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Madam,  rest  assured,"  interrupted  the  queen,  with  a 
true  queenly  dignity,  "  that  my  honour  has  suffered  not — " 

No,  no,  lady,"  cried  the  duchess,  ^'  purity  and  virtue 
are  stamped  upon  your  countenance,  they  are  delineated 
in  your  looks.  Good  heavens!  not  for  a  moment  would  I 
insult  you  with  such  a  suspicion.  I  am  entirely  at  your 
mercy,  I  place  myself  in  your  hands.  If  you  think  fit  to 
narrate  the  offences  of  my  husband  toward  you  in  order 
to  convince  me  of  the  magnitude  of  your  generosity  in  par- 
doning them,  I  shall  listen;  but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  you 
will  spare  me  that  which  my  own  heart  tells  me  cannot 
be  otherwise  than  painful,  and  if  you  will  pardon  him  all 
the  same,  oh,  I  shall  bless  you,  I  shall  love  you  as  my  bene- 
factress." 

Rise,  lady,  rise.  Duchess  of  Marchmont,"  said  Indora, 
in  a  tremulous  voice,  and  at  the  same  time  wiping  away  a 
tear.  "  You  have  given  me  no  offence,  you  come  in  the 
candour  and  frankness  of  your  own  innocence,  you  must 
not  kneel  as  a  suppliant." 

"  Lady,  dear  lady,  I  will  kneel,"  continued  the  duchess, 
"  until  you  grant  me  this  boon.  Oh,  you  know  not  how 
much  depends  upon  it.  I  saw  my  husband  wretched  and 
unhappy,  I  implored  his  confidence.  He  told  me  that  he 
had  enemies,  and  that  you  were  one.  He  bade  me  come  to 
you,  and  I  am  here.  Grant  him  your  pardon,  dear  lady, 
and  he  will  give  me  back  his  love  as  a  reward  for  procuring 
that  forgiveness.  You  see  how  much  is  at  stake.  It  is 
in  your  power  to  restore  me  that  happiness  which  for 
years  I  have  lost.  Do  this,  dear  lady,  and  I  will  love  you 
as  a  sister.  Ah,  you  weep,  you  are  moved,  you  will  accede 
to  my  prayer!  " 

"  Rise,  Duchess  of  Marchmont,"  again  said  Indora,  but 
now  speaking  in  a  voice  which  was  all  tremulous  with 
emotions.  Return  to  your  husband,  tell  him  that  for 
all  he  has  ever  done  toward  me,  I  forgive  him  for  your 
sake." 

"  Dearest,  dearest  lady,"  ejaculated  the  duchess,  pressing 
Indora's  hand  to  her  lips,  and  then  starting  up  from  her 
suppliant  posture,  you  have  poured  joy  into  my  heart, 
you  have  already  filled  my  soul  with  happiness  — " 

"  But  understand  me  well,  madam,"  interrupted  the 
queen,  "  I  forgive  your  husband  for  whatsoever  he  may 
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have  done  toward  myself.  Be  particular  in  conveying  my 
decision  in  the  very  terms  wherein  I  express  it." 

But  what  means  this  reservation? "  asked  Lavinia, 
her  beautiful  countenance  suddenly  becoming  so  pensively 
mournful  that  it  went  to  Indora's  heart  to  be  unable  to  give 
her  such  an  assurance  as  would  send  her  away  completely 
happy.  "  There  is  something  in  your  words  which  I  can- 
not understand;  there  is,  as  I  have  expressed  it,  a  reserva- 
tion." 

"  Your  husband  will  comprehend  my  meaning,"  answered 
Indora,  "  and  he  will  at  least  thank  your  Grace  for  what 
you  have  done.  Return  to  him,  and  say  those  words,  — 
that  for  his  offences  against  myself  I  forgive  him  for  your 
sake.    Fail  not  to  say  that  it  is  for  your  sake." 

Ah,  I  comprehend!  "  exclaimed  the  duchess,  apparently 
awakening  from  the  stupor  of  bewilderment;  there  is 
some  one  else  in  whom  you  are  interested,  and  against 
whom  my  husband  has  offended.  Oh,  is  it  possible,  can  it 
be  really  true  that  —  " 

Lavinia  stopped  short,  and  sank  upon  the  sofa,  over- 
powered by  her  feelings.  Against  whom  could  her  husband 
have  thus  offended,  if  not  against  Sagoonah?  For  must 
not  Indora  be  interested  on  behalf  of  her  servant,  and 
was  it  not  on  this  account  that  she  was  making  such  a 
mental  reservation  ? 

And  now,  too,  the  queen  looked  distressed,  for  she  failed 
not  to  fathom  what  was  passing  in  the  mind  of  the  duchess ; 
she  comprehended  full  well  the  nature  of  the  suspicion  which 
Lavinia  entertained. 

"  Return  to  the  duke,  madam,"  said  the  queen,  in  a 
tremulous  voice;  "  return  to  him,  and  deliver  the  message 
which  you  have  already  received  from  my  lips." 

The  duchess  would  have  said  more;  she  would  have  re- 
newed her  entreaties,  she  would  again  have  fallen  at  the 
queen's  feet,  but  her  emotions  were  too  strong  for  the  power 
of  utterance,  and  she  remained  riveted  like  a  statue  to  the 
spot.  One  last  effort  did  she  make  to  give  vent  to  an  im- 
passioned intercession,  but  she  could  not,  she  dared  stay  no 
longer,  and  abruptly  pressing  the  queen's  hand,  she  hastened 
from  the  apartment.  When  again  seated  in  her  carriage, 
Lavinia  threw  herself  back  and  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears, 
for  she  could  no  longer  doubt  that  her  own  husband  was 
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in  some  unaccountable  way  connected  with  the  assassin 
attempt  upon  Sagoonah. 

Nevertheless,  as  the  reader  may  have  perhaps  already 
imagined,  the  mental  reservation  made  by  Indora  referred 
not  to  Sagoonah  —  but  unto  another. 


CHAPTER  XVI 


THE  PASTILLES 

We  must  now  return  to  the  Burker,  whom  we  left  when 
issuing  forth  from  the  Duke  of  Marchmont's  mansion  with 
a  purse  which  by  the  feel  he  knew  to  be  well  filled  with  notes 
and  gold.  Making  his  way  to  some  low  public-house  with 
which  he  was  acquainted,  but  where  at  the  same  time  he  felt 
very  sure  that  he  should  not  be  recognized  in  his  Jewish  garb, 
the  miscreant  regaled  himself  with  plenty  of  refreshment  in 
the  shape  of  strong  liquor,  having  partaken  of  which  he 
retired  to  bed.  It  was  his  purpose  to  leave  the  metropolis 
on  the  following  day,  and  get  to  some  seaport,  whence  he 
might  embark  for  France.  We  need  hardly  observe  that 
he  took  very  good  care  to  reckon  over  the  contents  of  the 
purse,  and  he  found  that  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  had  not 
deceived  him,  but  that  the  amount  was  larger  than  the 
recompense  promised  for  the  crime  in  respect  to  Indora. 

In  the  morning  the  Burker  obtained  an  early  sight  of  the 
newspaper,  and  he  read  the  same  paragraph  which  has 
already  been  presented  to  our  readers.  Nothing  could  ex- 
ceed the  astonishment  of  the  Burker  on  finding  how  tre- 
mendous a  mistake  he  had  committed;  he  sat  for  some 
minutes  utterly  lost  in  amazement  at  the  discovery  of  this 
startling  fact.  Yet  how  did  it  matter  to  him,  since  he  had 
pocketed  the  reward?  But  then  a  thought  was  gradually 
stealing  into  the  Burker's  mind.  It  was  the  death  of  Indora 
for  which  the  duke  had  bargained,  and  the  same  motives, 
whatever  they  were,  which  had  prompted  his  Grace  to  desire 
that  lady's  assassination  must  still  exist.  Thus  did  Mr. 
Barnes  reason  within  himself,  and  thence  he  calculated  that 
another  reward  as  ample  as  the  one  he  had  just  received 
might  possibly  be  forthcoming  from  the  duke  for  the  con- 
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summation  of  that  crime.  Greedy  of  gold  as  he  was  un- 
scrupulous in  conduct,  he  seriously  reflected  whether  it  would 
not  be  worth  his  while  to  remain  in  London  until  the  night, 
obtain  an  interview  with  the  duke,  and  ascertain  his 
views  on  the  subject.  Barney  was  of  dauntless  courage  in 
pursuing  his  career  of  crime,  and  his  many  adventures  of 
the  last  few  months,  his  escapes,  which  he  termed  his 

triumphs,"  together  with  the  success  which  had  hitherto 
attended  the  assumption  of  his  disguises,  had  tended  to  em- 
bolden him  to  an  almost  reckless  extent.  His  mind  was 
therefore  made  up;  he  would  remain  in  London  until  the 
night,  at  all  events,  and  if  the  duke  acceded  to  his  proposal, 
he  would  undertake  the  new  venture,  or  rather,  we  should 
say,  the  fearfully  correct  perpetration  of  the  one  originally 
confided  to  him. 

It  by  no  means  suited  the  Burker's  disposition  to  remain 
indoors  all  day  at  the  public-house,  and  moreover  such  a 
circumstance  in  itself  would  look  suspicious.  He  felt  con- 
vinced that  he  was  disguised  in  a  style  impenetrable  to  the 
eyes  of  the  detectives,  and  there  was  a  sort  of  thrilling 
pleasure  in  thus  setting  their  keenness  at  nought.  He 
therefore  issued  forth;  but  speedily  becoming  wearied  of 
wandering  about,  he  bethought  himself  of  an  expedient 
which  promised  some  little  amusement,  and  which  at  the 
same  time  would  enable  him  to  sit  down  and  rest  for 
hours  on  some  convenient  spot.  The  idea  was  one  which  had 
been  suggested  during  his  conversation  with  Jack  Smedley 
at  the  time  he  assumed  the  Jew's  dress  at  that  individual's 
lodgings,  and  this  idea  was  to  procure  a  small  tray  and  some 
pastilles.  The  articles  were  speedily  purchased,  and  behold, 
at  about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  the  Burker  settled 
himself  on  the  doorsteps  of  an  empty  house  in  one  of  the 
thoroughfares  at  the  West  End  of  the  town. 

While  there  stationed,  Barney  the  Burker  reflected  upon 
many  things,  and  amongst  others,  upon  his  most  recent 
proceedings  in  respect  to  Jack  Smedley. 

Jack's  a  nasty,  cowardly  dog,"  said  the  Burker  to  him- 
self, or  else  he  wouldn't  have  played  me  such  a  scampish 
trick  as  that,  —  getting  hold  of  my  blunt  and  bolting  off  like 
a  shot!  But  I  was  even  with  him,  though;  I  precious  soon 
made  the  scoundrel  disgorge,  as  the  sayin'  is.  Nevertheless, 
he  is  a  dirty  rascal,  and  if  he  could  have  his  revenge,  he 
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would  be  sure  to  take  it  fast  enough.  But  one  thing  is  cer- 
tain, he  wouldn't  go  and  give  hisself  up  merely  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  informing  agin  me,  and  it's  unkimmon  sure  that 
he  couldn't  inform  against  me  unless  he  did  give  hisself  up. 
So,  all  things  considered,  I  don't  think  there's  no  harm  to  be 
afeerd  on  in  that  there  quarter." 

Mr.  Barnes  had  arrived  at  this  satisfactory  conclusion, 
when  on  raising  his  eyes,  whom  should  he  behold  crossing 
the  street  and  advancing  toward  him  but  old  Jonathan 
Carnabie?  The  sexton  of  Woodbridge  did  not  look  by  any 
means  the  better  for  his  debauch  of  the  night  but  one  pre- 
viously; on  the  contrary,  he  was  pale  and  ill,  and  seemed  as 
if  he  had  arisen  from  a  bed  of  sickness.  The  fact  was  that 
the  stupefying  drug  used  by  the  Burker  had  produced  a  very 
injurious  effect  on  the  sexton. 

By  jingo,  I'm  done  for!  "  said  the  Burker  to  himself,  as 
Jonathan  advanced  straight  toward  him.  "  He'll  twig  me 
through  this  cussed  black  gabardine  and  this  thunderin'  gray 
beard —  But  I'm  a  fool!  Old  Jonathan's  eyes  isn't  half 
so  sharp  as  the  detective  chaps'  wisual  organs,  and  they  can't 
see  through  me  no  more  than  if  I  was  one  of  them  postesses. 
ril  look  as  serious  as  if  I'd  just  come  out  of  the  sinnygog." 

How  do  you  sell  your  pastilles,  my  good  old  man?  " 
inquired  the  sexton  of  Woodbridge,  fumbling  at  the  bottom 
of  his  pockets  for  a  few  halfpence. 

The  Burker  answered  the  question  very  curtly  indeed, 
but  imitating  the  Jewish  accent  as  much  as  he  could,  for  he 
had  not  forgotten  the  conversation  he  had  overheard  at  the 
public-house  on  the  preceding  night,  when  it  was  stated  that 
Jonathan  Carnabie  had  been  struck  by  his  lingo  "  at  the 
time  he  was  beguiling  him  with  tales  of  his  respectabil- 
ity. 

Well,  I'll  buy  a  few  pastilles,"  said  Jonathan,  for  my 
landlady  seems  to  be  very  fond  of  them,  and  as  she  is  exceed- 
ingly kind  and  civil,  I  must  make  her  a  little  present." 

The  Burker  received  the  copper  coins,  gave  the  suitable 
number  of  pastilles,  and  eying  the  old  sexton  askance,  hoped 
that  he  would  at  once  take  himself  off.  But  it  was  not  so. 
Jonathan  possessed  an  inquiring  disposition,  and  he  thought 
that,  as  he  had  come  to  London,  it  was  his  duty  to  make 
himself  acquainted  with  every  matter  on  which  he  was 
previously  uninformed,  and  however  trivial  its  interest. 
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"  I  never  saw  pastilles  before  I  came  to  this  great  city," 
he  said.    "  How  are  they  made?  " 

"  Chalk,"  was  the  curt  response. 
Chalk?    indeed!  "  said  Mr.  Carnabie.    "  What,  black 
chalk?  I  never  heard  of  it  before." 

"  Charcoal,  then,"  growled  the  Burker,  inwardly  venting 
a  bitter  imprecation  against  the  old  sexton's  visual  organs 
and  limbs. 

"  Ah,  charcoal,  eh?  And  how  are  they  scented?  " 

"  Don't  know!  "  rejoined  the  Burker. 

Old  Jonathan,  suspecting  not  for  a  single  instant  who  it 
was  that  stood  thus  disguised  before  him,  said,  in  a  somewhat 
angry  tone,  "  Well,  at  all  events,  you  might  give  a  person  a 
civil  answer,  —  particularly  when  he  has  laid  out  money 
with  you." 

But  the  Burker  vouchsafed  no  response,  and  Jonathan 
walked  away,  muttering  something  sulkily  between  his  teeth. 

"  He  didn't  know  me,  he  didn't  suspect  nuffin',"  thought 
the  Burker  chucklingly  to  himself.  "  The  old  rascal!  I 
thought  at  one  moment  his  eyes  was  a-piercing  like  needles 
through  this  here  gabardine  and  beard.  Howsomever  —  " 

At  this  moment  the  Burker  beheld  the  Duke  of  Marchmont 
advancing  on  foot  along  the  street.  His  Grace  had  just  come 
from  assisting  at  the  installation  of  Mrs.  Oxenden  in  a  splen- 
didly furnished  house  which  he  had  taken  for  her  reception, 
and  he  was  gratified  on  finding  that  such  was  her  love  of 
pleasure  and  of  gold  she  would  be  sure  to  keep  ten  thousand 
secrets  relative  to  as  many  crimes  if  it  only  suited  her  selfish 
purposes.  Such  was  the  impression  he  had  formed  of  her 
during  an  hour's  conversation,  and  he  felt  himself  safe 
enough  in  that  quarter.  But  was  he  so  in  other  respects? 
His  wife  had  faithfully  reported  the  particulars  and  the  issue 
of  her  interview  with  Indora,  and  therefore  if  he  were  sat- 
isfied in  respect  to  Mrs.  Oxenden,  he  was  full  of  apprehen- 
sions in  respect  to  the  Oriental  lady. 

She  will  forgive  me  all  that  I  have  done  towards  herself," 
the  duke  kept  thinking  within  his  own  mind  as  he  slowly 
paced  along,  "  but  this  means  that  she  will  not  or  cannot 
forgive  me  in  respect  to  what  I  have  done  toward  others  in 
whom  she  is  interested.  And,  all  things  considered,  in  whom 
can  she  be  so  interested  as  in  him  who  is  assuredly  alive, 
who  is  in  England,  and  whom  I  have  seen?  Yes,  they  must 
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be  well  acquainted,  it  is  only  too  evident;  and  her  visit  to 
Oaklands  was  a  trick,  a  stratagem,  devised  on  his  behalf  — 
doubtless  suggested  by  him  too.  It  is  this  Eastern  woman 
only  whom  I  fear,  it  is  Indora  only  whom  I  apprehend. 
Were  she  out  of  the  way,  he  would  become  powerless;  he 
dares  not  come  forward,  he  is  compelled  to  work  through  the 
means  of  an  agent.  Yes,  if  Indora  were  put  out  of  my 
path,  I  should  feel  myself  safe  —  I  might  defy  the  whole 
world." 

Here  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  suddenly  stopped  short,  not 
only  in  his  musings  but  likewise  in  his  walk,  for  on  raising 
his  eyes,  whom  should  he  behold  at  the  distance  of  a  dozen 
yards  but  Barney  the  Burker?  The  duke  could  scarcely  be- 
lieve the  evidence  of  his  own  senses,  and  yet  it  was  so.  There 
stood  Barney  dressed  in  the  Jewish  costume,  with  his  tray 
of  pastilles  in  his  hand. 

This  fellow  is  mad,  to  remain  thus  in  London,"  thought 
the  duke  within  himself,  but  the  next  instant  a  feeling  of 
joy  shot  through  his  heart. 

Drawing  out  his  purse  and  keeping  it  in  his  hand,  so  as  to 
have  the  appearance  of  being  about  to  bestow  alms  on  the 
seeming  Jewish  mendicant,  the  duke  accosted  him.  There 
were  very  few  people  passing  by  at  the  time,  and  not  a  police- 
man was  in  sight. 

What  are  you  doing  here?  "  inquired  Marchmont,  in  a 
hurried  manner  and  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  still  kept  playing 
with  his  purse  for  appearance'  sake. 

"  A  sellin'  of  these  wery  pretty  little  things  at  a  wery  mod- 
erate rate,"  responded  the  Burker.  "  But  jokin'  apart,  my 
lord,  I  was  only  a-killin'  time  until  evening  should  draw  in, 
when  I  meant  to  take  some  steps  to  get  an  interview  with 
your  Grace." 

What  for?  "  demanded  the  duke,  hastily. 

"  Only,  my  lord,"  was  the  reply,  because  the  business 
wasn't  done  proper  last  night  —  though,  by  jingo!  it  wasn't 
my  fault;  for  if  that  cussed  young  woman  chose  to  tog  her- 
self out  in  her  missus's  dress,  how  the  deuce  was  I  to  know 
anything  about  it?  She  had  a  well  down  over  her  face  —  " 
Yes,  yes,  I  have  read  all  about  it,"  interrupted  the  duke, 
"  and  I  see  full  well  that  it  was  a  mistake  on  your  part.  I  do 
not  blame  you." 

"  And  that  there  mistake,"  rejoined  the  Burker,  "  can 
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be  put  all  right  and  straight,  and  the  proper  goose  can  be 
cooked  if  your  lordship  chooses  to  say  the  word." 

"  Meet  me  this  evening  in  the  lane  at  the  back  of  my 
stables,"  said  the  duke  hurriedly;  and  then,  with  an  ap- 
pearance of  ostentation  for  the  behoof  of  the  passers-by, 
he  flung  a  shilling  into  the  Burker's  tray. 

There,  I  knowed  how  it  would  be,"  thought  Barney 
to  himself.  "  These  here  aristocratic  chaps  always  will 
have  their  way  when  they  once  takes  it  into  their  head; 
And  as  it  suits  my  lord's  purpose  that  the  Lady  Indoors 
is  to  have  her  hash  settled,  settled  it  will  be.  But,  by  jingo! 
here's  that  old  scoundrel  again!  " 

This  mental  ejaculation  bore  reference  to  old  Jonathan 
Carnabie,  who  was  returning  down  the  street,  and  for  an 
instant  the  Burker  thought  of  pitching  away  his  stock 
in  trade  and  taking  to  his  heels.  But  now  there  were  several 
persons  passing  at  the  moment,  and  such  a  proceeding  would 
naturally  excite  suspicion  that  there  was  something  wrong> 
whereas  in  respect  to  Jonathan  it  might  be  a  false  alarm 
after  all.  The  Burker's  gaze  swept  rapidly  up  and  down  the 
street;  no  policeman  was  in  sight,  no  one  who  at  all  answered 
to  his  tolerably  accurate  notion  or  knowledge  of  a  detective. 
Therefore  the  Burker  remained  at  his  post,  but  inwardly 
resolving  to  decamp  the  instant  Jonathan  Carnabie  should  be 
again  out  of  sight.  It  must  be  admitted  that  he  now  cursed 
the  unnecessary  folly  which  had  exposed  him  to  such  perils, 
and  his  mind  was  by  no  means  reassured  when  he  beheld 
the  sexton  of  Woodbridge  making  straight  toward  him.  But 
as  he  drew  near,  the  Burker  saw  that  he  had  a  pleasant 
and  agreeable  expression  of  countenance,  and  he  said  within 
himself,    I  wonder  what  the  old  dog  wants  now?  " 

I  will  buy  a  few  more  of  your  pastilles,"  said  Jonathan. 
"  My  landlady  tells  me  that  they  are  exceedingly  cheap, 
and  also  very  good." 

"  How  many?  "  asked  the  Burker,  in  a  feigned  voice, 
and  at  the  same  time  imitating  as  well  as  he  was  able  the 
accents  of  a  Jew  of  the  lower  order. 

Jonathan  stated  the  number  he  required,  and  drew  forth 
the  price.  The  Burker  pocketed  the  money,  still  eying 
the  old  sexton  askance,  but  there  was  really  nothing  in 
Jonathan's  looks  to  warrant  his  apprehension.  But  we 
must  leave  these  two  individuals  for  a  few  minutes  thus 
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standing  together,  while  we  relate  some  particulars  which 
are  essential  to  the  progress  of  our  story. 

As  the  reader  has  seen,  rewards  had  been  offered  for  the 
apprehension  of  the  Smedleys  and  the  Burker,  and  we  may 
add  that  no  efforts  had  been  left  untried  by  the  police  to 
get  upon  the  track  of  either  or  all  of  these  individuals. 
The  horrible  revelations  made  by  the  subterranean  of 
the  gold-beater's  house  in  Lambeth  had  excited  the  public 
feeling  to  a  high  degree,  and  the  officers  of  justice  therefore 
considered  it  absolutely  necessary  that  the  miscreants 
should  be  hunted  down  and  brought  to  the  bar  of  a  criminal 
tribunal.  But  if  in  such  a  case  it  were  desirable  to  capture 
a  particular  one  rather  than  the  others,  this  one  was  the 
Burker.  His  complicity  in  the  hideous  murder  of  the 
lawyer  Pollard  at  Liverpool,  his  escape  from  the  gaol  in 
that  town,  and  his  daring,  desperate  conduct  toward  the 
police  officials  at  the  Smedleys'  house,  were  motives  in  ad- 
dition to  all  others  which  rendered  it  absolutely  necessary 
for  the  security  of  society  that  such  a  diabolic  fiend  should 
be  cut  short  in  his  iniquitous  career.  But,  as  we  have  seen, 
the  Burker  as  well  as  the  Smedleys  had  hitherto  evaded 
the  pursuit  of  justice. 

The  secretary  for  the  Home  Department,  acting  upon 
the  representations  of  the  police  authorities,  determined 
to  take  a  step  which  it  was  hoped  would  have  the  effect  of 
bringing  the  gang  of  miscreants  within  the  range  of  the 
law's  operation.  Hand-bills  were  accordingly  printed,  pro- 
claiming that  the  mercy  of  the  Crown  would  be  to  a  certain 
degree  extended  to  any  one  of  the  gang  (the  Burker  himself 
excepted) ,.  who  would  give  such  information  as  should  place 
the  others  in  the  hands  of  the  police,  or  the  same  benefits 
would  be  extended  to  that  one  of  the  said  gang  who  would 
surrender  up  the  Burker  alone  to  the  authorities.  These 
bills  were  printed  early  on  the  morning  of  which  we  have 
been  writing,  and  they  began  to  be  circulated  in  the  metrop- 
olis at  the  time  the  Burker  took  his  station  at  the  West 
End,  disguised  as  a  Jew,  and  with  his  tray  of  pastilles 
before  him. 

The  police  officers  were  active  in  scattering  the  bills 
amidst  the  low  quarters  of  London,  knowing  that  in 
these  districts  they  were  far  more  likely  to  have  the  effect 
of  attaining  their  object  than  in  the  superior  districts  of 


180 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


the  metropolis.  It  happened  that  one  of  the  first  of  these 
printed  proclamations  that  were  issued  fell  into  the  hands 
of  Jack  Smedley,  as  in  some  new  disguise  he  was  wandering 
through  the  district  of  St.  Luke's  in  as  wretched  a  state  of 
mind  as  can  be  well  conceived.  On  reading  the  hand-bill, 
the  gold-beater  was  at  once  smitten  with  the  thought 
of  availing  himself  of  the  benefit  which  it  held  out.  He 
understood  its  meaning  full  well;  it  signified  that  whoever 
would  turn  around  upon  his  accomplices  should  exper- 
ience the  mercy  of  the  Crown  so  far  as  to  have  his  life 
spared,  though  with  the  certainty  of  sustaining  the  appli- 
cation of  the  next  degree  of  punishment,  —  namely,  trans- 
portation for  the  rest  of  his  days. 

Jack  Smedley  was,  as  the  reader  has  seen,  a  veritable 
coward  in  most  respects,  although  having  hardihood  suflBl- 
cient  to  plunge  into  crime  when  led  on,  encouraged,  and 
assisted  by  others.  But  the  idea  of  the  gibbet  was  for  him 
fraught  with  such  terrors  that  it  was  a  matter  of  surprise 
it  had  not  restrained  him  from  crime  altogether,  —  unless 
indeed  we  must  take  into  account  the  circumstance  that 
every  man  when  committing  a  deed  of  turpitude,  hugs 
the  belief  that  it  will  never  be  discovered.  And  now,  upon 
reading  this  proclamation.  Jack  Smedley  beheld  the  means 
of  saving  his  life,  —  ay,  and  not  only  of  saving  his  life,  but 
also  of  revenging  himself  on  the  Burker  for  the  last  event 
which  had  marked  their  intercourse.  What  to  Smedley  was 
transportation  for  the  remainder  of  his  existence  if  he  could 
only  save  that  existence  from  a  horrible  and  ignominious 
fate?  To  have  the  power  of  putting  out  from  his  imagi- 
nation that  dark,  sinister  object  which  was  looming  before 
his  mental  vision,  to  escape  from  the  haunting  influence  of 
the  sombre  gallows  and  all  the  dread  paraphernalia  of  death, 
this  were  indeed  happiness,  although  at  the  same  time  he 
should  be  doomed  to  fix  his  eyes  on  the  far-off  regions  of 
eternal  exile.  Not  many  moments  did  the  gold-beater  waste 
in  deliberation;  his  mind  was  speedily  made  up  and  with  the 
proclamation  in  his  hand,  he  set  out  on  his  search  after  Bar- 
ney the  Burker. 

We  have  said  that  he  was  wearing  a  new  sort  of  disguise, 
but  it  is  not  worth  while  to  pause  and  describe  its  details. 
Sufiice  it  to  say  that,  profiting  by  the  hints  which  he  had 
received  from  the  Burker  the  evening  but  one  previous. 
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he  had  made  such  alterations  in  his  appeanrace  as  were  in- 
deed well  calculated  to  defy  the  scrutiny  of  the  most  lynx- 
eyed  detective.  Accordingly,  he  made  his  way  through  the 
streets  of  London  without  exciting  any  suspicion,  and 
without  attracting  toward  himself  a  single  suspicious  look 
on  the  part  of  any  constable  whom  he  encountered.  He 
knew  enough  of  the  Burker's  desperate  character  to  be 
well  aware  that  if  he  were  still  in  the  metropolis  he  was  just 
as  likely  to  be  haunting  one  of  the  best  neighbourhoods 
as  to  be  lurking  about  in  one  of  the  worst. 

"  He  is  pretty  sure,"  thought  Jack  Smedley  within  him- 
self, ^'  to  keep  on  that  old  Hebrew  disguise,  for  he  knows  it  to 
be  the  best  he  could  possibly  have;  and  notwithstanding 
what  took  place  betwixt  him  and  me,  he  can't  for  a  moment 
fancy  that  I  should  think  of  betraying  him.  Therefore  it 
isn't  on  my  account  he  would  leave  London.  Besides, 
didn't  he  tell  me  that  he  had  got  a  little  business  in  hand 
which  would  keep  him  here  for  a  few  days,  and  Barney  is 
not  the  man  to  make  himself  scarce  before  his  work  is  done. 
Depend  upon  it  he  is  in  London,  and  if  so,  I  will  have  him. 
My  own  life  depends  upon  it.  Ay,  and  for  that  matter,  I 
would  give  up  Bab  likewise  —  anything  to  save  myself 
from  swinging  on  the  gallows.  Besides,  hasn't  Bab  led  me 
a  precious  life,  always  teasing  and  tormenting  me,  calUng 
me  a  coward,  domineering  over  me,  making  me  do  exactly 
what  she  chose,  ordering  me  about  as  if  I  was  her  slave? 
Yes,  yes,  I  have  no  compunction  now;  my  own  safety  is  all 
that  I  have  to  think  of." 

Such  were  the  thoughts  which  passed  through  Jack  Smed- 
ley's  mind  as  he  wandered  about  the  streets  of  London  search- 
ing for  the  Burker.  At  length,  while  making  his  way  through 
a  quarter  at  the  West  End,  just  as  he  reached  the  top  of  a 
street  into  which  he  was  about  to  turn,  he  caught  sight  of 
a  dress  the  aspect  of  which  instantaneously  sent  a  thrill  of  joy 
through  his  heart.  It  was  assuredly  the  Burker,  —  there 
could  be  no  mistake.  The  beard,  the  hat,  the  gabardine,  — 
all  were  the  same;  and  then,  too,  he  was  evidently  selling 
pastilles,  and  in  his  discourse  with  Smedley  at  the  lodgings 
of  the  latter  he  had,  with  coarse  jocularity,  declared  that 
it  only  required  this  addition  to  the  circumstances  of  his 
disguise  in  order  to  render  that  disguise  complete. 

Jack  Smedley  literally  trembled  with  the  feelings  that 
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now  agitated  him.  The  safety  of  his  own  life  appeared  to 
be  within  his  reach,  —  but  what  if  the  Burker  should  still 
escape  him?  He  flung  his  glances  hurriedly  up  and  down 
the  street;  not  a  policeman  was  to  be  seen.  He  looked 
again  toward  the  Burker,  and  he  now  beheld  him  in  dis- 
course with  a  strange-looking  old  man,  whom  our  readers 
will  recognize  as  Jonathan  Carnabie.  Again  did  the  gold- 
beater fling  his  glances  around,  but  still  no  policeman,  — 
and  he  did  not  dare  leave  the  spot,  he  did  not  dare  lose  sight 
of  Barney  the  Burker  for  even  a  single  minute,  lest  that 
minute  should  be  suflicient  to  enable  him  to  vanish  alto- 
gether. 

Jonathan  Carnabie  had  now  finished  his  second  bargain 
with  the  Burker,  and  was  moving  away;  he  was  coming  in 
the  direction  of  that  extremity  of  the  street  where  Jack 
Smedley  posted  himself.  But  ah!  the  Burker  was  retreating 
in  the  opposite  direction.  The  gold-beater's  first  impulse 
was  to  give  the  alarm,  to  cry  "  Stop  thief!  "  and  thus  set 
numbers  upon  his  track.  But  a  second  thought  convinced 
him  of  the  impolicy  of  this  proceeding.  In  the  first  place, 
the  Burker  might  possibly  escape.  Smedley  was  not  well 
acquainted  with  this  particular  quarter  of  the  town,  and 
he  knew  not  what  by-streets  might  lead  off  from  the  main 
one  along  which  Barney  was  now  proceeding.  And  then 
again,  it  was  just  possible  that  it  might  not  be  Barney  at 
all,  but  a  veritable  Hebrew  who  had  happened  to  wear  a 
costume  precisely  similar  to  that  which  Smedley  had  lent 
to  his  accomplice.  All  these  considerations  passed  with 
lightning  speed  through  the  mind  of  the  gold-beater,  and 
for  a  few  instants  he  was  bewildered  how  to  act.  A  thought 
however  struck  him,  and  he  accosted  Jonathan  Carnabie. 

You  were  talking  to  that  old  Jew?  he  said,  with  quick 
utterance. 

"  I  was  buying  pastilles  of  him,"  responded  the  sexton, 
somewhat  startled  by  this  abrupt  address  from  a  total 
stranger. 

"  Did  you  see  nothing  queer  in  his  look,  sir?  "  demanded 
Jack, —  "  nothing  of  a  hangdog  expression  of  counte- 
nance ?  " 

"  Well,  I  did  not  take  particular  notice,"  replied  Jonathan, 
"  but  now  that  you  mention  the  circumstance  —  " 

"  Did  he  look  like  a  Jew,  sir?  "  exclaimed  Jack  Smedley. 
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"  But  did  you  happen  to  notice  whether  there  was  a  rent 
in  the  front  part  of  his  gabardine,  just  about  here?  "  and 
the  gold-beater  indicated  the  left  breast  of  his  own  coat. 

"  To  be  sure,"  rejoined  the  old  sexton,  "  I  did  observe  it. 
But  what  — " 

"  It's  all  right,  then,"  ejaculated  Smedley.  "  And  now, 
sir,  pray  be  good  enough  to  hasten  back  after  that  Jew, 
just  get  him  into  conversation,  do  anything  to  engage  his 
attention  for  a  few  minutes.  He  is  an  old  scamp,  the  police 
are  looking  for  him,  but  don't  let  him  know  that  there  is 
anything  suspicious." 

"  Dear  me!  "  said  Jonathan,  "  what  a  'place  this  London 
is!" 

"  Pray  be  off,  sir,  and  do  as  I  ask  of  you.  You  will  have 
time  to  overtake  him.  There,  he  is  stopping,  a  woman  is 
buying  something  of  him.  Be  off  with  you,  sir,  and  keep 
him  engaged  for  a  few  minutes." 

Jonathan  Carnabie  accordingly  retraced  his  way,  while 
Jack  Smedley,  full  of  feverish  suspense,  again  looked  around 
in  search  of  a  policeman.  Meanwhile  the  Burker,  thankful 
at  having  got  rid  of  the  Woodbridge  sexton,  had  been  beating 
a  retreat  as  fast  as  his  assumed  character  of  an  old  Jew 
would  permit  him  to  proceed  and  he  was  near  the  extremity 
of  the  street  when  he  was  stopped  by  an  elderly  dame 
who  began  to  bargain  with  him  for  some  pastilles.  The 
Burker  inwardly  vented  his  rage  at  being  thus  detained,  by 
means  of  a  bitter  imprecation,  and  he  gruffly  bade  the 
dame  take  as  many  pastilles  as  she  chose  and  pay  for  them 
exactly  what  she  liked.  But  she  was  a  slow-going  old 
creature;  she  counted  a  pile  of  pastilles  with  the  utmost 
deliberation,  and  then  she  fumbled  in  her  pocket  for  some 
half-pence  to  pay  for  the  purchase.  The  Burker,  who  had 
plenty  of  money  about  him,  and  cared  not  one  fig  for  the 
expected  half-pence,  was  ready  to  burst  with  impatience, 
but  he  dared  not  even  for  an  instant  do  aught  that  might 
create  a  suspicion.  The  old  dame  drew  out  a  small  packet 
of  half-pence  wrapped  in  a  piece  of  paper,  and  as  she  delib- 
erately opened  this  paper,  the  Burker's  eye  caught  sight  of 
the  name  of  Smedley  amongst  the  printed  contents  thereof. 
Then  he  beheld  his  own  name,  and  the  words  "  the  mercy 
of  the  Crown  "  likewise  met  his  view. 

"  Here,  my  poor  old  man,  here's  thrippence  for  you," 
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said  the  dame,  "  and  I'm  sure  I  hope  the  money  will  do  you 
as  much  good  as  if  you  was  a  Christian." 

"  Please  to  leave  it  wrapped  up  in  the  paper,  ma'am," 
said  the  Burker; "  it's  rayther  more  conwenient  to  carry." 

Well,  so  it  be,"  said  the  dame,  who  was  disposed  to  be 
particularly  loquacious.  "  I  got  the  change  just  now  in 
paying  my  weekly  bill  at  the  baker's.  And  what  do  you 
think?  While  I  was  a-standing  quite  promiscuous-like 
a-talking  at  the  counter,  in  comes  a  policeman  and  pitches  a 
packet  of  hand-bills;  and  he  says,  says  he,  *  I  say,  Mr. 
Oatcake,  just  distribute  these  amung  your  customers, — 
more  partickler  amung  them  as  brings  bakin's,  because  it's 
the  poorer  orders.'  " 

To  be  sure,  ma'am,"  said  the  Burker,  growing  desperately 
impatient.  "  Beg  your  pardon,  but  I've  got  a  little  appint- 
ment  with  our  rabbi  at  the  sinnigog." 

Oh,  I  won't  detain  you,  my  good  man,"  continued  the 
dame.  "  I  was  only  going  to  say  that  when  the  policeman 
left  the  shop,  Mr.  Oatcake  says,  says  he,  *  These  bills  come  in 
precious  handy  to  wrap  up  half-pence.'  " 

No  doubt  of  it,  ma'am,"  and  the  Burker,  now  unable 
to  restrain  his  impatience  any  longer,  snatched  the  hand- 
bill from  her  grasp  and  burst  away  from  her. 

"  Well,  I  never  did  see  a  poor  old  Jew  like  that  take  such 
long  strides  before,"  said  the  dame  to  herself,  as  she  stood 
for  some  moments  looking  after  the  Burker.  "  But  poor 
man,  he's  no  doubt  very  particular  in  saying  his  prayers 
reg'lar,  and  is  pretty  nigh  as  good  as  a  Christian,  after  all." 

Meanwhile  the  Burker  was  pursuing  his  way,  and  with 
the  little  hand-bill  laid  upon  his  tray,  was  reading  its 
contents. 

Here's  a  pretty  go!  "  he  said  to  himself.  "  If  the  govern- 
ment is  a  man  of  any  feelin',  he  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  his- 
self  to  try  and  bribe  a  fellow  to  turn  around  upon  his  pals." 

At  the  same  time  it  was  with  no  very  pleasurable  sensa- 
tions that  Mr.  Barnes  perused  the  hand-bill,  for  he  saw 
thereby  that  the  authorities  were  terribly  earnest  in  their 
pursuit  of  him.  Moreover,  his  thoughts  speedily  riveted 
themselves  upon  Jack  Smedley,  and  he  said  to  himself, 

It's  high  time  I  should  hook  it.  The  appintment  with  the 
duke  can't  wery  well  be  kept.  I  must  show  London  a 
clean  pair  of  heels  afore  I'm  an  hour  older." 
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But  at  this  moment  he  felt  a  tap  upon  his  shoulder,  and 
turning  around  with  a  start  that  made  his  unsold  pastilles 
dance  upon  the  tray,  he  beheld  Jonathan  Carnabie  again. 
The  Burker  could  scarcely  restrain  himself  from  knocking 
the  old  man  down  and  then  taking  to  his  heels,  but  a  glance 
toward  the  end  of  the  street  showed  him  that  several  persons 
were  passing,  and  he  dared  not  thus  rashly  thrust  his  head 
into  the  lion's  mouth.  It  struck  hitn  that  there  was  some- 
thing singular  in  the  old  sexton's  look,  and  then,  too,  this 
third  visit  naturally  filled  the  Burker's  guilty  mind  with 
misgivings. 

I  want  a  few  more  pastilles,"  said  Jonathan.  "  They 
seem  so  good,  and  you  are  such  a  worthy  man." 

"  Cuss  his  eyes!  "  growled  the  Burker,  who  had  the  greatest 
difficulty  in  containing  himself. 

"  What  did  you  say?  "  asked  Carnabie,  looking  up  into 
the  pretended  Jew's  countenance;  and  now  —  being 
already  prepared  to  view  him  with  suspicion,  from  all  that 
Jack  Smedley  had  said  —  Jonathan  was  at  once  struck  with 
the  peculiar  expression  of  the  Burker's  eyes,  so  that  he 
could  not  prevent  himself  from  starting  as  the  idea  of  the 
villain's  identity  flashed  to  his  mind. 

At  that  very  instant  a  couple  of  policemen  burst  round 
the  corner  of  a  diverging  street  which  was  close  by,  and  the 
Burker  was  seized  upon  at  the  moment  that  he  beheld  his 
recognition  on  the  part  of  the  old  sexton. 

"  At  last  we  have  got  you,"  exclaimed  one  of  the  con- 
stables, with  his  staff  in  readiness  to  knock  the  miscreant 
down  if  he  attempted  resistance. 

Barney  struggled  desperately,  giving  vent  at  the  same 
time  to  terrible  imprecations,  but  the  very  gabardine 
which  served  as  his  disguise  encumbered  him  now,  and  he 
was  quickly  overpowered.  It  was  some  minutes  before  Jon- 
athan Carnabie  could  recover  from  his  astonishment  at 
having  thus  learned  that  beneath  the  garb  of  a  venerable 
Jew  was  concealed  the  individual  who  had  sought  his  life 
at  Woodbridge,  and  who  had  so  recently  imposed  upon  him 
with  such  success  in  London.  A  cab  was  speedily  called, 
the  Burker  was  placed  in  it,  and  at  once  conveyed  to  Bow 
Street,  old  Jonathan  Carnabie  following  to  listen  to  the 
proceedings,  and  to  give  his  evidence,  if  needful. 

We  should  observe  that  Jack  Smedley,  immediately 
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after  separating  from  the  old  sexton,  had  observed  a  police- 
man come  sauntering  around  the  corner  of  the  street  where 
he  was  posted,  and  he  sped  to  accost  him. 

"  Hasten,"  said  Jack,  "  there,  in  that  direction,  and 
arrest  the  old  Jew.   He  is  Barney  the  Burker." 

"  The  Burker!  "  ejaculated  the  constable.  "  Here's  a 
capture!  But  I  can't  tackle  him  alone;  he's  the  most 
desperate  villain  in  all  England.   Will  you  come  and  help?  " 

"No,  not  I  !  "  answered  Jack,  shrinking  in  horror  from 
the  idea  of  daring  the  deadly  vengeance  of  his  accomplice 
in  the  first  moment  of  the  desperado's  fury  at  finding  that 
he  was  betrayed. 

"  Well,  where  is  he? "  demanded  the  constable. 

"  Near  the  end  of  that  street,"  was  Jack  Smedley's  im- 
patient answer. 

"Then  I'll  nab  him,"  quickly  rejoined  the  constable; 
"  there's  another  officer  close  by." 

With  these  words  the  policeman  turned  upon  his  heel, 
and  hastened  into  the  street  which  ran  parallel  with  that 
where  the  Burker  was,  and  procuring  the  assistance  of 
a  brother  official  whom  he  encountered  at  a  short  distance, 
he  and  his  comrade  sped  along  a  narrow  street  connecting 
the  two  above  mentioned.  The  capture  was  effected  in 
the  manner  already  described,  and  Smedley  beheld  it  from 
a  gateway  leading  into  a  mews.  He  saw  the  cab  arrive  to 
bear  Barney  off  to  Bow  Street,  and  thither  Jack  Smedley 
hastened  on  foot,  in  order  to  turn  approver  on  behalf  of 
the  government,  that  he  might  thereby  save  his  own  life. 

Though  it  was  now  late  in  the  afternoon,  the  magistrate 
was  still  sitting  at  Bow  Street,  and  the  Burker,  dressed  in 
his  Jewish  apparel,  was  placed  in  the  dock.  The  news 
speedily  spread  throughout  the  neighbourhood  that  the 
formidable  Barney  was  taken,  and  the  court  was  in  a  very 
short  time  crowded  to  excess.  One  of  the  constables  who 
had  captured  the  criminal  deposed  to  the  efifect  that  he 
had  been  accosted  by  a  stranger  who  gave  him  the  infor- 
mation upon  which  he  had  acted.  The  superintendent  of 
police  for  that  district  then  called  the  magistrate's  atten- 
tion to  the  fact  that  the  prisoner  had  escaped  from  Liverpool 
gaol,  to  which  he  had  been  some  time  back  committed 
on  a  charge  of  murder,  and  the  officer  produced  the  placard 
published  on  the  occasion,  specifying  the  particulars  of 


THE  PASTILLES 


187 


that  escape  and  offering  a  reward  for  his  reapprehension. 

"  There  are  likewise,  your  worship,"  added  the  super- 
intendent, "  grave  and  serious  charges  against  this  man 
arising  out  of  certain  discoveries  made  at  a  house  in  Lambeth, 
and  which  your  worship  doubtless  bears  in  mind." 

"  It  does  not  appear  to  me  necessary  to  go  into  that 
matter,"  said  the  magistrate.  "  The  course  to  be  pursued 
in  the  present  instance  is  clear  enough.  All  that  I  have  to  do 
is  to  satisfy  myself  of  the  identity  of  the  prisoner  now  in 
the  dock  with  the  one  who  escaped  from  the  gaol  at  Liver- 
pool, and  to  order  his  transfer  to  that  town,  that  he  may 
duly  take  his  trial  at  the  next  assizes  holden  for  the  northern 
circuit.  What  evidence,  Mr.  Superintendent,  have  you 
to  establish  this  identity?  " 

"  If  the  prisoner,  your  worship,  was  stripped  of  his  dis- 
guise," responded  the  official  thus  addressed,  there  are 
no  doubt  plenty  of  persons  here  who  could  identify  him." 

"  Please  your  worship,"  said  one  of  the  constables  who 
had  captured  the  Burker,  "  I  wanted  to  take  off  all  that 
hair  from  his  face,  but  he  says  it  is  stuck  on  so  tight  that  it 
can  only  be  removed  by  hot  water,  and  there  was  not  time  —  " 

"  You  had  better  remove  the  prisoner  for  a  few  minutes," 
interrupted  the  magistrate,  "  and  let  the  false  hair  be  taken 
off." 

"  Please  your  worship,"  exclaimed  a  man  who  had 
just  entered  the  court,  and  was  now  making  his  way  through 
the  crowd,  "  I  can  identify  him  as  he  is.  It  was  I  who 
gave  the  information  that  caused  his  arrest." 

All  eyes  were  turned  upon  the  speaker,  but  it  was  not 
necessary  for  Barney  to  look  at  his  countenance  to  see 
who  he  was;  he  had  already  recognized  the  voice,  and  a 
low  but  savage  imprecation  fell  from  his  lips  as  he  found 
that  he  was  after  all  betrayed  by  Jack  Smedley.  The  mis- 
creant clenched  his  fist  and  ground  his  teeth  with  the  deep, 
concentrated  rage  that  filled  his  soul,  but  he  was  impotent 
for  purposes  of  mischief;  otherwise  he  would  have  flung 
like  a  tiger  at  Smedley,  to  throttle  or  to  tear  him  to  pieces. 
There  he  was,  however,  powerless,  and  under  complete 
restraint,  shut  up  in  the  dock,  manacles  upon  his  wrists, 
a  policeman  on  his  right  hand,  a  policeman  on  his  left, 
and  numerous  other  constables  close  by  to  seize  upon 
him  at  the  least  demonstrations  of  violence. 
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Jack  Smedley  ascended  the  witness-box,  and  having 
been  sworn,  he  at  once  addressed  the  magistrate  with  a 
hasty  and  excited  volubility. 

"  Please  your  worship,  that  man  is  Barney  the  Burker, 
and  I  can  prove  it.  My  name  is  John  Smedley,  and  I  claim 
the  benefit  of  the  promise  held  out  in  this  hand-bill.  I 
was  the  means  of  handing  over  the  Burker  to  the  constables, 
and  I  have  now  come  to  give  myself  into  custody.'' 

The  announcement  of  Jack  Smedley's  name  produced  a 
considerable  sensation  in  the  court,  for  every  one  recognized 
it  as  that  of  the  master  of  the  house  in  Lambeth  the  hideous 
revelations  of  which  had  created  so  great  an  excitement 
throughout  the  metropolis. 

"  Don't  believe  a  word,  your  worship,  that  is  told  you  agin 
me,"  said  the  Burker,  in  a  sort  of  half-dogged,  half-sub- 
missive tone.  "  I'm  a  poor,  honest  Jew  which  gets  his 
livin'  in  a  respectable  manner,  and  I  can  bring  fifty  witnesses 
to  prove  it.  As  for  that  there  constable,  I  never  said  nothink 
of  the  sort  about  not  being  able  to  take  off  my  beard  with- 
out hot  water.  It's  a  nat'ral  beard,  your  worship,  and  as 
fast  on  to  my  chin  as  your  worship's  whiskers  is  to  your 
cheeks.  And  as  for  Jack  Smedley,  everybody  knows  he 
is  a  white-livered,  sneakin'  scoundrel  — " 

"It  is  rather  singular,"  interjected  the  magistrate, 
"  that  if  you  are  a  respectable  Jew  you  should  have  any 
such  particular  knowledge  of  the  man  Smedley.  But  we 
will  soon  ascertain  whether  your  beard  is  false  or  not  —  " 

"  Now  that  I  look  close,  I  can  see  plain  enough  it  is  a 
false  one,  your  worship,"  said  the  constable  on  the  Burker's 
right  hand,  "  and  the  mustachios  too." 

"  I  can  identify  him,  your  worship,"  exclaimed  another 
voice  from  amidst  the  crowd,  and  old  Jonathan  Carnabie 
now  stepped  into  the  witness-box. 

His  evidence  was  to  the  effect  that  he  was  sexton  of  the 
parish  church  of  Woodbridge  in  Westmoreland,  that  he 
had  engaged  the  Burker  as  an  assistant,  not  knowing  who 
he  was  at  the  time,  that  the  fellow  had  intended  to  rob 
and  murder  him  but  that  his  criminal  design  had  been 
frustrated  by  the  sudden  arrival  of  assistance.  Jonathan 
further  stated  that  he  had  been  hocussed  and  robbed  by 
the  Burker  in  London,  and  he  excited  some  merriment  in 
the  court  by  describing  how  he  had  purchased  pastilles 
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of  the  false  Jew  without  for  an  instant  suspecting  that  his 
old  acquaintance  the  Burker  was  concealed  beneath  that 
disguise. 

"  Well,  I  tell  you  what,  then,"  said  Barney,  who  now 
began  to  think  that  it  were  better,  after  all,  if  he  were  to 
be  transferred  to  Liverpool,  inasmuch  as  the  journey  thither 
might  possibly  offer  some  facilities  of  escape,  "  I'm  a  con- 
siderate man  in  my  way,  and  don't  see  the  use  of  botherin' 
the  justice.  So  I'll  just  admit  for  form's  sake  that  I  am 
the  genelman  which  they  say  I  be,  Mr.  Barnes,  to  wit.  So 
there's  an  end  of  the  matter." 

"  In  that  case,"  observed  the  magistrate,  "  I  have  nothing 
more  to  do  than  to  direct  that  you,  Mr.  Superintendent, 
will  take  the  necessary  measures  for  conveying  the  prisoner 
to  Liverpool.  The  clerk  will  make  out  the  depositions  of 
what  has  taken  place,  and  you  may  start  with  your  prisoner 
as  soon  as  you  think  fit." 

The  Burker  was  now  removed  from  the  dock,  and  as 
the  cells  attached  to  the  court  itself  were  considered  to  be 
stronger  and  more  secure  than  those  belonging  to  the  station- 
house  on  the  opposite  side  of  Bow  Street,  the  prisoner  was  con- 
signed to  one  of  the  former.  Jack  Smedley  was  then  placed 
in  the  dock,  and  on  his  own  confession  was  committed  to  take 
his  trial  for  the  murder  of  an  elderly  person  who  passed  by  the 
name  of  Smith,  and  who  was  lodging  at  his  house  in  Lambeth 
some  time  back.  But  he  was  given  to  understand  by  the 
magistrate  that  the  promise  held  out  by  the  secretary  of 
state  would  no  doubt  be  fulfilled  toward  him.  All  these  pro- 
ceedings occupied  the  magistrate  until  nearly  eight  o'clock 
in  the  evening,  so  that  the  clerk  of  the  court  had  no  leisure 
to  commence  the  depositions  in  the  Burker's  case  until 
those  in  Jack  Smedley's  had  been  completed,  in  order 
that  the  latter  might  be  transferred  to  Horsemonger  Lane 
Gaol. 


CHAPTER  XVII 


THE  CELL 

It  happened  that  at  the  time  Barney  the  Burker  was 
standing  at  the  dock  at  Bow  Street,  the  Duke  of  Marchmont 
was  visiting  Covent  Garden  Market,  in  order  to  purchase 
a  handsome  present  of  fruits  and  flowers  for  Mrs.  Oxenden, 
whom  it  was  vitally  important  that  he  should  conciliate 
by  every  means  which  suggested  themselves,  either  by  sub- 
stantial bounties  or  by  agreeable  little  attentions.  While 
he  was  engaged  in  making  those  purchases,  the  rumour 
reached  his  ears  that  the  notorious  Burker  had  been  arrested 
in  a  Jewish  garb,  and  was  then  under  examination  at  Bow 
Street.  For  an  instant  a  cold  terror  seized  upon  the  Duke 
of  Marchmont,  but  the  next  moment  he  reflected  that  the 
prisoner  would  not  scarcely  for  his  own  sake,  and  at  least 
not  in  this  early  stage  of  the  proceedings,  confess  to  other 
crimes  than  that  with  which  he  was  charged,  for  the  same 
person  who  mentioned  in  the  fruiterer's  shop  the  circum- 
stance of  the  Burker's  capture,  added  that  the  magistrate 
was  merely  seeking  to  establish  his  identity  in  order  to 
transfer  him  to  Liverpool. 

The  Duke,  having  paid  for  his  purchases,  and  intimated 
to  what  address  they  were  to  be  sent,  issued  from  the  market. 
He  dismissed  his  carriage,  which  was  waiting  for  him,  and 
wandered  for  some  little  while  about  the  adjacent  streets, 
reflecting  upon  the  course  which  it  were  expedient  for  him  to 
pursue,  for  he  felt  how  necessary  it  was  that  he  should  render 
the  villain  some  kind  of  assistance  if  possible.  At  length  his 
mind  was  made  up,  and  he  looked  about  him  for  a  shop 
where  articles  of  ironmongery  were  sold.  He  speedily  found 
one,  and  entering  it,  made  a  variety  of  purchases,  amounting 
to  the  value  of  several  pounds.   He  ordered  them  to  be  sent 
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to  his  mansion  in  Belgrave  Square,  at  the  same  time  depos- 
iting his  card  upon  the  counter  to  indicate  who  he  was.  But 
while  the  shopman,  having  made  many  obsequious  bows  on 
reading  the  name  upon  the  card,  was  making  out  the  receipt, 
the  duke  abstracted  a  file  from  the  counter  and  concealed 
it  in  his  pocket.  As  a  matter  of  course  this  theft  was  not 
perpetrated  for  the  miserable  purpose  of  evading  the  pay- 
ment of  a  few  pence  for  the  file.  The  large  purchases  which 
the  duke  had  made  were  merely  a  pretext  for  his  visit  to 
that  shop,  but  it  did  not  suit  his  purpose  to  include  a  file 
amongst  those  purchases.  He  therefore  stealthily  helped 
himself  to  one. 

Issuing  from  the  shop,  the  duke  returned  into  Covent 
Garden  Market,  in  order  to  pick  up  whatsoever  fresh  in- 
formation he  could  in  respect  to  the  proceedings  at  Bow 
Street;  and  he  now  learned  that  the  Burker,  having  ad- 
mitted his  name  and  identity,  was  under  order  of  removal 
with  the  least  possible  delay  to  Liverpool.  The  duke  how- 
ever found  that  another  case,  namely,  that  of  Jack  Smedley, 
was  occupying  the  magistrate's  attention,  and  that  great 
crowds  were  collected  in  the  court  and  in  the  street.  He  ac- 
cordingly loitered  about  the  neighbourhood  until  this  case 
was  terminated  and  the  crowds  had  dispersed;  he  then  re- 
paired to  the  Bow  Street  police  office  and  inquired  for  the 
magistrate.  But  his  worship  had  just  taken  his  departure, 
and  the  duke  was  referred  to  the  inspector. 

On  being  conducted  into  the  inspector's  room,  the  Duke  of 
Marchmont  gave  his  card,  and  at  once  experienced  the  most 
cringing  civility. 

Being  in  Covent  Garden  Market,"  said  his  Grace,  assum- 
ing a  careless,  off-hand  manner,  "  I  happened  to  hear  that  a 
notorious  criminal  disguised  as  a  Jew  had  been  this  afternoon 
arrested  in  a  particular  street  at  the  West  End  of  the  town. 
Now,  I  have  a  strong  reason  for  wishing  to  have  a  sight  of  this 
individual,  if  [it  be  not  in  contravention  of  your  rules  or 
regulations." 

Certainly,  my  lord,"  answered  the  inspector,  with  a  low 
bow,  "  you  shall  see  the  man.   But  might  I  ask  —  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  there  is  no  secret  in  the  matter,"  responded  the 
duke,  with  a  smile.  I  was  about  to  explain  myself.  The 
fact  is  —  But,  ah,  doubtless,  now  I  bethink  me,  the  pris- 
oner's person  was  searched?  " 
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"  To  be  sure,  my  lord,"  replied  the  inspector. 

"  Then  you  can  tell  me  whether  a  diamond  ring,''  continued 
the  duke,  "  was  found  about  him,  —  a  ring  set  with  a  single 
diamond?  " 

"  No,  my  lord,"  answered  the  inspector.  "  A  very  con- 
siderable sum  of  money  in  notes  and  gold  was  found  upon 
the  prisoner,  but  nothing  else  of  any  value.  May  I  ask  why 
your  Grace  —  " 

To  be  sure,"  ejaculated  the  duke,  with  an  air  of  most  con- 
descending frankness;  a  few  words  will  suffice  to  explain 
the  matter.  I  happened  to  be  passing  this  afternoon  through 
the  very  identical  street  where  the  pretended  Jew  was  sub- 
sequently arrested,  and  believing  him  to  be  really  what  he 
seemed,  I  stopped  to  give  him  alms.  For  this  purpose  I  took 
out  my  purse,  and  in  so  doing  drew  off  my  glove.  I  bestowed 
some  small  coin  upon  him,  and  continued  my  way.  Scarcely 
had  I  reached  the  end  of  the  street  when  I  missed  a  diamond 
ring  from  my  finger.  I  felt  tolerably  certain  I  must  have  un- 
consciously drawn  it  off  along  with  my  glove." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,  my  lord,"  observed  the  inspector. 

"  I  hastened  back  to  the  spot,  where  I  found  the  seeming 
Jew  still  standing,  and  I  asked  him  if  he  had  observed  a 
diamond  ring  lying  in  the  street  after  I  had  left  him.  He 
answered  in  the  negative,  but  it  struck  me  at  the  time  there 
was  some  confusion  in  the  fellow's  manner." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,  my  lord,"  said  the  inspector;  "  your 
Grace  may  depend  upon  it  that  the  scoundrel  found  the 
ring." 

"  That  is  what  I  have  come  to  ascertain,"  said  the  duke. 
"  But  if  it  were  not  discovered  upon  his  person  —  " 

"  Nevertheless,  my  lord,  he  has  got  it,"  interrupted  the 
inspector;  "  rest  assured  he  has  got  it." 

"  Got  it!  "  said  the  duke,  affecting  a  bewildered  air. 

"  To  be  sure,  my  lord,"  rejoined  the  official.  Of  course 
your  Grace  is  ignorant  of  the  tricks  these  scoundrels  are  up 
to,  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  he  swallowed  the  ring." 

You  don't  say  so!  "  ejaculated  Marchmont,  now  putting 
on  a  look  of  immense  astonishment. 

Or  else,  perhaps,"  added  the  inspector,  it  is  just  pos- 
sible that  he  may  have  so  cleverly  concealed  it  in  some  part 
of  his  dress  that  it  escaped  the  notice  of  the  constable  who 
searched  him." 
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"  As  he  is  now  in  a  position  in  which  the  ring  can  be  of  no 
possible  use  to  him/'  continued  the  duke, he  may  perhaps 
be  incUned  to  give  it  up  to  me,  —  supposing  your  latter 
suggestion  to  be  the  true  one,  and  that  he  has  it  concealed 
about  his  person.  It  is  not  for  the  value  of  the  ring  in  a 
pecuniary  sense,  but  it  was  given  to  me  by  a  deceased 
relative." 

"  I  will  go  and  speak  to  the  prisoner,  my  lord,"  exclaimed 
the  inspector. 

"  Thank  you,  I  shall  feel  grateful,"  said  the  duke,  and  he 
suffered  the  inspector  to  get  as  far  as  the  door,  ere  he  ex- 
claimed, But  when  I  think  of  it,  the  villain  is  much  less 
likely  to  acknowledge  the  fact  to  you  than  he  is  to  me.  Per- 
sons of  his  class  invariably  regard  the  functionaries  of  the 
law  in  the  light  of  enemies  whom  they  have  a  right  to  baffle 
and  set  at  defiance  to  the  utmost  of  their  power." 

"  True,  my  lord,"  said  the  inspector;  "  this  is  unfortu- 
nately too  much  the  case." 

"  Well  then,"  continued  the  duke,  "  if  I  were  to  see  the 
fellow,  he  might  perhaps  do  for  me  that  which  he  would 
not  do  for  you." 

"  If  your  Grace  has  no  objection  to  step  across  the  street 
to  the  cell  where  he  is  confined;  for  I  regret  that  I  have  not 
the  power  to  order  him  to  be  brought  here  into  your  Grace's 
presence." 

"  Neither  would  I  have  you  do  such  a  thing,"  exclaimed 
the  duke.   "  I  will  accompany  you." 

The  inspector  bowed,  and  Marchmont  went  with  him 
across  the  street  to  the  police  office.  Procuring  the  keys 
from  the  gaoler,  and  taking  a  lantern,  or  bull's  eye,  in  his 
hand,  the  inspector  conducted  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  to 
the  back  part  of  the  premises,  where  a  low  door  admitted 
them  into  a  narrow  little  yard,  or,  rather,  uncovered  pas- 
sage, whence  the  cells  opened. 

"  Will  your  Grace  speak  to  him  through  the  wicket?  " 
asked  the  inspector,  in  a  whisper,  "  or  will  your  lordship 
enter  the  cell?  " 

"  Oh,  with  your  permission  I  will  enter  it,"  replied  the 
duke,  "  for  then  he  may  possibly  recognize  me  as  having 
given  him  alms  to-day." 

I  am  afraid,  my  lord,"  whispered  the  inspector,  "  that 
if  your  Grace  expects  any  display  of  gratitude  on  that 
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account  you  will  be  disappointed,  for  he  is  one  of  the  most 
diabolical  scoundrels  as  yet  unhung. 

We  can  but  try/'  responded  Marchmont,  "  I  suppose 
he  is  chained?  " 

"He  is  only  manacled,  my  lord;  he  has  got  handcuffs 
upon  him,  and  these  we  consider  sufficient  to  ensure  his  safe 
custody,  especially  when  your  Grace  is  informed  that  the 
cells  are  of  considerable  strength." 

Having  thus  spoken,  the  inspector  unlocked  the  door  of 
the  cell,  and  as  he  flung  the  light  of  the  bull's-eye  inside,  the 
Burker  was  discovered  sitting  upon  the  wooden  bench  and 
reclining  back  in  the  angle  of  the  walls.  He  still  retained  his 
disguise,  with  the  exception  of  the  wig,  which  had  been  taken 
off  before  he  stood  in  the  dock  in  the  police  court;  but  the 
long  gray  beard  and  moustache  continued  afl&xed  to  the 
lower  part  of  his  countenance. 

Well,  I  say,"  growled  the  Burker,  not  immediately 
recognizing  the  Duke  of  Marchmont,  "  are  any  of  you  chaps 
coming  to  bring  me  some  hot  water  to  get  off  this  cursed 
beard?  I  know  as  how  my  face  isn't  a  wery  'ansome  one, 
but  that's  no  reason  why  I  should  have  to  peel  off  all  the 
skin  and  leave  my  chin  as  raw  as  a  bit  of  bullock's  liver." 

I  will  see  that  you  have  water  presently,"  said  the  in- 
spector; it  has  no  doubt  been  forgotten  in  the  hurry  of  bus- 
iness.   Here's  a  gentleman  who  wishes  to  speak  to  you." 

A  genelman? "  exclaimed  the  Burker.  "  Who  the 
devU  —  " 

"  Lend  me  the  lantern,  Mr.  Inspector,  if  you  please,"  said 
the  duke,  purposely  speaking  deliberately  so  that  his  voice 
might  be  recognized  by  the  Burker,  who,  his  Grace  knew 
full  well,  would  be  shrewd  and  cautious  enough  not  to  show 
any  inconvenient  sign  of  recognition. 

Marchmont  entered  the  cell  with  the  bull's  eye,  and  for  a 
moment  holding  it  so  that  its  light  fell  upon  his  own  features, 
he  darted  upon  the  Burker  a  look  which  enjoined  prudence 
and  caution,  so  that  Barney,  at  once  taking  the  hint,  and 
inwardly  rejoiced  at  the  presence  of  his  Grace,  considered 
that  the  best  thing  he  could  do  was  to  remain  silent  and  take 
his  cue  from  the  nobleman. 

"  Do  you  not  recollect,"  continued  Marchmont,  "  that  I 
stopped  and  gave  you  a  shilling  to-day,  when  you  were 
standing  in  the  street?  " 
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"  Well,  I  think  I  do/'  replied  the  Burker. 

"  And  you  remember  that  I  returned,"  continued  his 
Grace,    and  asked  you  something  about  a  ring?  " 

"  Well,  I  do  recollect  summut  of  that  also,"  was  the 
prisoner's  response. 

"  And  you  deny  having  seen  that  ring  which  I  dropped?  " 

"  To  be  sure;  'cause  why  I  didn't  see  it." 
I  know  you  said  so  at  the  time,"  continued  the  Duke 
of  Marchmont,  "  but  I  had  my  doubts  then,  and  I  have 
them  still  more  strongly  now.   Come,  my  man,  confess  the 
truth.  That  ring  is  of  no  use  to  you  —  " 

"  Not  a  bit,"  replied  the  Burker. 

"  But  it  is  much  valued  by  me,"  proceeded  Marchmont, 
"  because  it  was  a  gift  from  a  relative  who  is  now  no  more. 
Situated  as  you  are,  unhappy  man  —  " 

Yes,  a  devilish  pretty  sitiwation  it  is,"  said  the  Burker. 
"  Nice  easy  seat  this,  pleasant  airy  cell,  no  smell  of  the 
drains,  plenty  of  good  grub,  a  bottle  of  the  best  wine,  and  a 
set  of  say-nothink-to-nobody  kind  of  fellows  that  doesn't 
take  you  by  the  scruff  of  the  neck  and  shove  you  along  when 
they  wants  you  to  move  from  place  to  place." 

"  Come,  none  of  your  nonsense,  now!  "  exclaimed  the  in- 
spector, sharply,  as  he  stood  just  behind  the  duke. 

"  Oh,  that's  you,  Mr.  Jack-in-office,  is  it? "  said  the 
Burker. 

Pray  do  not  irritate  him,"  whispered  the  duke,  hastily, 
to  the  official.  "  I  am  sure  he  has  got  my  ring,  and  I  think  I 
can  do  something  with  him."  Then  again  turning  to  the 
Burker,  Marchmont  said,  "  Come,  my  man,  it  will  do  you  no 
good  to  deny  the  fact." 

"  Well,  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,"  interrupted  Barney,  who 
was  at  no  loss  to  conjecture  that  the  duke  wanted  to  speak 
to  him  alone,  "  if  so  be  as  I've  got  summut  to  tell,  I  sha'n't 
tell  it  in  the  presence  of  that  Jack-in-office.  He's  insulted  me, 
he's  wounded  my  feelin's  in  their  most  sensitive  pint." 

Mr.  Inspector,"  whispered  the  duke,  now  again  hastily 
turning  toward  the  official,  "  may  I  venture  to  beg  that  you 
will  just  step  away  from  the  threshold  of  the  door?  " 

To  be  sure,  my  lord,"  responded  the  officer,  who  was  all 
obsequiousness.  "  I  do  really  believe  your  Grace  will  manage 
the  fellow  yet,  but  if  not  I  will  have  his  person  searched  once 
more." 
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"  Meanwhile  let  me  try  what  I  can  do/'  whispered  March- 
mont. 

The  inspector  instantaneously  quitted  the  threshold  of 
the  open  door,  and  began  pacing  to  and  fro  in  the  little  yard, 
purposely  making  his  boots  stamp  heavily  on  the  pavement 
so  as  to  convince  the  Burker  that  he  was  no  longer  listening. 

"  Come  now,  my  good  man,"  said  the  duke,  thus  speaking 
in  order  to  keep  up  appearances  in  case  the  inspector  should 
overhear  what  was  passing,  "  you  may  as  well  give  me  up 
that  ring,  and  if  money  is  now  of  any  service  to  you,  I  shall 
cheerfully  pay  for  the  restoration  of  a  jewel  on  which  I  set 
so  much  value." 

While  thus  speaking  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  produced 
the  file,  choosing  a  moment  when  the  inspector's  footsteps 
sounded  from  the  extremity  of  the  little  yard,  and  at  the 
same  time  his  Grace  bent  a  significant  look  upon  the  Burker. 
The  prisoner  clutched  that  file,  nodded  knowingly,  and 
thrust  it  into  his  waistcoat  pocket. 

"  Perhaps  they  will  search  you  again?  "  hastily  whispered 
the  duke;  and  then  he  at  once  exclaimed  aloud,  "  This  denial 
is  ridiculous.  I  know  you  must  have  my  ring." 

"  Of  course  he  has,"  muttered  the  inspector,  who  caught 
those  words  while  turning  around  close  by  the  door. 

"  No,  they  won't  search  me  again,"  was  the  quick  whisper 
which  now  came  from  the  Burker's  lips. 

"  I  tell  you  that  it  is  useless  to  persist  in  this  denial,"  ex- 
claimed the  duke.  Then  taking  a  diamond  ring  from  his 
pocket,  he  added,  in  a  low  undertone,  "  Give  it  up  to  me  in 
a  few  minutes." 

"  I  tell  you  I  haven't  got  it!  "  vociferated  the  Burker  as 
he  received  the  ring  and  nodded  significantly. 

"  But  all  appearances  are  against  you,  my  man,"  rejoined 
the  duke.  Then  again  lowering  his  voice,  he  hastily  added, 
"  If  you  succeed  in  escaping,  write  to  me,  and  I  will  send  you 
more  money."  At  the  same  time  he  thrust  some  compactly 
crushed  up  bank-notes  into  the  miscreant's  hand. 

There  was  a  further  semblance  of  accusation  and  remon- 
strance on  the  part  of  the  duke,  as  well  as  of  sturdy  denial 
on  that  of  the  Burker,  until  at  length  the  nobleman,  as  if 
yielding  to  a  fit  of  angry  impatience,  ejaculated,  "  It  is  no 
use,  Mr.  Inspector.  I  can  do  no  good  with  this  fellow." 

"  I  was  afraid  not,  my  lord,"  observed  the  officer,  now  re- 
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turning  to  the  threshold  of  the  door.  "  You  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourself  to  treat  his  lordship  in  this  manner." 

His  lordship?  "  ejaculated  the  Burker.  "  How  did  I 
know  he  was  a  lord?  You  said  fust  of  all  he  was  a  genelman." 

''It  is  no  less  a  personage  than  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Marchmont/'  replied  the  inspector,  ostentatiously. 

"  Well,  a  duke  may  do  a  poor  devil  some  good,"  said  the 
Burker,  "  so  here  goes.  Just  put  your  fingers,  my  lord,  in- 
side my  veskit,  right  underneath  this  cussed  old  gabardine, 
and  there  you'll  find  a  slit  in  the  linin'." 

The  duke,  handing  the  bull's-eye  to  the  inspector,  ad- 
vanced toward  the  prisoner,  and  affected  to  be  fumbling 
amongst  his  garments  in  search  of  the  place  of  concealment 
which  had  been  described.  But  it  was  in  reality  from  the 
waistcoat  pocket  that  he  took  the  ring,  and  turning  toward 
the  inspector,  the  nobleman  displayed  it  with  a  look  of 
joyous  satisfaction. 

"  I  congratulate  your  lordship,"  said  the  ofiicial,  who  was 
himself  highly  delighted  with  what  he  conceived  to  be  the 
successful  result  of  a  proceeding  at  which  he  had  materially 
assisted. 

"  Much  as  I  am  horrified  at  this  man's  character  and 
crimes,"  said  the  duke,  "  yet  if  there  be  any  way  in  which  I 
can  temporarily  ameliorate  his  condition  while  he  is  in  this 
place  —  " 

"  There  is  nothing,  my  lord,  which  you  can  do  in  that 
respect,"  answered  the  inspector.  "  He  will  be  removed  by 
the  earliest  mail-train  to-morrow  morning  to  Liverpool,  and 
in  this  cell  must  he  remain  until  the  hour  of  departure." 

"  Well,  then,  there  in  nothing  I  can  do  for  him,"  observed 
the  duke.  Then  turning  to  the  Burker,  he  added,  "  Un- 
happy man,  I  hope  you  will  repent  of  what  you  have  done." 

Having  thus  expressed  himself  with  a  monstrous  hyp- 
ocrisy and  dissimulation,  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  issued 
from  the  cell. 

"  You  shall  have  hot  water  almost  immediately,"  said  the 
inspector,  pausing  for  an  instant  ere  he  locked  the  door. 

"  Thank'ee,"  answered  the  Burker,  "  but  it's  too  late  now. 
I'd  much  rayther  be  left  to  go  to  sleep  quietly,  if  so  be  I'm 
to  start  off  so  thundering  early  in  the  morning." 

"  But  you  require  food  before  you  go  to  sleep,"  said  the 
inspector. 
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"  Not  a  mouthful,  and  not  a  drain,"  rejoined  the  prisoner, 
gruffly.  "  Do  you  think  a  feller  has  got  any  stomach  for 
grub  when  he  is  in  such  a  precious  plight  as  this?  I  wish 
you'd  leave  me  to  myself,  undisturbed,  to  sleep  away  my 
bad  thoughts,  and  then  I  shall  thank  you." 

"  Very  well,"  answered  the  inspector,  you  shall  not  be 
disturbed,"  and  he  then  locked  the  huge  door  of  the  cell. 

As  the  duke  and  the  official  issued  forth  into  the  street 
again,  the  latter  said,  in  a  servile  manner,  See,  my  lord, 
what  it  is  to  have  a  great  title.  If  I  hadn't  happened  to  have 
told  that  fellow  who  your  lordship  is,  he  never  would  have 
given  up  the  ring." 

"  And  as  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  so  much  civility  and 
attention,"  responded  Marchmont,  "  you  must  not  feel  it  an 
insult  if  I  proffer  you  some  little  token  of  my  gratitude." 

At  the  same  time  his  lordship  thrust  a  ten-pound  note  into 
the  inspector's  hand,  and  then  hurried  away,  as  if  for  the 
purpose  of  cutting  short  the  thanks  which  the  recipient  of 
this  bounty  began  to  proffer. 

But  let  us  return  to  the  Burker.  Scarcely  had  the  door  of 
the  cell  again  closed  upon  him  when  he  gave  a  sort  of  bound 
upon  his  seat,  as  if  to  afford  ebullition  to  his  hitherto  pent-up 
feelings  of  delight.  Not  only  had  he  now  in  his  possession  a 
little  instrument  by  the  aid  of  which  much  might  be  done, 
and  the  important  deed  of  an  escape  perhaps  be  effected, 
but  he  had  likewise  the  assurance  that  the  Duke  of  March- 
mont was  not  abandoning  him  to  his  fate,  but  that  he  was  in- 
teresting himself  in  him. 

"  So,"  said  the  Burker,  thus  continuing  the  train  of  his 
ideas,  "  if  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst  and  I  don't  get  out 
of  limbo  now,  but  find  myself  cast  for  death  at  Liverpool, 
there's  a  nobby  cove  as  will  stand  my  friend;  and  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  he  was  to  bring  the  case  of  Mr.  Barnes  Esquire 
afore  the  House  of  Lords,  and  say  as  how  it  would  be  a  thun- 
dering shame  to  put  so  useful  a  genelman  out  of  the  way 
by  making  his  neck  acquainted  with  a  thing  that's  only  fit  for 
a  hoss  or  a  hass,  a  halter  to  wit.  Ah!  it's  a  blessed  good 
thing  to  have  a  duke  as  one's  pal,  for  somehow  or  another 
he's  sure  to  get  me  safe  out  of  this  precious  mess  that  I'm 
in.  And  if  so  be  I  do  come  off  scott  free,  I'll  hunt  out  that 
sneaking,  snivelling  rascal,  Jack  Smedley,  and  I'll  have  his 
life  as  sure  as  his  name's  what  it  is.  Perhaps  I  shall  go  across 
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the  water  at  the  country's  expense,  —  just  as  our  great  am- 
bassadors travels  for  nothing,  or  as  them  dirty  scamps  of 
German  princes  does  when  they  comes  over  to  visit  their 
pals  at  Vindsor  Castle  or  Buckingham  Palace.  And  if  I  do 
go  out  in  that  there  honourable  manner  to  Wan  Diemen's 
Land  or  Australia,  so  much  the  better  for  my  resolve  to 
wring  that  feller  Jack  Smedley's  neck,  'cos  why,  he's  certain 
to  be  lagged.  And  if  I'm  let  free  altogether  through  my 
friend  the  duke,  or  if  so  be  I  escape  to-night,  blowed  if  I 
don't  start  off  at  my  own  expense,  —  that  is,  at  the  duke's, 
but  it's  just  the  same  thing,  —  and  I'll  never  rest  till  I  cook 
Jack  Smedley's  goose." 

The  Burker  sometimes  had  a  habit  of  musing  as  well  as  of 
talking  in  a  strain  that  was  horribly  and  ferociously  hu- 
mourous, and  such  was  the  mood  that  he  found  himself  in  now. 
A  pitchy  darkness  prevailed  in  the  cell,  but  if  any  eyes  had 
been  peering  in  upon  that  wretch,  and  if  they  could  have  pen- 
etrated the  Cimmerian  blackness  of  the  place,  it  would  have 
been  seen  that  his  countenance  expressed  a  diabolic  savage- 
ness  while  he  was  thus  meditating  his  schemes  of  vengeance 
in  respect  to  Jack  Smedley. 

The  Burker  felt  the  file,  and  by  the  touch  he  knew  that  it 
was  one  well  suited  to  his  purpose.  He  was  tolerably  well 
assured  that  he  would  not  at  least  for  the  present  be  intruded 
upon,  inasmuch  as  he  reflected  that  whatsoever  the  inspector 
had  promised  in  the  presence  of  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  he 
was  certain  to  perform.  The  reader  can  have  been  at  no  loss 
to  comprehend  the  Burker's  motive  in  declining  to  have  hot 
water  sent  in  wherewith  to  take  off  his  beard,  and  likewise  in 
refusing  the  refreshments  which  the  inspector  had  proffered. 
He  wished  to  be  left  entirely  to  himself,  so  that  with  the 
least  possible  delay  he  might  commence  operations  toward 
the  achievement  of  his  escape.  It  was  really  true,  as  he 
had  stated  to  the  constable,  that  he  could  not  take  off  his 
false  beard  without  the  use  of  hot  water,  for  the  adhesive 
matter  clung  tight  to  the  skin,  which  it  would  assuredly  peel 
off  if  it  were  attempted  to  remove  the  beard  by  violence. 
And  then,  too,  it  must  be  observed  that  the  Burker  had  not 
been  shaven  for  two  or  three  days,  so  that  the  false  beard  had 
a  particularly  powerful  hold  on  the  natural  stubbly  growth 
over  all  the  lower  part  of  his  face. 

Not  many  minutes  elapsed  after  the  Duke  of  Marchmont 
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and  the  inspector  had  quitted  the  cell  before  the  prisoner, 
now  convinced  that  everything  was  again  quiet,  began  to 
file  away  at  one  of  the  handcuffs.  The  operation  of  severing 
the  iron  was  not  a  very  long  one,  although  he  had  to  work 
somewhat  at  a  disadvantage  from  the  fact  that  his  two 
hands  were  kept  by  the  connecting  chain  inconveniently 
close  together.  But  when  one  ring  was  thus  sundered,  and 
that  hand  was  free,  the  other  mannacle  was  more  expe- 
ditiously eaten  through  with  the  biting  teeth  of  the  file. 
Scarcely  was  this  task  accomplished,  and  just  as  the  Burker 
was  beginning  to  rub  in  gleefulness  the  hands  that  were 
thus  liberated,  when  he  heard  the  door  of  the  little  yard  open. 

To  slip  his  hands  through  the  rings  again,  to  conceal  the 
file,  to  stretch  himself  upon  the  bench,  and  to  begin  to 
breathe  with  a  heavy  regularity  as  well  as  with  a  certain 
nasal  sound,  —  all  these  were  the  work  of  a  moment. 
But  still  the  Burker  was  seized  with  dire  alarm  lest  any 
official  should  enter  the  dungeon  to  examine  whether  his 
handcuffs  were  all  right.  He  heard  heavy  footsteps  ap- 
proaching; they  stopped  at  the  door  of  his  cell,  and  then 
the  trap  was  pushed  open.  The  light  of  a  bull's  eye  was 
thrown  through  that  trap  into  the  cell,  and  it  streamed  full 
upon  Barney's  countenance.  He  affected  to  wake  up  slowly, 
and  rubbing  his  eyes,  growled  forth,  "  What  the  devil  did 
you  do  that  for?  Why  can't  you  let  a  feller  sleep?  " 

"  I  only  wanted  to  see  that  you  were  all  right,"  answered 
the  constable,  who  was  peeping  through  the  trap. 

''AH  right  indeed!  "  responded  the  Burker,  still  in  a  growl- 
ing tone.  "  I  rayther  think  that  I'm  all  wrong,  and  so  you'd 
fancy,  too,  my  fine  feller,  if  you  was  locked  up  in  this  cussed 
place.  Why,  it  took  me  half  an  hour  to  compose  myself  to 
sleep  on  this  hard  plank,  and  now  you've  woke  me  up,  it'll 
take  me  another  blessed  half -hour  to  go  off  again." 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  disturb  you,"  answered  the  officer, 
''  and  that's  the  reason  that  I  looked  through  the  trap  in- 
stead of  opening  the  door." 

''  Well,  you're  a  considerate  genelman  in  your  way,"  re- 
joined Barney,  ''  but  I  don't  think  as  how  the  tax-payers  of 
this  blessed  country  gives  you  chaps  twenty  bob  a  week 
apiece  to  come  waking  up  respectable  people  which  is  taking 
their  natural  rest.  Howsomever,  I  forgive  you  for  one,  and 
so  now  good  night." 


THE  CELL 


201 


Having  thus  spoken,  the  Burker  turned  around  upon  the 
hard  bench  again,  and  affected  to  be  endeavouring  to  com- 
pose himself  off  to  sleep.  The  constable  closed  the  little 
trap-door,  and  immediately  afterward  the  Burker  caught  the 
sound  of  the  yard  door  shutting  likewise.  He  started  up 
from  the  bench,  and  off  came  the  manacles  again.  His  pro- 
ceedings, at  least  the  next  proceeding  which  he  had  to  adopt, 
was  already  settled  in  his  mind.  He  knew  these  cells  of 
old,  and  he  was  well  acquainted  with  the  features,  the  ar- 
rangements, and  the  position  of  all  the  adjacent  buildings. 
There  was  no  upper  story  to  the  little  structure  containing 
the  cells;  the  roof  was  immediately  above  his  head,  and  in 
that  quarter  it  was  that  he  purposed  or  at  least  hoped,  to  be 
enabled  to  effect  his  egress. 

The  cell  was  tolerably  high,  and  there  was  no  moveable 
furniture  in  it  which  he  could  use  to  raise  himself  upon 
or  to  make  available  as  a  standing-place.  But  in  this 
respect  his  plan  of  proceeding  was  also  settled;  he  had 
well  weighed  and  pondered  the  point  when  filing  at  his 
handcuffs.  In  the  first  place,  by  the  aid  of  the  file  he  dis- 
lodged a  brick  in  the  wall  at  the  height  which  suited  his  pur- 
pose and  at  about  two  feet  distant  from  the  corner  or  angle. 
Then  he  did  the  same  with  another  brick  in  a  corresponding 
position  in  the  wall  which  united  with  the  other  one  to  form 
that  angle.  Working  in  the  dark,  these  processes  were  far 
longer  than  they  would  have  been  if  he  had  the  benefit  of 
light.  His  next  step  was  to  break  off  a  portion  of  the  wood 
which  edged  the  hard  plank  bed,  or  rather  seat,  on  which  he 
had  reposed  himself  when  the  constable  looked  through  the 
trap-door.  He  had  so  well  calculated  the  length  of  the  piece 
of  wood  which  he  could  thus  detach  in  reference  to  the  dis- 
tance between  the  two  holes  left  in  the  walls  by  the  extrac- 
tion of  the  bricks,  that  the  stout  fragment  of  timber  exactly 
fitted  into  the  apertures  provided  for  its  reception.  The 
reader  will  therefore  understand  that  this  piece  of  wood 
formed  the  basis  of  a  triangle  of  which  the  two  walls  were 
the  sides  and  the  angle  of  the  wall  was  the  apex;  or,  in  more 
simple  terms,  the  wood  was  a  sort  of  hollow  shelf  stretching 
from  wall  to  wall,  at  about  two  feet  from  the  corner. 

Standing  upon  this  piece  of  wood,  the  Burker  was  enabled 
to  commence  operations  upon  that  part  of  the  roof  which 
was  immediately  over  his  head,  and  aided  by  the  file,  he 
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speedily  forced  a  hole  through  the  lath  and  plaster.  With 
his  hand  he  could  feel  the  tiles,  and  he  had  now  to  dislodge 
them  in  such  a  way  that  they  should  not  slide  down  the 
sloping  roof  and  fall  into  the  road,  —  a  circumstance  which 
might  lead  to  the  frustration  of  his  entire  project  of  escape. 
Therefore,  after  having  raised  the  first  tile  with  the  utmost 
caution,  he  drew  in  each  successive  one  through  the  opening 
thus  formed  and  deposited  it  upon  the  floor  of  his  cell 
Though  he  worked  with  all  his  characteristic  energy,  yet 
was  he  in  a  continued  state  of  suspense,  for  another  visit  on 
the  part  of  a  constable  to  the  little  trap  in  the  door  would 
prove  the  ruin  of  everything.  This  visit  was  not  however 
paid,  and  thus  the  Burker  worked  on  unmolested. 

At  length  the  opening  was  large  enough  for  him  to  begin 
passing  himself  through  it,  and  first  protruding  his  head,  he 
looked  carefully  around  to  see  whether  the  coast  was  clear. 
No  one  was  in  the  little  yard,  no  one  was  looking  forth  from 
any  of  the  numerous  windows  which,  at  the  backs  of  the  ad- 
jacent houses,  commanded  a  view  of  the  scene.  At  a  short 
distance  was  the  rear  of  the  vast  structure  of  Covent 
Garden  Theatre,  and  as  the  Burker  knew  that  the  estab- 
lishment was  shut  up  at  the  time,  a  thought  struck  him. 

If  I  could  only  get  into  that  place,"  he  said  within  him- 
self, "  maybe  I  should  have  a  choice  of  dresses;  and  whether 
I  made  my  appearance  in  the  streets  as  harlequin  or  panta- 
loon, it  would  at  all  events  be  a  change  from  this  cussed  old 
black  gabardine  and  gray  beard." 

Having  satisfied  himself  that  he  was  unobserved,  the 
Burker  issued  completely  through  the  aperture  which  he  had 
formed  in  the  roof  of  his  cell,  and  he  now  seemed  to  breathe 
the  air  of  freedom.  Gathering  up  the  folds  of  his  long  gar- 
ment in  such  a  way  that  it  might  not  encumber  him  nor  im- 
pede his  progress,  he  crept  along  a  wall  and  climbed  to  the 
top  of  the  somewhat  higher  building  than  that  from  which 
he  had  escaped.  Another  connecting  wall  brought  him  to 
another  flat-roofed  house,  and  here  he  came  to  a  stand-still. 
The  place  where  he  thus  found  himself,  abutted  against  a 
much  higher  building,  to  reach  the  summit  of  which  there 
was  only  one  means  visible,  and  this  was  to  climb  a  slanting 
leaden|pipe.  To  do  this,  or  to  retrace  his  way  altogether  to  the 
roof  of  his  cell  and  seek  some  other  avenue  of  escape  amidst  the 
maze  of  buildings,  these  were  the  alternatives  between  which 
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he  had  to  decide.  With  straining  eyes  he  penetrated  through 
the  semi-obscurity  which  prevailed,  and  he  thought  he  beheld 
sufl&cient  to  convince  himself  that  the  passage  of  the  leaden 
pipe,  however  desperate  the  venture  might  be,  was  the  course 
to  be  adopted. 

The  courage  of  the  Burker  has  been  before  spoken  of,  and 
as  his  circumstances  were  desperate,  this  natural  courage 
on  his  part  was  now  enhanced  to  a  degree  which  rendered 
him  almost  reckless.  His  resolve  was  therefore  speedily 
taken.  Again  he  gathered  up  the  old  Jewish  gabardine  in 
such  a  way  that  it  might  not  impede  his  progress,  and  then 
he  entrusted  himself  to  the  slanting-pipe,  in  the  same  spirit 
of  venturesome  desperation  with  which  a  shipwrecked 
mariner  clings  to  the  plank  which  is  the  only  barrier  between 
himself  and  destruction.  The  reader  will  understand  that 
this  leaden  pipe  sloped  up  from  the  roof  where  the  Burker 
had  landed,  to  the  roof  of  the  higher  house  against  which 
the  former  building  abutted,  and  it  thus  ran  diagonally,  as  it 
were,  or  obliquely,  along  the  back  of  that  loftier  structure. 
We  may  add  that  there  was  just  a  sufficient  interval  between 
the  pipe  and  the  brickwork  to  allow  the  adventurous  fugitive 
to  obtain  a  firm  grasp  upon  it;  and  now  success  depended 
upon  two  conditions,  the  first  being  whether  he  could  main- 
tain his  balance,  and  the  second  whether  the  pipe  itself 
would  be  strong  enough  to  support  him. 

Firmly  clutching  the  pipe  with  his  hands,  and  cautiously 
using  his  lower  limbs  to  sustain  him  in  that  perilous  position, 
the  Burker  began  crawling  up  the  pipe,  but  there  was  a 
moment  when  his  heart  almost  failed  him  as  he  looked 
down  into  the  frightful  abyss  to  which  he  would  be  hurled 
if  his  hands  failed  to  retain  their  hold  or  if  the  pipe  itself 
should  give  way.  But  sternly  compressing  his  lips,  and 
bracing  himself  up  with  all  his  courage,  the  Burker  pursued 
his  path  of  danger,  suspended  in  mid-air,  and  looking  like 
some  colossal  insect  that  was  crawling  up  the  back  of  the 
house.  Several  yards  were  accomplished,  when  one  of  the 
dreaded  chances  against  him  appeared  about  to  receive  a 
horrible  reaUzation,  for  the  pipe  began  to  bend.  So  mortal 
a  terror  seized  upon  the  Burker,  notwithstanding  the  daring 
nature  of  his  disposition,  and  notwithstanding  the  reckless- 
ness of  his  character,  that  for  an  instant  he  felt  his  hands 
relaxing  from  the  tightness  of  their  grasp,  but  then  the  next 
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moment,  quick  as  thought,  they  tightened  upon  the  pipe 
with  even  a  stronger  tenacity  than  before,  while  his  lower 
limbs  grasped  it  convulsively. 

But  the  pipe  was  bending!  To  retreat  was  impossible; 
there  was  no  gliding  nor  sliding  back  from  the  position  in 
which  he  had  placed  himself.  On  he  must  go  at  all  risks  and 
ventures,  —  on  he  must  go  though  the  next  instant  should 
see  the  pipe  suddenly  give  way  or  break  beneath  him  and 
plunge  the  wretch  headlong  into  the  abyss  below.  Fortune 
however  seemed  determined  to  favour  him;  the  pipe  bent, 
but  did  not  break.  Hope  grew  stronger  in  his  breast,  and  it 
was  with  a  wild  thrill  of  joy  that  he  could  at  length  say  to 
himself  he  was  safe.  His  right  hand  clutched  the  ledge  of 
the  parapet  of  the  high  building  to  which  he  had  thus  ven- 
turously and  desperately  clambered  up;  a  few  instants 
more,  and  he  stood  in  safety  on  the  flat  roof  of  that  building. 
Almost  overcome  by  a  sense  of  the  danger  from  which  he 
had  escaped,  and  shuddering  at  the  recollection  of  the  hideous 
gulf  which  by  means  of  a  frail  pipe  he  had  thus  bridged,  the 
Burker  threw  himself  flat  upon  his  back  on  the  leads  to  repose 
for  a  few  instants  ere  he  pursued  his  way.  Precious  though 
time  were,  yet  the  man  could  not  help  thus  resting  there  for 
that  brief  space. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


TWO  FRIENDS 

A  COUPLE  of  rooms  on  the  second  floor  of  one  of  the  houses 
on  the  same  line  with  the  Bow  Street  police  office  were  in- 
habited by  a  middle-aged  man  of  the  name  of  Bealby.  He 
was  a  short,  thin,  active,  dapper-looking  person,  with  hair  and 
whiskers  that  had  once  been  of  a  vivid  red,  but  which  were 
now  turning  gray.  He  had  very  sharp,  keen,  piercing  eyes, 
and  the  entire  expression  of  his  countenance  indicated  cun- 
ning and  duplicity.  He  was  dressed  in  a  somewhat  seedy 
suit  of  black,  and  his  linen  was  not  altogether  of  the  cleanest. 

The  two  rooms  communicated  with  folding-doors,  which 
stood  open,  and  the  place  was  most  singularly  crowded  with 
articles  which  at  the  first  glance  might  either  be  taken  for  an 
assemblage  of  archaeological  curiosities,  or  else  for  the  con- 
tents of  a  property-room  at  a  theatre.  There  were  helmets, 
and  shields,  and  weapons  of  all  sorts,  curious  costumes,  a 
Turkish  turban  surmounting  the  wooden  framework  on 
which  a  mandarin's  robe  was  displayed,  a  Red  Indian's 
tomahawk  lying  next  to  an  old-fashioned  English  musket, 
and  a  whaling  harpoon  keeping  company  with  a  New 
Zealand  bow  and  arrows.  There  were  old  pieces  of  china, 
statues,  vases,  and  pictures,  brickbats  that  were  alleged  to  be 
part  of  a  recently  discovered  Roman  wall  in  some  place  or 
another,  bowls  and  cups  that  were  represented  to  have  been 
dug  out  of  Herculaneum  and  Pompeii,  while  a  mummy  in  a 
glass  case  appeared  to  be  staring  with  eyeless  sockets  at  a 
gigantic  skeleton  which  grinned  at  it  from  the  opposite  wall. 
There  were  strange  pieces  of  theatrical  scenery,  too,  and 
which  a  small  label  represented  to  have  been  used  at  the 
Royal  Opera  some  little  while  back  established  by  the  king 
of  the  Sandwich  Islands  in  his  Majesty's  capital,  —  and,  in 
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a  word,  the  contents  of  these  two  rooms  were  of  the  most 
miscellaneous  and  no  doubt  of  a  very  curious  description. 

By  the  light  of  a  solitary  candle  in  the  front  apartment 
Mr.  Bealby  was  drinking  gin  and  water  with  a  friend.  This 
friend  was  many  years  younger  than  himself;  indeed,  he 
was  not  more  than  five  or  six  and  twenty,  but  he  had  a  sickly, 
dissipated  look,  as  if  he  were  much  better  acquainted  with 
the  alcoholic  mixture  which  he  was  now  imbibing  than  with 
regular  and  wholesome  meals.  He  was  exceedingly  shabby 
in  his  apparel,  and  by  the  state  of  his  linen  appeared  to 
possess  the  confidence  of  his  washerwoman  to  a  much 
smaller  degree  than  did  even  Mr.  Bealby  himself.  This  in- 
dividual bore  the  surname  of  Limber,  but  amongst  his  friends 
and  equals  he  was  more  familiarly  known  by  the  diminutive 
of  his  Christian  name  of  Benjamin. 

We  should  observe  that  Mr.  Bealby  had  been  out  to  pass 
the  evening  at  a  free-and-easy,  where  he  had  partaken  of  a 
chop  and  a  baked  potato,  thereby,  to  use  his  own  highly- 
expressive  language,  knocking  dinner,  tea,  and  supper  all 
into  one.  At  this  free-and-easy  he  had  encountered  Mr. 
Limber,  who  was  an  old  acquaintance,  but  whom  he  had  not 
seen  for  some  few  years.  Remembering  that  he  had  a  little 
credit  at  the  public-house  nearly  facing  his  lodging  in  Bow 
Street,  and  that  this  credit  was  good  to  the  extent  of  a  bottle 
of  gin  and  half  a  dozen  cigars,  Mr.  Bealby  invited  his  friend 
home  to  partake  of  those  refreshments,  observing  that  "  as 
they  had  a  great  deal  to  say  to  each  other,  they  might  just 
as  well  quaff  their  blue-ruin  and  smoke  their  weeds  at  his 
rooms.''  Thither  therefore  they  repaired  from  the  free-and- 
easy;  the  gin  and  the  cigars  were  procured  from  the  public- 
house  aforesaid,  and  it  happened  that  just  at  the  time  the 
Burker  was  engaged  in  climbing  up  the  pipe,  Mr.  Bealby 
and  Mr.  Limber  were  sitting  down  to  enjoy  themselves  in  the 
apartment  of  the  former. 

Mr.  Limber  was  prepared  by  some  little  conversation 
during  the  walk  from  the  free-and-easy  to  find  his  friend's 
rooms  crammed  with  strange  objects,  and  therefore  on  en- 
tering these  apartments  he  was  not  so  much  astonished  as 
he  would  have  been  if  suddenly  introduced  thither  without 
any  previous  information  on  the  point.  At  the  same  time, 
being  somewhat  of  a  nervous  temperament,  Ben  Limber  liked 
the  aspect  of  the  mummy  and  the  skeleton  as  little  as  possi- 
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ble,  and  he  sat  with  his  back  toward  those  objects  while 
discussing  the  gin  and  water,  the  cigars,  and  things  in  gen- 
eral. 

^'  Why,  how  long  is  it  since  you  and  I  met,  old  fellow?  " 
asked  Bealby,  when  they  had  begun  to  make  themselves 
comfortable. 

A  matter  of  six  or  seven  years,"  was  the  response.  I 
was  just  fresh  upon  town  then  —  green,  uncommon  green, 
but  I've  picked  up  a  bit  or  two  of  experience  since.'' 
You  was  a  lawyer's  clerk  then,"  said  Bealby. 

"  Yes,  but  I  devilish  soon  cut  the  law,"  replied  Ben 
Limber,  "  and  went  upon  the  stage.  I  starred  it  a  bit  in  the 
provinces  as  Mr.  Sidney  Howard  Fitzplantagenet,  but  I  soon 
got  tired  of  that  sort  of  business,  and  have  been  knocking 
about  the  world  in  various  ways,  till,  betwixt  you  and  me 
and  the  post  I'm  pretty  near  knocked  down  altogether." 

"  Well,  we  must  see  if  we  can't  knock  you  up  again,"  re- 
sponded Bealby.  "  It  will  be  a  devilish  hard  thing  if  two 
clever  chaps  like  you  and  me  can't  put  our  heads  together 
and  do  something  good.  You  talked  of  your  experiences,  but 
they  are  nothing  like  mine.  Why,  my  history  would  make 
such  a  book  as  never  before  was  read!  " 

^*  Well,  what  have  you  been  doing  since  you  and  I  last 
met?  "  inquired  Ben  Limber. 

"  You  should  rather  ask  what  I  have  not  been  doing," 
rejoined  the  other.  "  I've  dabbled  in  everything.  Let  me 
see,  what  was  I  when  you  saw  me  last?  " 

You  had  just  gone  through  the  Insolvents'  Court,  you 
know,"  answered  Ben  Limber,  with  a  laugh,  "  and  you  was 
in  high  feather." 

Ah,  to  be  sure,"  observed  Mr.  Bealby,  "I  was  getting  up 
an  insurance  company  at  that  time.  I'll  tell  you  how  it  was. 
I  was  three  months  in  the  Queen's  Bench  before  I  went  with 
flowing  canvas  through  the  court,  and  in  the  Bench  I  met 
half  a  dozen  capital  fellows,  who  agreed  to  join  with  me  in 
starting  the  insurance  company.  So  we  soon  had  everything 
ready  cut  and  dried,  and  we  gave  ourselves  our  respective 
situations.  I  was  to  be  resident  manager,  with  a  salary 
of  four  hundred  a  year,  another  was  to  be  actuary,  two  others 
were  to  be  auditors,  another  was  to  be  vice-chairman  of  the 
board,  and  a  lushing  blade  of  a  fellow  was  to  be  surgeon.  So 
the  moment  we  all  got  out  we  set  to  work  and  established 
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the  concern.  Splendid  offices,  capital  two  hundred  thousand 
pounds!  " 

The  deuce!  "  ejaculated  Ben  Limber,  with  a  start  of 
astonishment.      Where  did  you  find  your  capitalists?  " 

"  In  imagination,"  answered  Mr.  Bealby,  with  a  knowing 
look.  We  issued  the  shares;  it  was  not  at  all  difficult, 
nothing  to  do  but  to  have  so  many  slips  of  paper  neatly 
printed.  We  gave  two  or  three  hundred  apiece  to  ourselves, 
and  five  hundred  to  Lord  Brummagem,  who  on  that  condi- 
tion became  the  chairman  of  the  board  of  directors.  I  can 
assure  you  the  whole  affair  was  most  splendidly  managed, 
and  for  twelve  months  it  went  on  swimmingly.'' 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  really  issued  any  poli- 
cies? "  observed  Mr.  Limber. 

"  I  mean  to  say,"  replied  Bealby,  "  that  we  issued  four  or 
five  hundred  policies  during  those  twelve  months.  The 
grand  secret  was  that  our  medical  examiner  took  every  life 
that  offered  itself,  no  matter  whether  the  applicant  might  be 
in  the  last  stage  of  consumption." 

"  But  when  any  one  died?  "  said  Mr.  Limber,  inquiringly. 

"  Fraud,  my  dear  fellow,  fraud!  "  responded  Mr.  Bealby, 
"  that  was  our  invariable  answer.  The  company  had  been  im- 
posed upon,  the  insurer  had  kept  back  certain  facts;  he  had 
admitted  that  he  spat  blood  and  had  a  continuous  hacking 
cough,  but  he  had  withheld  the  important  fact  that  he  ex- 
perienced an  incessant  pain  in  his  great  toe.  Bless  you, 
deaths  came  tumbling  in  at  a  frightful  rate,  because  we  in- 
sured everybody,  and  we  gave  a  percentage  to  our  agents  on 
every  policy  they  brought  in,  so  that  they  were  interested  in 
getting  as  many  as  possible,  without  the  slightest  reference  to 
the  value  of  the  lives.  The  game  would  have  lasted  well 
enough  had  it  not  been  that  a  cursed  weekly  newspaper 
began  to  attack  us;  the  bombardment  was  continuous  and 
irresistible,  so  we  fell  to  pieces.  There  was  an  end  of  the 
Universal  Assurance  Company  for  all  Christendom." 

"  And  what  did  you  do  next?  "  inquired  Mr.  Limber. 

"  I  advertised  an  income  of  four  pounds  a  week  for  every 
body  who  would  send  me  five  shillings'  worth  of  postage- 
stamps.  That  was  my  next  dodge,"  added  Mr.  Bealby,  as 
he  complacently  whiffed  his  cigar. 

"  I  don't  quite  understand  it,"  observed  his  friend,  du- 
biously. 
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-  "  Quite  intelligible,  my  dear  fellow/'  said  Mr.  Bealby. 
"  I  inserted  an  advertisement  in  a  newspaper  offering  to  in- 
struct any  one  who  sent  me  five  shillings'  worth  of  postage- 
stamps  in  the  way  of  making  three  or  four  pounds  a  week. 
On  receiving  the  stamps,  I  sent  half  a  dozen  practical  re- 
ceipts, —  one  for  making  cheap  ginger-beer,  another  for 
soda-powders,  a  third  for  pomatum,  a  fourth  for  a  dentifrice, 
a  fifth  for  an  antibilious  pill,  a  sixth  for  a  cosmetic,  and  so 
on.  Now  observe:  the  advertisement  cost  me  seven  and 
sixpence ;  it  brought  me  twenty  letters  containing  the  stamps, 
that  was  five  pounds.  Deduct  the  expenses  for  advertise- 
ment, the  little  printed  slips  of  receipts,  the  stationary  and 
postage  for  replies,  and  I  had  at  least  four  pounds  eight  to 
put  into  my  own  pocket." 

"  That  was  a  lucrative  thing,"  observed  Ben  Limber. 
"  Why  did  you  give  it  up?  " 

"  It  gave  me  up,"  answered  Bealby  ;  "  it  wore  itself  out. 
A  number  of  other  fellows  imitated  the  trick;  they  cheap- 
ened the  thing,  they  only  asked  for  a  shilling's  worth  of 
stamps,  and  so  it  soon  ceased  to  be  worth  while  to  carry 
on  the  business  at  all." 

"  Well,  what  did  you  do  next?  "  inquired  Limber. 

"  I  opened  a  servants'  bazaar,"  responded  Bealby. 
But  how  the  deuce  did  you  make  a  connection  amongst 
servants?  "  exclaimed  Limber. 

"  I  never  did  make  any.  I  charged  half  a  crown  for  regis- 
tering each  name  in  my  book,  and,  you  see,  it  was  all  clear 
profit." 

"  Well,  but  those  who  paid  expected  recommendations  to 
places?  " 

"  Yes,  and  they  got  them  too.  I  copied  the  addresses  of 
persons  advertising  in  the  morning  papers  for  domestics, 
and  that  was  the  way  I  managed." 

"  But  the  thing  could  scarcely  last,"  said  Limber. 

"  No  more  it  did,"  replied  Bealby,  with  a  smile,  "  or  else 
I  should  be  carrjdng  it  on  now.  I  was  rather  too  fond  of 
some  of  the  pretty  servant-girls  that  came  to  pay  their  fees, 
and  betwixt  you  and  me,  Ben,  the  concern  was  suddenly 
broken  up  by  an  unpleasant  little  incident  which  occurred." 
How  so?  "  asked  Limber. 

"  The  fact  is,  I  was  had  up  before  the  magistrate  on  an 
accusation  of  trying  to  snatch  a  kiss  from  a  certain  pair  of 
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red  lips.  An  investigation  followed,  the  way  in  which  the 
business  was  transacted  was  brought  to  light,  and  while 
passing  a  month  at  the  House  of  Correction  on  account  of 
the  kissing  affair,  I  had  ample  leisure  to  reflect  on  what 
should  be  the  new  dodge." 

And  what  did  you  do  then?  "  asked  Ben  Limber. 

"  I  came  out  of  prison  in  such  precious  bad  plight,"  re- 
sponded Mr.  Bealby,  that  I  was  scarcely  fit  for  anything 
except  to  make  myself  a  victim." 

"A  victim!"  ejaculated  Ben.  "  A  victim  of  what?  " 

"  A  victim  of  religious  persecution,"  answered  Mr.  Bealby. 
"  Don't  you  see,  I  was  a  tradesman  from  the  north  of  Eng- 
land who  had  been  distrained  upon  for  Church  rates,  and 
resisting  the  claim  upon  principle,  was  made  a  martyr  to  the 
cause.  I  had  come  up  to  London  to  get  some  member  to 
present  a  petition  to  Parliament  on  my  behalf,  but  being 
reduced  to  distress,  was  obliged  to  apply  to  the  sitting  magis- 
trate at  one  of  the  police  courts,  taking  very  good  care,  how- 
ever, not  to  address  myself  to  the  worshipful  gentleman  who 
had  committed  me  in  the  kissing  case.  Well,  my  story  was 
believed,  I  had  ten  shillings  given  me  from  the  poor-box,  and 
the  next  day  the  case  was  in  all  the  papers.  '  Respectable 
man,'  '  distressed  and  careworn  appearance,'  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing.  It  told  admirably,  and  subscriptions  poured  in. 
'ABC  sent  two  pounds,  '  A  Lady '  five  pounds,  '  the  Earl 
of  X  '  ten  pounds,  '  A  Dissenter '  one  guinea,  and  so  forth. 
An  elderly  Quaker  ferreted  me  out  and  took  me  to  his  house. 
I  received  the  first  subscriptions  from  the  magistrate;  they 
still  kept  pouring  in  —  but  I  never  got  any  more,  for  his 
worship  in  the  meantime  had  written  to  the  north,  and  had 
learned  that  my  tale  was  a  pure  fabrication.  The  Quaker 
resented  a  little  familiarity  of  which  I  was  guilty  toward 
his  pretty,  demure-looking  daughter,  from  whose  lips  I 
sought  a  kiss,  and  so,  all  things  considered,  I  was  compelled  to 
beat  a  retreat  into  another  neighbourhood." 

And  what  did  you  do  then?  "  inquired  Ben  Limber. 

"I  could  not  immediately  settle  my  mind  to  anything,", 
answered  Mr.  Bealby,  "  and  so  the  money  slipped  away 
before  I  was  well-prepared  with  a  scheme  for  making  more. 
At  last,  driven  by  necessity,  I  took  to  penny-a-lining  for  a 
sporting  newspaper.  It  was  hard  work  enough,  but  I  got 
a  good  insight  into  turf  matters,  though  I  did  not  much 
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relish  the  vocation.  I  was  thinking  of  giving  up  the  news- 
paper, when  a  vacancy  for  a  prophet  suddenly  occurred.'* 

"  A  prophet?  "  ejaculated  Ben  Limber,  his  eyes  staring 
wide  with  astonishment. 

''•Yes,  to  be  sure,"  said  his  friend,  coolly,  "  a  prophet  at 
a  weekly  salary  of  two  guineas.  You  don't  twig,  I  see. 
Well,  then,  I  mean  a  prophet  to  predict  the  winning  horses 
at  all  forthcoming  races." 

"  Ah,  I  understand,"  said  Ben  Limber.  "  But  how  long 
did  you  keep  that  situation?  " 

Only  six  months,"  responded  Mr.  Bealby,  '*  for  the 
truth  is  that  in  no  single  instance  did  I  ever  predict  ac- 
curately. Not  that  in  this  respect  I  was  in  any  way  worse 
than  the  prophets  on  other  newspapers,  only  the  proprietor 
of  the  one  to  which  I  belonged  was  rather  particular,  and  he 
thought  that  a  prophet  ought  to  predict  right  at  least  once 
out  of  twenty  times.  So  he  discharged  me,  and  I  was  again 
thrown  upon  the  world." 

And  what  did  you  do  then?  "  asked  Ben  Limber. 

"  I  got  up  a  benefit  society,"  replied  Mr.  Bealby. 

"  A  benefit  society?  "  echoed  his  friend.  '*  For  whose 
benefit?  " 

''  For  my  own,"  was  the  response.  "  It  was  ostensibly  for 
the  advantage  of  the  working  classes,  but  in  reality  for  mine. 
Every  one  who  paid  a  few  pence  a  week  was  to  have 
fifteen  shillings  a  week  during  illness,  to  be  buried, 
when  he  died,  with  a  good  walking  funeral,  and  his  widow  to 
have  a  ten-pound  note  to  buy  mourning  for  herself  and  the 
children.  I  was  secretary  and  treasurer  and  auditor  and 
manager  —  I  think  I  was  the  committee  too,  but  I  know 
very  well  that  I  was  the  principal  recipient  of  the  society's 
benefits.  At  last  there  was  an  exposure  and  an  inquiry; 
I  was  summoned  before  the  magistrate,  but  I  had  taken  very 
good  care  not  to  have  the  society  enrolled,  and  therefore 
his  worship  had  no  power  of  jurisdiction.  The  case  was  dis- 
missed, and  in  order  that  the  members  should  not  fall  into 
most  unchristian  feuds  amongst  themselves  relative  to  the 
division  of  the  remaining  funds,  I  put  them  into  my  own 
pocket,  and  bidding  an  eternal  farewell  to  the  ungrateful 
neighbourhood  of  Whitechapel  where  the  exposure  had 
taken  place,  I  established  my  quarters  in  another." 

"  And  what  was  the  next  course?  "  inquired  Ben, 
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"  I  never  was  a  fellow  who  could  work  much  as  long  as 
there  was  any  ready  money  to  spend,  and  so  I  lived  com- 
fortably until  I  changed  my  last  sovereign,  when  I  began 
to  think  of  something  else.  So  I  took  to  the  Christmas 
hamper  dodge." 

What  do  you  mean?  "  asked  Ben  Limber. 

"  Why,  out  of  the  change  for  my  last  sovereign,"  replied 
Mr.  Bealby,  "  I  paid  seven  and  sixpence  for  an  advertise- 
ment in  the  Times,  which  ran  to  the  following  effect:  '  Bealby 
Co.,  old  established  wine  merchants,  continue  to  despatch 
their  famous  Christmas  hampers,  but  on  reduced  terms.  To 
every  person  remitting  one  guinea,  Bealby  Co.  will  forward  a 
hamper  containing  one  bottle  of  old  port,  one  of  rich  brown 
sherry,  one  of  old  East  India  Madeira,  one  of  French  brandy, 
one  of  Jamaica  rum,  and  one  of  prime  Hollands.'  You 
would  be  astonished  at  the  way  in  which  the  guineas  came 
pouring  in.  So  I  kept  up  the  advertisements  during  the 
Christmas  week,  then  I  renewed  them  for  the  New  Year's 
week,  and  when  that  was  over,  I  changed  the  name  and 
address,  and  advertised  splendid  twelfth-cakes  on  similar 
terms.  I  reaped  a  golden  harvest,  and  lived  comfortably 
upon  it  for  the  next  three  months.  At  length  one  morning 
I  sallied  out,  wondering  what  I  should  do  next,  with  only 
eighteenpence  in  my  pocket." 

"  And  what  did  you  do  then?  "  inquired  Ben  Limber. 
"  What  could  you  possibly  do  with  eighteenpence?  " 

"  I  went  and  took  a  theatre,"  was  the  cool  reply. 

"  A  theatre  with  eighteenpence! "  exclaimed  Limber. 
"  Well,  after  all,  my  knowledge  of  the  world  is  really  nothing 
to  yours!  " 

"  I  told  you  so  just  now,"  said  Mr.  Bealby.  "  Yes,  it's 
a  fact,  I  went  and  took  a  theatre  at  a  rental  of  about  a 
thousand  a  year." 

"  But  what  use  could  you  turn  it  to?  "  asked  his  friend. 

"  Underlet  it  the  very  next  day  to  some  one  else;  and  as 
he  paid  me  the  rent,  but  as  I  paid  none  myself,  it  was  all 
clear  profit  as  long  as  it  lasted.  But  the  proprietor  sued  me, 
I  was  put  into  prison,  and  had  to  petition  the  Insolvents' 
Court  a  second  time." 

"  I  should  think  you  got  remanded  for  that?  "  observed 
Ben  Limber,  interrogatively. 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Bealby.    "  I  de- 
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scribed  myself  as  a  lessee,  and  that  was  sufficient.  It  is  con- 
sidered that  every  lessee  or  manager  of  a  theatre  may  go 
through  the  Bankruptcy  or  Insolvents'  Courts  as  often  as 
ever  they  like,  and  they  are  always  objects  of  sympathy. 
The  commissioner  complimented  me  on  not  having  had  to 
insert  the  salaries  of  any  performers  in  my  schedule,  — 
which  was  not  however  astonishing,  as  I  had  never  em- 
ployed any.  However,  I  got  off  with  flying  colours,  but  with 
scarce  a  shilling  in  my  pocket." 

"  And  what  did  you  do  then?  inquired  Mr.  Benjamin 
Limber,  who  was  evidently  much  interested  in  his  friend's 
explanations. 

Why,  just  at  that  moment  there  was  a  grand  festival 
going  on  in  Paris,  so  I  advertised  that  Mr.  Bealby,  the  well- 
known  manager  of  excursion  trips,  offered  to  take  a  party 
over  to  Paris,  paying  the  first-class  railway  fare  thither  and 
back,  lodging  and  boarding  them  for  a  whole  week  at  a  first- 
rate  hotel  in  the  French  capital,  and  supplying  every  luxury 
for  breakfast,  dinner,  and  supper,  —  all  included  for  twenty 
guineas  a  head.  Well,  I  contracted  with  the  railway,  and  I 
had  fifty  subscribers  to  my  party.  We  started,— this  I  was 
obliged  to  do,  because  according  to  agreement  I  was  to 
collect  the  money  at  Dover.  And  you  may  be  very  sure  that 
I  did  collect  it  there;  but  by  some  extraordinary  mistake  I 
took  my  place  in  a  return  train  immediately  afterward,  and 
instead  of  going  any  farther  on  the  way  to  France,  I  found 
myself  supping  again  very  quietly  in  London  that  same 
evening." 

Mr.  Benjamin  Limber  laughed  uproariously  at  this  last 
escapade  of  his  friend  Mr.  Bealby,  who  himself  joined  in  the 
mirth. 

And  what  did  you  do  next?  "  inquired  the  younger 
gentleman. 

"  I  found  there  was  such  a  terrific  exposure  in  the  news- 
papers," was  the  reply,  "  so  many  indignant  letters  were 
written,  and  so  many  unpleasant  threats  were  promulgated 
about  having  me  up  before  the  lord  mayor,  that  I  deemed  it 
expedient  to  take  a  trip  into  the  country  until  the  storm 
blew  over.  Unfortunately  I  got  excessively  drunk  one  night 
amongst  a  party  of  gentlemen  somewhat  sharper  than  my- 
self, and  when  I  awoke  in  the  morning  I  had  not  a  single 
shilling  left.   There  was  a  distressing  position  for  a  man  of 
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genius  to  be  placed  in!  I  went  wandering  about  the  country 
in  a  desperate  state,  until  one  afternoon  I  reached  an  old 
deserted  tile-kiln,  with  all  the  accompanying  works  in  a 
dismantled  and  ruined  condition.  There  I  found  an  old 
man  peering  about  in  every  corner,  digging  up  the  earth, 
and  apparently  hunting  for  something.  I  watched  him 
awhile  from  a  distance,  thinking  that  he  was  a  treasure- 
seeker.  At  length  I  accosted  him.  He  was  at  the  outset  by 
no  means  inclined  to  be  communicative,  but  as  I  had  a  pre- 
sentiment that  the  encounter  would  tend  to  my  advantage, 
I  did  my  best  to  draw  him  into  discourse.  I  learned  that  he 
was  a  purveyor  of  curiosities  for  one  of  the  old  shops  in 
Wardour  Street,  London,  and  that  he  was  hunting  for  old 
earthen  vessels  in  Warwickshire  to  save  himself  the  trouble 
of  going  to  Herculaneum  or  Pompeii  in  Italy.  There  was 
something  in  this  pursuit  which  tickled  my  fancy.  I  offered 
to  assist  him,  and  I  soon  dug  him  out  a  lot  of  curious-shaped 
vessels  and  broken  pipkins,  which  sent  him  into  raptures. 
He  paid  me  liberally,  gave  me  his  address  in  London,  and 
told  me  to  call  upon  him.  This  interview  gave  a  new  impetus 
to  my  fertile  fancy.  I  provided  myself  with  all  sorts  of 
curiosities,  —  a  piece  of  the  true  cross  which  a  cardinal  had 
given  me  in  Rome,  a  fragment  of  the  holy  coat  which  is 
preserved  at  Treves,  and  which  fragment  a  monk  whom  I 
made  tipsy  had  sacrilegiously  torn  off  for  my  special  grati- 
fication, the  veritable  cannon-ball  which  struck  the  spire  of 
St.  Stephen's  at  Vienna  and  knocked  it  on  one  side,  when 
the  Turks  besieged  that  city,  the  bullet  which  slew  Nelson  at 
Trafalgar,  the  identical  pen  with  which  Napoleon  signed  the 
treaty  of  Amiens,  —  in  short,  I  cannot  enumerate  the 
curiosities,  ancient  and  modern,  with  which  I  provided 
myself  while  on  my  journey  to  London.  Then,  on  arriving 
there,  instead  of  calling  on  the  old  purveyor  whom  I  had 
encountered  at  the  tile-kiln,  I  went  straight  to  the  shop  in 
Wardour  Street,  which  he  had  happened  to  name  to  me,  and 
I  disposed  of  all  my  curiosities.  But  I  was  terribly  disap- 
pointed at  the  pettiness  of  the  price  which  I  obtained  for 
them.  I  really  thought  that  I  was  playing  an  excellent  game 
with  the  credulity  of  the  curiosity-dealer,  until  on  grumbling 
at  his  terms,  he  gave  me  to  understand  it  was  the  ideas  he 
was  paying  for,  and  not  the  things  themselves,  for  those 
he  knew  to  be  all  humbugs.    Then  I  laughed  heartily. 
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he  laughed  likewise,  and  the  end  of  it  all  was  that  he  offered 
me  a  regular  engagement.  I  remained  with  him  for  about 
six  months,  helping  him  with  the  ingenuity  of  my  original 
ideas,  and  becoming  initiated  in  many  of  the  mysteries 
of  his  craft.  He  taught  me,  for  instance,  how  to  get  up  old 
pictures,  and  I  learned  that  he  constantly  employed  six 
artists  to  paint  him  originals  of  Rubens,  Vandyke,  Titian, 
Greuze —  " 

"  Originals?  "  ejaculated  Ben  Limber. 

"  Why,  of  course!  Weren't  they  to  be  sold  as  originals? 
demanded  Mr.  Bealby,  somewhat  indignantly.      And  then, 
too,  my  friend  the  curiosity-dealer  taught  me  how  to  make 
mummies.^' 

"  Make  mummies?  "  cried  Ben  Limber,  again  in  aston- 
ishment. 

Yes,  to  be  sure!  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bealby.  I  myself 
got  up  a  couple  of  mummies  in  so  artistic  a  manner  that  a 
member  of  the  Archaeological  Society  proved,  in  a  neat  and 
interesting  speech  of  about  six  hours'  duration,  that  they 
were  at  least  four  thousand  years  old,  and  there  was  not  a  dis- 
sentient from  this  opinion.  You  see  that  mummy  there, 
in  the  glass  case?  I  can  assure  you  it  was  not  in  existence 
four  months  back,  and  this  morning  a  gentleman  belonging 
to  that  very  society,  and  who  is  considered  to  be  one  of  its 
brightest  ornaments,  —  although  he  is  deaf  and  half-blind,  — 
was  thoroughly  convinced  that  it  is  the  oldest  mummy  ever 
brought  into  this  country.  He  is  to  bring  me  twenty  pounds 
for  it  to-morrow;  but  the  worst  of  it,  Ben,"  added  Mr. 
Bealby,  lowering  his  voice  somewhat,  ^'  is  that  I  owe  fifteen 
pounds  to  my  landlady,  and  she  will  take  very  good  care  to 
receive  the  money  from  the  old  archaeologist,  or  else  she 
won't  let  that  blessed  mummy  go  out  of  the  place." 

How  long  did  you  stay  with  your  curiosity-dealer?  " 
asked  Ben  Limber,  "  or  perhaps  I  ought  rather  to  have  in- 
inquired  why  you  left  him?  " 

Why,  you  see  the  public  curiosity  is  variable.  To-day 
it's  an  old  picture,  to-morrow  Tom  Thumb;  to-day  some 
rubbish  from  Herculaneum,  to-morrow  the  Bosjesmans. 
Well,  just  at  that  time  the  discovery  of  the  Calif ornian  gold 
regions  was  making  a  tremendous  sensation,  so  I  had  some 
thundering  large  pieces  of  granite  carefully  gilt,  and  I  ex- 
hibited them  as  nuggets.    They  were  in  a  glass  case,  and 
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protected  by  a  row  of  iron  bars.  I  advertised  that  they 
were  worth  seventy  thousand  pounds,  and  ail  the  town  came 
to  see  them.  At  length  one  of  the  workmen  who  had  helped 
to  gild  the  granite  came  to  the  exhibition  one  Monday 
morning,  and  as  he  was  the  worse  for  liquor  to  the  extent  of 
some  three  or  four  pots  of  beer,  he  let  out  the  whole  secret., 
I  decamped,  but  with  about  eight  hundred  pounds  in  my 
pocket,  —  the  fruit  of  a  fortnight's  industry  in  displaying 
my  nuggets.  And  would  you  believe  it,  Ben,  I  fell  a  second 
time  amongst  thieves,  and  was  plundered  of  my  all!  " 
^  "  Light  come,  light  go,"  said  Mr.  Limber,  laughing. 

"  Ah!  it  was  no  laughing  matter  for  me,"  observed  Mr. 
Bealby,  "  and  I  was  obliged  to  take  to  something  else. 
Some  little  speculation  which  I  need  not  dwell  upon  —  it 
was  merely  the  exhibition  of  a  sea-serpent,  being  three 
conger-eels  curiously  joined  together  —  produced  me  fifty 
guineas,  and  then  I  resolved  to  turn  curiosity-maker  on  my 
own  account.  I  took  these  rooms,  I  applied  myself  assid- 
uously to  work,  I  invested  my  little  capital,  and  now  that 
I  have  got  my  stock  in  trade  all  in  readiness,  there  comes  a 
lull  in  the  curiosity  market,  things  are  flat,  skeletons  are 
below  par,  old  armour  is  at  a  discount,  there  is  no  briskness 
in  Roman  brickbats,  vessels  from  Herculaneum  are  dull,  and 
nothing  but  that  mummy  appears  to  be  looking  up." 

As  pleasant  a  series  of  adventures  as  ever  one  could 
wish  to  hear,"  said  Ben  Limber.  "  You  are  poor,  and  I  am 
poorer  still;  you  will  have  five  pounds  to-morrow  for  yourself 
out  of  the  twenty,  I  have  not  got  five  pence  and  no  chance  of 
getting  them  either." 

"  Never  mind,  my  boy,"  said  Mr.  Bealby,  "  we  shall  be 
able  to  do  something  together.  There's  always  a  fine  opening 
for  men  of  enterprise  and  talent  in  this  great  metropolis.  And 
I  tell  you  what,  Ben,"  added  the  archaeological  gentleman, 
in  a  tone  of  confidence,  which  was  accompanied  by  a  look 
rendered  all  the  more  mysterious  by  the  influence  of  the 
alcoholic  liquor,  two  chaps  could  work  an  oracle  much 
better  than  one.  I  have  often  felt  the  want  of  a  clever 
partner  or  assistant.  Lord  bless  you!  if  I  had  only  pos- 
sessed such  an  auxiliary  as  yourself,  I  should  have  invented 
and  exhibited  the  perpetual  motion  long  ago.  But  then  where 
the  devil  was  I  to  get  a  trustworthy  fellow  to  turn  the  crank 
in  the  cellar?  " 
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"  True!  "  said  Mr.  Limber;  "  there  are  no  doubt  many 
things  which  two  can  do  together,  but  which  can't  be  ac- 
complished by  one." 

I  have  got  hold  of  a  capital  idea,"  said  Mr.  Bealby, 

but  it  wants  a  little  cash  to  start  it,  —  some  twenty  or 
thirty  pounds  or  so." 

"  Sell  off  the  whole  of  this  trumpery  and  raise  the  coin," 
suggested  Mr.  Limber. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  responded  his  edifying  friend  Mr. 
Bealby,  "  you  require  to  be  enlightened  on  this  point.  These 
things  are  not  worth  eighteenpence,  unless  somebody  takes 
a  fancy  to  them.  Look  at  their  intrinsic  value:  it  is  nothing. 
Send  them  to  an  auction,  or  call  in  a  lot  of  brokers,  and  to 
what  ignominious  nothingness  do  all  my  beautiful  curiosities 
become  reduced.  A  brickbat  is  then  simply  a  brickbat; 
this  corselet,  which  I  declare  to  have  been  worn  by  Sir 
William  Wallace  at  the  battle  of  Falkirk,  turns  out  to  be  a 
horse-guard's  rusty  breastplate,  worth  a  few  pence  as  old 
iron;  that  piece  of  pottery  with  the  handle  broken  off,  and 
with  the  letters  T.  I.  scratched  upon  it,  which  I,  speaking 
archaeologically,  pronounce  to  be  an  ancient  Roman  vessel  of 
the  time  of  the  Emperor  Tiberius,  the  initials  standing  for 
Tiberius  Imperator,  —  that  piece  of  pottery,  I  say,  dwindles 
down  in  a  moment  to  a  vase  pipkin  in  which  some  urchin 
of  modern  times  has  confectioned  hardbake  or  Everton  toffy. 
So  it  is,  my  dear  fellow,  with  the  best  part  of  these  archaeo- 
logical marvels,  with  all  the  quaint  dresses  and  curious  cos- 
tumes; or  at  all  events  auctioneers  and  brokers  are  such 
Goths  and  Vandals  as  to  be  utterly  indifferent  to  the  value 
with  which  antiquity  stamps  them.  In  a  word,  Ben,  barring 
the  mummy  which  is  as  good  as  sold,  I  don't  think  my 
whole  collection,  if  sent  to  the  hammer,  would  fetch  ten 
shillings." 

"  Why  not  invite  a  number  of  your  archaeological  friends 
to  inspect  the  museum,"  asked  Mr.  Limber,  "  and  tell  them 
that  you  want  to  sell  off  in  order  to  make  a  voyage  around 
the  world,  or  take  a  descent  into  Vesuvius,  or  to  plunge  into 
the  Maelstrom  to  see  what  causes  the  whirlpool  —  " 

"  All  this  is  ingenious  enough,  Ben,"  interrupted  Mr.  Bealby, 
"  and  I  honour  you  for  the  inventive  genius  you  have  just 
displayed.  But  the  trick  will  not  take.  I  told  you  just  now 
that  the  curiosity  market  is  as  dull  as  ditch-water,  skeletons 
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are  stagnant,  armour  is  heavy,  and  there  is  no  use  in  trying 
to  create  a  sensation  on  behalf  of  Roman  pottery." 

"  Then  how  is  the  money  to  be  raised?  "  demanded  Ben 
Limber;  "  for  if  this  new  idea  of  yours  is  such  a  good  one  — 
But,  I  say,  we  have  got  to  the  bottom  of  the  bottle,  and 
there  isn't  a  weed  left." 

"  My  credit  is  good  for  a  fresh  supply  of  both,"  answered 
Mr.  Bealby,  "  and  as  we  are  combining  business  with  pleasure, 
we  may  as  well  keep  up  the  discourse  an  hour  or  two  longer. 
I  will  just  run  over  the  way  —  " 

"  I  rather  think  I  will  accompany  you,"  said  Ben  Limber, 
glancing  somewhat  shudderingly  around  toward  the  skeleton 
and  the  mummy.  "  I  don't  exactly  like  the  companionship." 

"  Mr.  Bealby  burst  out  laughing,  and  rising  from  his  seat, 
he  said,  "  Come  along,  Ben.  I've  got  a  latch-key,  and  we  can 
let  ourselves  out  and  in." 

"  Holloa!  what  was  that?  "  asked  Ben  Limber,  turning 
somewhat  pale  as  he  glanced  toward  the  door. 

"  I  heard  nothing,"  responded  Bealby.  "  What  did  you 
fancy  it  to  be?  " 

"  Only  some  strange  noise.   I  say,  who  lodges  overhead?  " 

"  The  landlady  and  the  servant,"  replied  Bealby;  "  but 
they  have  been  in  bed  a  long  time,  and  are  by  no  means 
likely  to  listen.  However  we  shall  soon  see." 

Thus  speaking,  he  opened  the  door,  and  paused  for  a  few 
moments  on  the  threshold,  but  all  was  still. 

"  Come  along,  Ben,"  he  said,  in  a  whispering  tone,  so  as 
not  to  disturb  the  landlady.  "  We  sha'n't  be  many  minutes 
in  obtaining  a  fresh  supply,  and  then  we  can  make  a  regular 
night  of  it." 

The  two  friends  accordingly  stole  gently  down-stairs,  but 
at  the  same  time  footsteps  were  still  more  silently  descending 
from  the  upper  story,  and  the  Burker  made  his  way  into  the 
museum  of  curiosities.  He  had  penetrated  through  an  un- 
occupied attic  into  the  house  and  he  had  been  listening  at  the 
door  to  all  the  latter  part  of  Mr.  Bealby's  discourse.  It 
was  his  temporarily  retreating  footsteps  which  had  alarmed 
Ben  Limber. 

The  Burker  had  heard  sufficient  to  inspire  him  with  the 
hope  that  the  museum  would  furnish  him  with  some  disguise, 
and  now  that  the  coast  was  clear,  he  had  taken  the  liberty  of 
penetrating  into  Mr.   Bealby's   archaeological  sanctuary. 
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Closing  the  doorj  he  was  advancing  into  the  midst  of  the 
encumbering  assemblage  of  goods,  when  he  was  suddenly 
startled  by  the  appearance  of  the  colossal  skeleton.  Seized 
with  dismay,  the  Burker  sank  down  upon  the  seat  which  Mr. 
Bealby  had  recently  occupied,  but  it  was  only  for  an  instant 
that  the  Burker's  consternation  lasted.  He  was  not  the  man 
to  be  long  overpowered  by  such  a  spectacle,  and  starting 
up,  he  muttered  to  himself,  By  jingo!  I  ought  to  be  more 
afeard  of  the  livin'  than  of  the  dead!  " 

He  looked  around  him  in  search  of  some  suitable  disguise, 
but  he  was  bewildered  by  the  variety  of  the  articles  which 
met  his  view,  and  the  confusion  in  which  they  were  amassed 
pell-mell.  He  knew  not  what  course  to  adopt.  To  steal  out 
of  the  house,  dressed  as  he  was,  would  be  to  risk  immediate 
capture,  for  it  was  into  Bow  Street  that  he  would  have  to 
pass.  Every  instant  was  precious;  Bealby  and  his  friend 
would  be  quickly  returning.  Even  if  he  flung  on  some  dis- 
guise selected  from  the  choice  around  him,  he  might  encoun- 
ter them  on  the  stairs,  or  at  the  door,  or  perhaps  in  the  street 
itself,  and  the  archaeologist  would  raise  a  hue  and  cry  at  the 
appearance  of  his  own  property  thus  making  its  escape  on  the 
person  of  a  stranger.  The  position  was  most  critical,  but  a 
thought  struck  the  Burker. 

"  These  chaps  are  as  precious  a  pair  of  rogues  as  ever  one 
would  wish  to  meet,"  he  said  to  himself;  and  then,  hastily 
drawing  from  his  pocket  the  bank-notes  given  him  by  March- 
mont,  he  counted  them  over.  "  Ninety  pounds!  "  he  mu- 
singly ejaculated,  "  and  these  fellers  want  a  matter  of  twenty 
or  thirty.   By  jingo,  it's  my  only  chance!  " 

Scarcely  had  he  arrived  at  this  conclusion  when  he  heard 
the  front  door  open  and  shut,  and  he  at  once  slipped  behind 
the  mandarin's  robe,  which  was  stretched  upon  the  wooden 
frame  in  the  same  way  that  gentlemen's  morning-gowns 
are  displayed  at  the  doors  of  haberdashers'  shops. 

Almost  immediately  afterward  Bealby  and  his  friend  Ben 
Limber  reentered  the  room,  with  a  fresh  supply  of  liquors 
and  cigars.  It  would  seem  that  during  their  absence  some 
further  conversation  on  business  matters  must  have  taken 
place,  for  as  Ben  Limber  threw  himself  down  upon  his  seat, 
he  ejaculated,  "  'Pon  my  soul,  Bealby,  this  new  idea  of  yours 
is  a  capital  one.  What  a  terrible  nuisance  it  would  be  if 
any  one  else  should  take  it  up!  " 
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A  precious  nuisance/'  observed  Bealby,  and  just  for 
the  want  of  about  thirty  pounds  or  so !  I  wish  I  knew  how 
to  get  the  mummy  out  of  the  place  without  the  landlady's 
knowledge,  but  it  is  impossible.  She  has  got  the  eyes  of  a 
lynx,  and  what's  more,  when  she  dunned  me  for  her  rent 
this  afternoon,  I  told  her  that  the  old  gentleman  would  come 
to  buy  the  mummy,  and  she  was  satisfied  with  my  promise 
that  she  should  receive  the  cash  with  her  own  fair  hands." 

It  is  uncommon  provoking,"  said  Ben  Limber,  in  a  tone 
of  deep  annoyance. 

"  Provoking?  I  believe  you,"  rejoined  Bealby.  "  There's 
thousands  to  be  made  by  that  idea  of  mine.  I  would  give 
an3rfehing  to  get  hold  of  a  clear  thirty-pound  note  at  this 
moment,  so  that  we  might  start  fair  and  unshackled;  but 
where  the  deuce  such  a  sum  is  to  be  got  by  anything  like 
honest  means,  I  don't  know." 

Well,  I  say,  Bealby,"  observed  Mr.  Limber,  after  a  few 
minutes'  pause,  during  which  the  process  of  drinking  and 
smoking  went  on,  "  suppose  there  was  any  way  of  raising 
this  money  without  the  strictest  regard  for  what  the  world 
calls  honesty,  what  should  you  say?  Mind,  I  have  no 
settled  plan;  I'm  only  just  thinking  whether  we  ought  to  be 
overnice  and  particular  —  " 

"  Nice  and  particular  indeed!  "  ejaculated  Bealby,  with 
contempt,  "  nothing  of  the  sort.  You  know  enough  of  me, 
and  you've  heard  enough  to-night,  Ben,  to  be  pretty  well 
aware  that  I  shouldn't  stick  at  a  trifle,  but  at  the  same  time, 
my  boy,  I  try  to  steer  clear  of  the  law  as  well  as  I  possibly 
can.  Nice  and  particular  indeed!  Just  to  show  you  how 
nice  and  particular  I  am,  I  shouldn't  mind  accepting  a  loan 
from  that  murderer-fellow  who  was  examined  this  afternoon 
at  the  office  a  few  doors  off." 

"  Which  means,"  observed  Mr.  Limber,  approvingly,  "  that 
you  don't  mind  where  the  deuce  the  money  comes  from,  so 
long  as  it  does  come  somehow  or  another." 

"  You've  just  hit  it,  Ben,"  answered  Mr.  Bealby. 
Well,  then,  genelmen,"  a  voice  was  suddenly  heard  to 
say,  "  I  thinks  as  how  I  can  accommodate  you." 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  alarm  which  sud- 
denly seized  upon  Mr.  Bealby  and  Mr,  Limber  as  this  strange, 
coarse,  uncouth  voice  met  their  ears.  But  with  the  archaeo- 
logical gentleman  this  terror  was  transient  enough,  whereas 
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with  his  more  timid  friend  it  assumed  a  most  ludicrous 
aspect.  With  a  ghastly  pale  countenance,  and  quivering  in 
every  limb,  he  looked  toward  the  skeleton,  thence  his  af- 
frighted glances  travelled  to  the  mummy,  and  he  knew  not 
from  which  the  voice  proceeded,  though  he  was  firmly  im- 
pressed with  the  conviction  that  from  one  or  the  other  of 
those  sources  did  it  emanate.  Mr.  Bealby  started  up  to  see 
what  the  truth  might  really  be,  and  what  intruder  had  found 
his  way  into  his  museum,  when  the  Burker,  thinking  that 
the  lapse  of  nearly  half  a  minute  was  sufficient  to  prepare  the 
gentlemen  for  his  appearance,  slowly  emerged  from  his  hid- 
ing-place. 

Who  the  devil  are  you?  "  demanded  Mr.  Bealby,  not 
exactly  perceiving  sufficient  of  the  individual's  appearance 
to  make  him  suspect  who  he  might  possibly  be,  for  there  was 
but  one  candle  in  the  room,  and  this  was  burning  dimly. 

"  Yes,  who  the  devil  are  you? ''  echoed  Mr.  Limber, 
snatching  up  a  tomahawk  with  one  hand  and  a  Roman 
pipkin  in  the  other. 

"  I'm  a  chap  as  can  let  you  genelmen  have  the  little  matter 
of  thirty  pound  which  you  seems  to  stand  in  need  of,"  and 
as  the  Burker  spoke,  he  advanced  nearer  toward  the  table. 

"A  Jew!"  ejaculated  Bealby.  "And  yet  he  is  not  a 
Jew!  —  Ah!  "  and  a  sudden  suspicion  flashed  to  his  mind. 

"  A  Jew,  and  not  a  Jew?  "  echoed  Mr.  Limber,  at  the 
same  time  smitten  with  the  same  thought;  and  then  he 
shuddered,  and  his  teeth  chattered,  at  the  idea  that  he 
found  himself  in  the  presence  of  the  terrible  Barney  the 
Burker. 

"  Now,  genelmen,  just  keep  your  tongues  quiet,"  said  the 
Burker,  hastily,  "  and  it  will  be  all  the  better  for  you  as 
well  as  for  me.  I'm  just  what  you  take  me  for,  but  here's 
the  thirty  pound  you  say  you  want  and  that  you  don't  care 
a  rap  whence  it  comes  from.  In  return  for  this,  what  I 
require  is  your  assistance  to  help  me  to  escape." 

Limber  sank  with  a  hollow  moan  upon  a  chair,  the  toma- 
hawk dropping  from  his  hand  on  one  side,  the  Roman  pipkin 
on  the  other.  He  looked  aghast.  But  Bealby  was  by  no 
means  affected  in  the  same  sense,  and  he  hastened  to  say, 
"  Don't  be  a  fool.  Limber.  What  is  it  to  us  who  this  fellow 
is?  There's  the  blunt,  and  that's  all  we  care  for.  Gome, 
Ben,"  he  added,  going  straight  up  to  his  friend  and  clutching 
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him  by  the  wrist,  "  don't  be  a  fool,  I  say.  He  can't  eat  us, 
he  doesn't  want  to  do  us  any  harm,  and  if  he  did,  we  are 
two  to  one." 

These  words,  hurriedly  and  whisperingly  spoken,  produced 
a  speedy  effect  upon  Ben  Limber;  they  inspired  him  with 
courage,  for  a  coward  invariably  derives  a  reassuring  sensa- 
tion from  the  fortitude  displayed  by  a  braver  companion. 
Starting  up  to  his  feet,  he  exclaimed,  "  Well,  what  can  we 
do?  " 

"  You  have  escaped,  I  suppose,"  said  Bealby,  turning 
quickly  toward  the  Burker.   "  But  how  did  you  get  in  here?  " 

"I've  broke  out  of  the  cell,  I  climbed  up  a  pipe,  I  got  to 
the  roof  of  this  house,  I  crept  in  at  the  attic  —  " 

"Ah,  the  noise  just  now  upon  the  stairs!"  ejaculated 
Limber. 

"To  be  sure,"  rejoined  the  Burker,  "  that  was  me.  I 
didn't  know  how  to  get  out  of  the  house;  I  was  afeard  of 
wenturing  into  the  street,  'cos  why  it's  infested  by  them  'ere 
waggabones  of  bluebottles.  So  I  listened  at  your  door,  I 
heard  a  good  deal  of  what  you  was  saying  to  each  other.  I 
found  you  was  the  right  sort  of  chaps  to  help  a  poor  devil  in 
a  difficulty,  I  bided  my  time;  you  went  out  to  get  more 
lush,  and  then  —    But,  by  your  leave,  talking  of  lush  — " 

And  the  Burker,  pouring  a  quantity  of  gin  into  a  tumbler, 
drank  it  off  at  a  draught,  his  eyes  scarcely  watering  so  accus- 
tomed was  he  to  the  potent  alcoholic  fluid. 

"  How  can  we  get  the  man  out?  "  asked  Limber  of  his 
friend. 

"  How  long  ago  was  it  you  escaped  from  your  cell?  " 
demanded  Bealby,  quickly. 

"  A  matter  of  three-quarters  of  an  hour,"  responded  the 
Burker,  "  and  there's  every  minute  a  chance  of  the  discovery 
being  made.  If  so,  as  for  going  out  into  the  street  unless 
unkimmon  well  disguised —  But  fust  of  all  give  us  some 
hot  water  to  get  off  this  cussed  beard." 

"  Yes,  at  once,"  answered  Bealby.  "  Now  I  tell  you  what 
must  be  done.  Ben,  my  boy,  stick  your  cigar  in  your  mouth, 
go  and  saunter  down  the  street  toward  the  police  office  and 
the  station,  see  if  there's  anything  strange  going  on  —  But 
stop  one  moment." 

Mr.  Bealby  rushed  to  the  window,  drew  a^ide  the  blinds, 
and  looked  through  the  panes. 
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"  All  seems  quiet,"  he  continued,  returning  from  the  win- 
dow, "  but  we  had  better  make  sure.  You  go,  Ben,  as  I 
have  just  said,  and  keep  out  for  twenty  minutes  or  so, — 
that  is  to  say,  supposing  you  see  nothing  in  the  meantime 
that  looks  suspicious.  But  if  there  is,  then  come  back 
directly  and  tell  us." 

Mr.  Limber  accordingly  lighted  his  cigar,  stuck  his  hat  upon 
his  head  with  a  jaunty,  rakish,  independent  air,  and  flourish- 
ing his  short  cane  (of  the  true  gentish  description),  was  about 
to  issue  from  the  room  when  the  Burker  suddenly  placed  his 
back  against  the  door,  saying  in  his  gruff  voice,  This  is 
all  wery  well,  but  how  the  deuce  do  I  know  what's  the  true 
meaning  of  the  move?  " 

"  I  understand  you,"  observed  Mr.  Bealby,  now  assum- 
ing a  decisive  look  and  tone.  "  You  think  we  mean  to 
betray  you.  Very  well,  take  up  your  bank-notes  and  be 
off." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  Burker,  "  it  wasn't  'andsome  on 
my  part,  I  must  confess  it  wasn't." 

"  You  know,"  rejoined  Bealby,  "  that  if  we  chose  to  open 
this  window  and  raise  an  alarm,  your  capture  would  be 
certain." 

"  Beg  pardon,  genelmen,  for  my  rudeness,"  said  the 
Burker,  "  but  hope  no  offence.  Here's  the  door,  sir,"  and 
he  opened  it  to  afford  egress  to  Mr.  Benjamin  Limber. 

"  Now  drink,"  said  Bealby,  "  and  refresh  yourself,  while 
I  go  down-stairs  and  see  if  there's  any  hot  water  in  the 
boiler.    I  know  there  generally  is." 

Mr.  Barnes  sat  down  and  helped  himself  to  some  more 
spirits,  at  the  same  time  saying  to  himself,  "  Well,  blow  me 
if  all  this  isn't  a  rum  tissue  of  adwentures,  but  luck  seems  to 
be  a-favouring  of  me,  and  I  s'pose  I  shall  get  safe  and  sound 
through  'em." 

In  about  a  couple  of  minutes  Bealby  reappeared,  with  a 
pitcher  of  warm  water,  and  he  then  conducted  the  Burker 
into  a  little  dressing-room  opening  from  the  inner  apartment. 
The  criminal  soon  disencumbered  himself  of  the  beard  and 
the  rest  of  the  false  hair  that  was  upon  his  face,  and  he  felt 
himself  considerably  refreshed. 

"  Now,  sir,  what's  the  next  move? "  he  asked,  as  he 
emerged  from  the  dressing-room. 

"  You  say  you've  climbed  up  the  pipe  and  got  to  the  roof 
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of  this  house/*  asked  Bealby.  "  Do  you  think  there  are  any 
traces  —  " 

Yes,  the  pipe's  all  bended  down/'  responded  the  Bur- 

ker. 

"  Then  takeoff  that  old  black  gabardine  and  give  it  to  me/' 
said  Bealby,  quickly. 

The  Burker,  perceiving  that  his  new  friend  had  all  his 
wits  about  him,  unhesitatingly  complied  with  his  demand. 
Bealby  took  from  amongst  his  miscellaneous  stores  a  quan- 
tity of  very  old  but  very  strong  silken  cord,  and  throwing 
the  Burker's  gabardine  over  his  arm,  he  crept  up-stairs,  hav- 
ing previously  taken  off  his  shoes  so  that  he  might  proceed 
thus  stealthily  and  avoid  disturbing  the  landlady  and  her 
servant.  He  passed  out  of  the  attic  window,  and  peeping 
over  the  parapet,  looked  to  see  whether  all  was  quiet  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  cells  attached  to  the  police  office. 
Satisfied  on  this  point,  Mr.  Bealby  crept  on  to  the  leads  of 
the  next  house,  and  deposited  the  gabardine  there.  He  then 
tied  one  end  of  the  silken  cord  around  a  chimney,  and  flung 
the  rest  over  the  back  part  of  the  house,  so  that  it  hung 
down  into  the  yard  attached  thereto.  Having  done  this, 
which  was  all  the  work  of  but  three  or  four  minutes,  he  re- 
traced his  stealthy  way  to  his  own  apartments.  There  he 
explained  to  the  Burker  what  he  had  done,  adding,  "  And 
now  I  think  the  police,  when  they  discover  your  escape,  will 
be  thrown  completely  off  the  scent." 

"  Well,  blow  me,"  said  the  Burker,  "  if  arter  myself  you 
ain't  one  of  the  cleverest  chaps  in  the  whole  world!  But 
what's  the  next  move?  " 

"  Ah!  now  we  must  hold  a  consultation,"  responded 
Bealby,  "  and  we  have  leisure  to  do  so.  The  trick  I  have 
just  played  will  afford  it  us,  because  whenever  the  hounds 
pursue,  the  scent  is  broken,  or  I  ought  to  say,  turned  into 
the  wrong  channel.  It  will  never  be  suspected  you  are  here. 
You  see  I  am  doing  everything  I  can  to  make  things  right 
for  you,  and  these  bank-notes,"  added  Bealby,  now  taking 
them  up  from  the  table,  "  are  well  earned.'^ 

"  So  they  be,"  said  the  Burker.  "  You're  an  excellent 
sort  of  chap,  and  there's  another  ten-pun'  note  to  add  to 
t'others."  Then  as  he  produced  the  additional  recompense, 
he  thought  to  himself,  "  It  don't  matter  how  much  I  pay  to 
make  things  square  and  get  myself  off;  my  wery  partikler 
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and  intimate  friend  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  must  dub  up 
for  it  all." 

"  I  was  just  thinking/'  said  Bealby,  "  whether  I  could  not 
give  you  some  such  disguise  that  you  might  be  able  to  get 
out  of  the  house  at  once  —  But  here's  Ben  Limber  re- 
turning." 

Mr.  Limber  had  taken  the  latch-key  with  him,  and  he  was 
therefore  enabled  to  let  himself  in.  He  quickly  made  his 
appearance  in  the  room,  and  his  countenance  indicated  that 
he  had  intelligence  of  importance  to  communicate. 

"  The  shindy's  began,"  he  hastily  said,  the  instant  he  had 
closed  the  door  of  the  apartment.  There's  a  running  to 
and  fro  betwixt  the  police  office  and  the  station,  and  I  heard 
one  of  the  constables  say  in  consternation,  '  He  has  es- 
caped! '  " 

"  Then  it  is  out  of  the  question,"  said  Bealby,  addressing 
himself  to  the  Burker,  "  for  you  to  think  of  leaving  this  house 
to-night.  There  will  be  a  strict  watch  throughout  the  entire 
neighbourhood." 

But  how  shall  I  be  better  off  to-morrow,"  demanded 
Barney,  "  than  I  am  to-night?  " 

It  is  very  certain  you  will  not  be  worse  off,"  rejoined 
Bealby,  "  and  it  will  be  very  strange  if  we  cannot  think  of 
some  contrivance  for  your  escape.  Won't  it  be  strange, 
Ben?  " 

I  should  rather  think  it  would,"  ejaculated  Mr.  Limber. 
"  And  yet  I  don't  very  well  see  how  —  " 

"  Well,  I  see  everything,"  cried  Bealby,  as  an  idea  struck 
him;  but  what  this  idea  was  we  need  not  immediately 
explain;  it  will  transpire  presently. 

Meanwhile  the  escape  of  the  Burker  had  been  discovered; 
Ben  Limber's  information  in  this  respect  was  perfectly  ac- 
curate. A  constable  had  visited  the  cell,  —  first  of  all,  how- 
ever, only  opening  the  little  trap-door  and  throwing  the  light 
of  his  bull's-eye  inside.  But  his  astonishment  and  consterna- 
tion, on  perceiving  that  the  prisoner  had  vanished,  may  be 
more  easily  imagined  than  described.  To  raise  an  alarm 
was  his  first  proceeding;  then,  on  being  joined  by  two  or 
three  other  constables,  he  opened  the  door  of  the  cell,  and 
the  truth  became  apparent.  The  mode  of  the  Burker's  es- 
cape was  at  once  evident.  The  inspector  was  speedily 
fetched  from  the  station  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street. 
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and  a  search  throughout  the  neighbourhood  was  ordered. 
Constables  were  despatched  in  every  direction,  while  the  in- 
spector, with  some  of  the  most  intelligent  of  his  acolytes,  lost 
no  time  in  surveying  the  premises  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
the  cells.  Ladders  were  procured;  they  ascended  to  the 
roofs  of  the  adjacent  houses,  the  bent  pipe  was  observed,  and 
though  the  officers  could  scarcely  persuade  themselves  that 
they  had  thus  discovered  the  track  taken  by  the  Burker,  yet 
they  failed  not  to  act  upon  the  suggestion  which  it  might 
seem  to  afford.  By  means  of  the  ladders  they  quickly 
reached  the  top  of  the  house  to  which  that  bent  pipe  led  up, 
and  beneath  the  roof  of  which  the  Burker  was  actually  at 
that  very  moment  concealed.  But  it  was  on  the  roof  of  the 
adjacent  house  that  the  old  Jewish  gabardine  was  discovered, 
and  then  the  inspector  exclaimed,  By  Heaven,  after  all, 
the  fellow  did  climb  up  that  pipe!  " 

Next  the  cord  was  found,  and  the  natural  conclusion  was 
that  it  formed  another  link  in  the  clue  which  the  officers  had 
obtained  to  the  track  taken  by  the  Burker. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  inspector,  there  was  that  flat-roofed 
building  betwixt  the  cells  and  those  yards  down  below,  which 
prevented  the  scoundrel  from  getting  into  them  at  once,  so 
he  had  to  climb  first  of  all  up  to  the  roofs  of  these  houses 
here,  and  then  let  himself  down  by  this  cord  into  the  yard 
below.  But  it  is  no  use  our  remaining  here  to  chatter. 
Down  the  ladders  again,  over  all  those  walls,  and  we  may 
catch  him  yet!  " 

The  descent  was  quickly  made.  One  of  the  constables, 
speeding  back  to  the  police  court,  gave  orders  for  several 
officers  to  institute  a  special  watch  in  Hart  Street,  which  was 
the  quarter  where  it  was  supposed  the  Burker  would  en- 
deavour to  find  a  means  of  making  his  exit.  The  inspector 
and  the  constables  who  remained  with  him  proceeded  to 
examine  all  the  premises  in  the  rear  of  Covent  Garden 
Theatre,  with  the  hope  of  finding  some  fresh  trace  of  the 
prisoner,  but  we  need  hardly  say  without  any  result. 

We  did  not  interrupt  the  thread  of  those  explanations  to 
state,  as  we  must  now  do,  that  the  occupants  of  the  highest 
rooms  of  the  houses  to  the  roofs  of  which  the  constables 
ascended  were  considerably  alarmed,  many  indeed  being 
startled  from  their  slumber,  by  the  heavy  trampling  of  feet 
overhead  as  well  as  by  the  sounds  of  voices.    At  first  there 
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was  an  idea  of  fire,  and  attic  windows  were  thrown  open  in 
consternation  and  dismay;  but  the  constables  speedily  re- 
assured the  frightened  ones  and  made  them  acquainted  with 
^  the  reason  of  so  much  disturbance.  Amongst  the  terrified 
persons  to  whom  we  have  just  alluded  were  the  landlady  and 
the  servant  of  the  house  in  which  Mr.  Bealby  dwelt;  but  on 
receiving  the  intelligence  that  there  was  no  alarm  of  fire,  and 
that  the  constables  were  merely  in  pursuit  of  a  prisoner  who 
had  escaped,  they  retired  to  their  respective  couches  again. 
We  may  add  that  the  drawing-room  story  of  that  house, 
namely,  the  floor  just  under  Mr.  Bealby 's  apartments,  was 
unoccupied  at  the  time;  the  ground  floor  consisted  of  offices 
where  no  person  remained  at  night,  and  thus,  besides  the  land- 
lady and  her  servant,  there  was  nobody  within  the  walls  of  the 
dwelling  to  be  disturbed  by  the  proceedings  of  the  police. 

It  was  now  certain  that  the  whole  neighbourhood  was 
closely  watched  by  constables,  and  it  was  therefore  impos- 
sible for  the  Burker  to  attempt  an  escape.  It  became  abso- 
lutely necessary  for  him  to  remain  in  Bealby's  apartments 
till  the  morning,  when  the  idea  which  the  archaeological 
gentleman  had  already  formed  to  effect  his  safe  issue  might 
be  carried  out.  Mr.  Limber  was  anxious  to  get  away  and 
seek  his  bed  in  an  attic  which  he  occupied  in  some  neighbour- 
hood a  couple  of  miles  off,  but  Bealby  would  not  let  him 
depart. 

"  Deuce  a  bit,  Ben!  "  he  said,  in  a  hurried  whisper  to  his 
friend.  "  You  and  I  must  remain  together  until  this  fellow 
is  safe  out  of  the  house.  Though  I  am  not  afraid  of  him  as 
long  as  I  am  awake,  I  don't  choose  to  stand  the  chance  of 
falling  off  to  sleep  if  left  alone  with  him.  We  will  drink  and 
smoke  till  morning,  Ben." 

Mr.  Bealby  had  found  the  opportunity  of  whispering  these 
few  hasty  words  while  the  Burker  was  paying  his  respects 
to  a  half-quartern  loaf  and  one-third  of  a  Dutch  cheese  which 
had  been  set  before  him,  and  as  many  hours  had  elapsed 
since  food  passed  his  lips,  it  was  with  a  terrific  appetite  that 
he  now  consumed  the  only  fare  which  the  archaeological 
gentleman's  larder  (or  rather  cupboard)  afforded. 

"  Now,"  said  Bealby,  when  Barnes  had  finished  his  meal 
and  had  washed  it  down  with  a  copious  draught  of  gin  and 
water,  "  you  can  step  into  that  back  room,  stretch  yourself 
on  the  sofa,  and  take  a  good  nap.    My  friend  and  I  purpose 
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to  sit  up  for  the  rest  of  the  night.  There  is  every  reason  to 
believe  that  you  are  safe,  and  in  the  morning  we  will  carry 
out  the  idea  which  I  just  now  described." 

The  Burker,  who  had  now  every  possible  reason  to  put 
implicit  faith  in  Mr.  Bealby  and  Ben  Limber,  withdrew  to 
the  sofa,  or,  rather,  the  old  sofa-bedstead  to  which  he  was 
directed  in  the  adjoining  room,  while  the  two  friends  sat 
drinking  and  smoking  in  the  front  apartment. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


THE  mummy's  case 

It  was  about  seven  o'clock  when  the  Burker  awoke  from  a 
deep,  uninterrupted  slumber  of  several  hours,  and  he  found 
his  host  and  Ben  Limber  performing  their  ablutions  in  the 
dressing-room.  These  two  individuals  neither  felt  nor  looked 
any  the  better  for  having  sat  up  drinking  and  smoking  the 
entire  night,  but  the  contact  of  cold  water  refreshed  them 
somewhat.  The  hour  was  approaching  when  the  servant- 
girl  of  the  house  would  enter  to  spread  Mr.  Bealby's  break- 
fast-table, and  he  could  not  possibly  devise  any  excuse  to 
prevent  her  from  thus  coming  in,  or  at  least  it  was  deemed 
advisable  to  avoid  everything  that  might  tend  to  excite 
suspicion. 

The  girl  may  take  it  into  her  head  to  do  out  the  dressing- 
room  while  we  are  getting  breakfast,"  said  Bealby,  "  or  to 
sweep  out  the  inner  room,  or  a  dozen  different  things.  We 
must  dispose  of  you,  somehow  or  another,"  he  added,  turning 
toward  the  Burker. 

Any  way  you  like,  so  as  you  doesn't  give  me  over  to  the 
police,  or  manage  matters  so  bad  that  you  get  me  took 
again." 

"  Don't  be  afraid,"  answered  Bealby.  "  Here,  get  some 
food  at  once,  eat  and  drink.  Now,  Ben,  you  just  stroll  out 
as  if  to  look  at  the  flowers  in  Covent  Garden  Market  before 
breakfast.  You  can  hear  what  is  being  said  about  last 
night's  business,  you  can  buy  a  newspaper,  too,  and  if  you 
come  back  in  about  ten  minutes  our  breakfast  will  be  ready, 
and  I  shall  have  disposed  of  the  Burker  by  some  means 
or  another." 

"  All  right,"  responded  Ben  Limber,  and  he  issued  from 
the  apartment. 
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Now  you  know  the  idea  which  I  explained  last  night," 
said  Bealby,  addressing  himself  to  the  Burker,  who  was  de- 
vouring bread  and  cheese. 

"  About  that  queer-looking  object  which  seems  like  a  man 
that  had  been  dried  with  the  sun  until  he  turned  into  leather? 
Well,"  added  the  Burker,  "  I  recollect  perfectly  that  the  idea 
was  a  good  'un." 

In  five  words  I  will  explain  it  over  again,"  interjected 
Mr.  Bealby.  "  My  landlady  knows  that  the  mummy  is  going 
away  this  morning,  and  so  she  won't  be  surprised  to  see  the 
large  case  sent  out  of  the  house.  You  must  get  into  that 
case  with  the  least  possible  delay,  and  when  Ben  Limber 
comes  back  and  says  that  things  are  all  right  —  I  mean  that 
no  sort  of  suspicion  attaches  itself  to  this  place  —  " 

Deuce  a  bit!  there's  no  suspicion!  "  said  the  Burker, 
"  or  else  the  police  would  be  precious  soon  down  upon  us. 
But  you  was  going  to  say  what  was  to  be  done  when  that 
friend  of  yourn  comes  back." 

"  He  shall  get  a  cart  to  put  the  case  in.  That  case  will 
contain  you,  my  man,  and  then  you  can  be  conveyed  out  of 
London.  That  is  all  I  can  do  for  you,  and  I  suppose  that 
whenever  you  are  free  in  the  open  country  —  " 

"  You  can  leave  me  to  shift  for  myself,"  interjected  the 
Burker.  "  But  there's  just  one  thing  I  should  like  to  know, 
and  this  is  —  " 

"  I  think  I  understand  what  you  mean,"  said  Bealby. 
"  There  will  be  a  driver  to  the  cart,  and  you  do  not  see  how 
he  is  to  be  managed?  Leave  this  to  me.  I  shall  go  with 
him  to  pretend  to  show  him  the  way,  and  also  to  see  that  the 
mummy  is  carefully  delivered.  Don't  be  under  any  appre- 
hension as  to  the  result." 

Not  I  indeed,"  exclaimed  the  Burker,  "  now  that  I  know 
you  are  going  with  the  cart." 

"  Let  us  get  to  work,"  said  Bealby,  "  before  the  servant- 
girl  comes  in.    You  have  done  eating  and  drinking?  " 

The  Burker  answered  in  the  affirmative.  The  mummy 
was  taken  out  of  the  case  and  deposited  in  a  trunk,  where  it 
was  locked  up.  The  case  —  which  indeed  was  an  old  coffin, 
and  of  solid  materials,  but  having  a  glass  door  instead  of  a 
lid  —  was  now  laid  flat  upon  the  floor,  and  Bealby  bade  the 
Burker  enter  it. 

"  But  I  shall  want  a  bit  of  a  disguise,"  said  Barney;  for 
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it's  no  use  turning  me  adrift  only  half-togged  as  I  am.  I 
should  deuced  soon  be  nabbed  by  the  police." 

"  I  had  not  forgotten  all  this/'  replied  Mr.  Bealby,  but 
I  meant  to  take  a  disguise  with  me,  so  that  you  might  put 
it  on  when  emerging  from  the  case.  I  thought  it  would 
make  you  too  big  to  lie  down  in  that  box." 

"  Well,  what  is  it?  "  asked  the  Burker,  sweeping  his  looks 
around  upon  the  various  articles  aggregated  in  that  museum. 

"  What  do  you  say  to  dressing  yourself  up  as  a  poor  Lascar 
sailor?  "  inquired  Mr.  Bealby.  Here's  a  costume,  I  have  a 
dye  for  your  flesh,  a  dye  also  for  your  hair,  and  a  thick  black 
moustache.  And  then,  too,  a  Lascar's  disguise  has  this  ad- 
vantage, that  you  may  pretend  to  be  dumb  if  you  like,  or 
else  not  to  understand  the  English  language,  so  you  don't 
be  compelled  to  speak  to  a  single  soul  that  you  may  happen 
to  encounter.  If  you  don't  like  that  disguise,  I  can  dress 
you  up  as  the  old  Norwood  gipsy  —  " 

"  What,  as  a  o'oman?  "  exclaimed  the  Burker.  "  No,  no, 
none  of  that  'ere!  " 

"  Hush!  not  so  loud.  We  must  not  be  heard  talking  in 
this  room,  because  I  am  supposed  to  be  alone  here." 

"  Well,  I  decide  upon  the  Rascal  sailor,"  said  the  Bur- 
ker. 

"  The  Lascar  sailor,  you  mean,"  observed  Bealby,  with  a 
smile. 

I  dessay  it's  all  the  same,  Lascar  or  Rascal,"  responded 
the  Burker.  "  I  think  I'd  rayther  put  on  the  disguise  at 
once.  I'm  pretty  sure  as  how  I  can  stuff  myself  into  that 
there  box,  and  it  will  save  a  world  of  trouble  when  we  get 
to  the  place  where  you  mean  to  let  me  out." 

"  Good!  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Bealby.  "  Make  haste  and  ap- 
parel yourself.  Here,  let  me  assist  at  the  toilet;  it  will  only 
be  the  work  of  a  few  minutes." 

The  archseological  gentleman  speedily  produced  a  bottle  of 
dye  for  the  complexion,  and  which  figured  in  the  catalogue  of 
his  curiosities  as  an  extraordinary  liquid  which  some  newly 
discovered  tribe  of  Central  South  America  were  accustomed 
to  use  for  staining  their  skins.  He  next  produced  a  hair- 
dye,  which  also  had  its  appropriate  legend  in  the  same  cata- 
logue, and  which  legend  was  about  as  true  as  the  one  attached 
to  the  first-mentioned  pigment.  These  two  dyes  were 
speedily  used  with  such  effect  that  the  Burker's  appearance 
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underwent  a  complete  transformation,  which  was  rendered 
all  the  more  perfect  by  the  jetty  moustache,  artistically 
afiixed,  and  concealing  the  defect  in  the  miscreant's  upper 
lip.  The  Lascar  garb  was  assumed,  and  Mr.  Barnes  felt  him- 
self to  be  a  new  man. 

Benjamin  Limber  now  returned,  with  a  morning  news- 
paper, in  which  there  was  a  paragraph  of  only  a  few  lines  in 
respect  to  the  Burker's  escape;  for  the  lateness  of  the  hour 
at  which  it  had  occurred  prevented  the  penny-a-liner  who 
reported  it  from  entering  more  elaborately  into  detail.  It 
recorded  the  bare  fact,  with  the  addition  that  in  spite  of  all 
the  efforts  of  the  police  the  miscreant  had  not  been  dis- 
covered up  to  the  hour  when  that  paragraph  was  written, 
namely,  at  about  one  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

"  Everybody  is  talking  of  it  in  Covent  Garden  Market," 
observed  Ben  Limber,  "  and  the  general  impression  is  that 
you,  my  man,  must  have  managed  to  get  safe  out  of  London. 
One  thing  is  very  certain,  the  police  are  altogether  off  the 
scent,  for  telegraphic  messages  have  been  despatched  along 
all  the  lines,  and  three  or  four  detectives  have  gone  off  in 
different  directions.  This  is  what  I  heard  in  Covent  Garden, 
and  so  you  see  your  continued  presence  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  scene  of  your  exploit  is  not  suspected." 

"  All  this  is  most  favourable,"  observed  Bealby.  "  And 
now,  my  man,  into  the  box  with  you,  if  you  can  stuff  your- 
self in." 

The  glass  front  opened  like  a  door  or  lid.  Bealby  raised 
it,  and  the  Burker,  assisted  by  Ben  Limber,  laid  himself 
down  in  the  coffin-like  case.  He  completely  filled  it,  and  he 
growlingly  muttered  something  about  "  having  his  limbs 
precious  well  cramped  before  he  got  out  of  that  cussed  box 
again." 

"  At  all  events  it  is  better  than  dancing  upon  nothing," 
observed  Ben  Limber. 

Mr.  Bealby  broke  out  a  small  fragment  of  the  glass  in  one 
corner  of  the  lid,  for  the  purpose  of  letting  in  the  fresh  air; 
then  the  lid  was  closed  and  securely  latched.  A  quantity 
of  old  rusty  green  baize  was  spread  upon  the  floor,  and  while 
Ben  Limber  raised  the  head  of  the  coffin-like  box,  Mr.  Bealby 
proceeded  to  wrap  the  stuff  around  the  case  so  that  it  cov- 
ered the  glass  lid.  A  quantity  of  twine  was  wound  around 
and  around  the  coffin,  in  order  to  keep  the  baize  in  the 
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position  in  which  it  was  folded,  and  thus  far  the  work  was 
complete. 

Now,"  said  Bealby,  "  the  girl  shall  lay  the  breakfast- 
table,  and  I  will  go  and  settle  with  the  landlady,  or  else  I 
know  very  well  she  will  not  let  the  case  go  out  of  the  house." 

But  you  will  be  parting  with  fifteen  pounds?  "  whispered 
Ben  Limber,  with  an  air  of  discontent. 

"I  am  certain  to  sell  the  mummy  for  twenty  pounds  to- 
day," responded  Bealby,  "  and  therefore  in  any  case  I  must 
pay  the  old  woman  her  rent.  Besides,  I  have  forty  pounds 
in  my  pocket,  and  when  I  have  settled  the  rent  we  shall  still 
have  twenty-five  left.  That  fellow  has  got  money,"  added 
Bealby,  drawing  his  friend  Limber  apart,  "  and  I  must  get 
some  more  out  of  him  when  the  moment  of  liberation  comes." 

There  was  now  a  knock  at  the  room  door,  and  the  servant- 
girl  of  the  house  made  her  appearance. 

"  That's  right,  lay  the  breakfast,  Mary,"  said  Mr.  Bealby, 
"  and  be  quick  about  it,  for  I've  got  to  go  out  on  business 
almost  directly.  There's  the  mummy  to  be  taken  to  old 
Mr.  Fossilton's  house  —  '^ 

"  Beg  your  parding,  sir,"  said  a  shrill  voice  of  command 
coming  from  the  passage  outside,  but  nothing  leaves  this 
house  until  my  rent's  paid.  You  know  the  agreement  of 
yesterday,  sir,"  continued  the  landlady,  for  she  was  the 
speaker,  and  she  now  pushed  her  way  past  the  servant-girl 
into  the  room.  "  I  am  to  receive  the  money  when  Mr.  Fos- 
silton  comes,  —  leastways,  fifteen  pounds  of  it,  for  rent  and 
things  which  is  due." 

"  Softly,  softly,  my  good  woman,"  said  Mr.  Bealby,  as- 
suming an  air  of  dignity.  "  You  must  not  treat  people  as 
if  they  were  all  a  pack  of  swindlers." 

"  Swindlers,  forsooth!  "  cried  the  landlady,  who  possessed 
a  very  vixenish  countenance,  and  the  short  tip  of  whose  nose, 
habitually  red  with  drinking,  was  now  still  more  inflamed 
with  passion.  I  don't  like  to  use  a  harsh  term,  sir,  but  you 
yourself  said  it.  I  suppose  now  you  are  going  to  try  and 
chouse  me  out  of  my  rent,  and  to  smuggle  that  there  mummy 
out  of  the  house?  Why,  bless  me,  Mary,  if  it  isn't  packed 
up  all  ready!  "  and  it  was  with  a  perfect  scream  of  rage  that 
the  landlady  vociferated  these  words. 

"Don't  be  foolish,"  exclaimed  Bealby,  "here  is  your 
money."    At  the  same  time  he  produced  the  bundle  of  bank- 


234 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


notes  which  he  had  received  from  the  Burker.  "  My  friend 
Mr.  Limber  brought  me  last  night  a  remittance  that  I  had 
been  expecting,  but  as  you,  my  good  woman,  had  gone  to 
bed  I  did  not  choose  to  disturb  you.'' 

"  Oh,  dear  me,  sir,  it  is  not  of  the  slightest  consequence," 
said  the  landlady,  her  entire  manner  changing  from  enraged 
insolence  to  cringing  servility.  I  hope  I  have  given  no 
offence.  I  knew  the  rent  was  safe.  I  always  said  so  to  you, 
Mary,  didn't  I?  " 

Yes,  ma'am,  to  be  sure,"  responded  the  servant-girl, 
readily  corroborating  her  mistress's  falsehood. 

"  And  I'm  sure,  sir,"  continued  the  landlady,  "  if  I  did 
press  you  for  the  rent,  it  was  only  because  my  landlord  is  so 
very  hard  upon  me  —  " 

"  Well,  well,"  interrupted  Bealby,  who  was  impatient  to 
finish  the  scene,  "  there's  your  money;  you  can  give  me 
the  receipt  presently.  I  say,  Limber,  by  the  bye,"  —  and 
he  turned  toward  his  friend,  —  "  would  you  mind  stepping 
around  into  Covent  Garden  while  Mary  is  getting  breakfast 
ready,  and  just  see  if  you  can  hire  a  cart,  a  light  one,  with 
springs,  you  know,  to  convey  the  mummy  to  Mr.  Fossilton's 
house?  " 

"To  be  sure,"  responded  Limber,  and  off  he  set. 

The  landlady  gathered  up  the  bank-notes  which  Bealby 
had  thrown  down  upon  the  table,  and  with  three  or  four 
curtsies  she  issued  from  the  room,  promising  to  fetch  the 
receipt  as  soon  as  possible.  Mary  continued  her  prepara- 
tions for  the  breakfast,  and  thus  far  things  had  progressed 
comfortably  enough.  The  rent  was  settled,  there  could  be 
no  possible  impediment  to  the  removal  of  the  case,  and  Bealby 
had  purposely  directed  Limber,  in  the  presence  of  the  land- 
lady, to  go  and  fetch  a  cart,  so  that  he  might  have  the  ap- 
pearance of  acting  in  a  perfectly  straightforward  manner, 
without  being  anxious  to  conceal  anything.  But  scarcely 
had  the  landlady  got  down-stairs  when  a  double  knock  at  the 
front  door  caused  her  to  hasten  and  answer  the  summons. 

It  was  an  old  gentleman  of  past  sixty,  to  whom  she  gave 
admittance.  He  was  tall  and  thin,  dressed  in  black,  and 
stooping  slightly.  He  wore  green  glasses  of  the  description 
called  shades,  as  if  for  weak  eyes  or  bad  sight.  He  walked 
with  a  cane;  he  took  a  great  deal  of  snuff,  and  not  in  a  very 
cleanly  manner,  as  his  shirt-frill  indicated.    His  face  was 
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very  thin  and  very  much  wrinkled;  his  features  were  sharp, 
and  he  had  a  habit  of  puckering  up  his  lips  as  he  looked 
steadfastly  at  any  object.  This  was  Mr.  Fossilton,  a  man  of 
deep  learning  in  everything  connected  with  archeology,  and 
of  profound  ignorance  in  everything  that  related  to  all  other 
matters.  He  had  written  elaborate  works  upon  subjects 
which  scarcely  interested  fifty  people  in  the  whole  country, 
but  which  he  fancied  had  an  interest  for  the  entire  world. 
He  could  make  a  speech  of  three  hours'  duration  on  an  old 
pipkin  dug  out,  or  represented  to  have  been  digged  out  of 
Herculaneum,  but  he  could  scarcely  say  three  words  on  any 
topic  which  people  generally  choose  to  converse  upon.  His 
house  was  full  of  curiosities,  or  what  he  believed  to  be  curi- 
osities. He  had  spent  nearly  his  whole  fortune  on  things 
which  he  prized  as  being  of  inestimable  value,  but  for  the 
whole  collection  of  which  no  plodding  matter-of-fact  person 
would  have  given  him  eighteenpence.  Photography,  the 
steam-engine,  the  railway,  the  electric  telegraph,  and  all  the 
brilliant  discoveries  or  inventions  of  modern  science,  were 
with  him  as  nothing  in  comparison  with  broken  old  china, 
bits  of  Roman  cement,  and  other  antique  relics.  He  con- 
sidered it  of  far  greater  importance  to  the  world  to  find  a 
clue  to  the  reading  of  Egyptian-hieroglyphics  than  to  con- 
tribute in  the  slightest  degree  to  the  progress  of  modern 
intelligence.  Such  was  Mr.  Fossilton,  the  type  of  that  class 
who  prefer  groping  their  way  through  the  darkness  of  the 
tombs  and  sepulchres  in  which  antiquity  lies  buried  than  to 
bask  in  the  light  of  the  knowledge  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

Is  Mr.  Bealby  at  home?  "  he  at  once  inquired  of  the 
landlady. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  responded.  Pray  walk  up,  sir;  I  know 
that  he  will  see  you  at  once.  He  has  packed  up  the  mummy 
all  ready  to  send  home  to  your  house." 

"  Capital!  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Fossilton,  with  accents  of  de- 
light. "  To  tell  you  the  truth,  my  dear  madam,  —  knowing 
from  what  you  whispered  to  me  yesterday  how  poor  Bealby 
was  pressed  for  money, — I  was  afraid  that  he  might  go  and 
find  another  customer  for  that  mummy  of  his,  and  I  would 
not  for  the  world  have  let  it  slip  through  my  fingers.  I 
know  it  is  at  least  three  thousand  years  old,  —  the  state  of 
the  wrappers  proves  it." 

Pray  walk  up,  sir;  I  know  Mr.  Bealby  will  be  very  glad 
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to  see  you.  He  has  sent  out  to  hire  a  cart  to  take  the  mummy 
up  to  your  house,"  continued  the  garrulous  landlady.  "  I 
dare  say  it  will  be  here  in  a  few  minutes." 

"  Excellent!  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Fossil  ton.  "  Do  you  know, 
ma'am,  there  is  food  in  that  mummy  —  " 

Food  in  the  mummy,  sir?  "  cried  the  landlady,  almost 
shrieking  out  in  her  astonishment. 

"  I  mean  food  for  the  mind,  my  dear  madam,"  responded 
the  archaeologist,  —  "  food  for  a  disquisition  of  at  least  six 
hours.  Oh,  the  pleasure  of  unfolding  the  wrappings  of  that 
mummy!  But  I  believe  that  I  am  to  hand  over  the  price  to 
you?  " 

"  Well,  not  exactly,  sir,"  replied  the  landlady.  "  Circum- 
stances is  now  changed.  Mr.  Bealby  is  a  very  honourable 
gentleman,  he  has  paid  me  my  rent  —  But  pray  walk  up, 
sir;  he  is  just  going  to  sit  down  to  his  breakfast,  and  his 
friend  Mr.  Limber  —  a  very  nice  young  gentleman,  who 
brought  him  the  money  —  will  be  back  in  a  few  minutes." 

Bealby  had  heard  the  double  knock  at  the  front  door,  and 
at  first  he  had  thought  it  was  Limber,  who  might  have  for- 
gotten to  take  the  latch-key.  But  when  two  or  three  min- 
utes elapsed  and  Ben  did  not  make  his  appearance,  Mr. 
Bealby  began  to  get  uneasy  lest  inquiries  were  being  made 
relative  to  the  Burker.  He  did  not  dare  leave  his  apart- 
ments to  step  out  upon  the  landing  to  listen,  much  less  to 
steal  down-stairs  to  see  who  it  was  because  Mary  was  run- 
ning to  and  fro,  preparing  the  breakfast;  he  knew  her  to  be 
inquisitive,  and  he  feared  that  she  might  be  seized  with  the 
inclination  to  draw  aside  the  green  baize  and  peep  into  the 
coffin-like  box  in  order  to  see  how  the  mummy  looked  when 
l)dng  flat  upon  its  back.  Thus  Bealby  was  kept  in  a  state 
of  anxiety  for  several  minutes,  until  he  at  length  recognized 
the  footsteps  and  then  the  voice  of  Mr.  Fossilton  as  he 
ascended  the  stairs  in  company  with  the  landlady. 

Mr.  Bealby  foresaw  that  he  should  have  some  difficulty  in 
respect  to  this  visit,  for  Fossilton  might  ask  to  have  another 
look  at  the  mummy  before  he  concluded  the  bargain,  or  he 
might  insist  upon  taking  it  away  with  him ;  and  Bealby,  well 
acquainted  with  his  landlady's  garrulous  disposition,  was 
quite  certain  she  had  already  acquainted  him  with  the  sup- 
posed fact  that  the  mummy  was  in  readiness  for  such  im- 
mediate transport  to  its  destination.    However,  Mr.  Bealby 
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hoped  that  the  difficulty  occasioned  by  Fossilton's  visit 
might  be  speedily  surmounted  by  his  own  ready  wit,  and  he 
therefore  prepared  himself  for  the  emergency. 

I  am  sure  I  did  right  to  tell  you  to  walk  up,  sir,"  said 
the  landlady,  who  since  she  had  received  her  rent  was  all 
civility,  and  was  now  prepared  to  make  herself  most  officiously 
obliging.  Mr.  Bealby  will  be  quite  charmed  to  see  you. 
You  will  find  the  mummy  already  packed  up  —  " 

"  Well,  well,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Fossilton,  "  you  have  told 
me  so  two  or  three  times,  and  I  have  no  doubt  it  is  the  case. 
How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Bealby?  " 

"  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  sir?  "  cried  the  younger  archae- 
ologist. "  Pray  walk  in.  Your  visit  is  an  early  one.  I  am 
sorry  to  say  I  am  excessively  busy  just  at  this  moment." 

"  Busy  in  getting  your  breakfast?  "  said  Mr.  Fossilton. 
"  But  that  won't  prevent  us  from  settling  our  little  bargain. 
I  have  brought  the  money,  and  I  understand  your  friend  has 
gone  for  the  cart." 

"  Here  it  is!  "  exclaimed  the  officious  landlady,  rushing 
to  the  window,  as  she  heard  the  sounds  of  the  vehicle  stop- 
ping at  her  front  door. 

Ah!  but  I  have  a  few  other  goods  to  remove  first,"  said 
Mr.  Bealby,  "  and  the  mummy  shall  come  next.  You  need 
not  pay  me  now,  Mr.  Fossilton;  I  will  bring  you  up  the 
mummy  in  the  course  of  the  day,  a  few  hours  indeed  —  " 

"  My  dear  sir,"  interrupted  the  old  archaeologist,  I  have 
set  my  mind  upon  having  it  at  once.  I  have  walked  down 
from  Tavistock  Square  at  this  early  hour  on  purpose  to  see 
you.  You  can  let  me  have  this  cart,  and  your  friend  can 
hire  another." 

"  I  can  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  Mr.  Bealby,  who  was 
getting  uncommonly  anxious,  though  he  dared  not  for  the 
life  of  him  betray  his  uneasiness.  "  I  must  remove  some 
goods  first  —  " 

Stop,  there  is  another  cart,"  ejaculated  the  landlady, 
"  and  it  is  a  man  which  I  know  and  which  sells  pertaties. 
Mary,"  she  shrieked  forth  from  the  landing  to  which  she 
flew,  "  stop  that  pertatie  person,  and  say  I  have  got  him  a 
job." 

What  the  devil  does  all  this  mean?  "  demanded  Ben 
Limber,  as  he  now  made  his  appearance.  "  I  have  hired  a 
cart,  and  made  a  capital  bargain." 


238 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


And  now  there  are  two,"  said  Mr.  Fossil  ton;  "  therefore 
I  may  at  once  take  my  mummy  home.  Here,  Mr.  Bealby, 
is  the  amount  agreed  upon,  twenty  pounds,"  and  the  old 
archaeologist,  producing  his  pocketbook,  drew  forth  the  bank- 
notes from  amidst  a  profusion  of  documents,  all  relating  to 
his  favourite  science,  especially  a  copy  of  a  speech  of  seven 
hours'  duration  which  he  delivered  at  the  last  meeting  of  the 
British  Association  for  the  Advancement  of  Science. 

Ben  Limber  now  understood  it  all,  and  he  perceived  in 
what  an  awkward  dilemma  his  friend  Bealby  appeared  to  be 
placed.  But  Mr.  Bealby  had  by  this  time  made  up  his  mind 
how  to  act,  and  he  therefore  said,  with  great  coolness,  "  Well, 
Mr.  Fossilton,  since  you  are  in  such  a  hurry  to  become  pos- 
sessed of  the  mummy,  we  will  conclude  the  bargain  at  once. 
Here  it  is,"  and  he  opened  the  trunk  to  which  it  had  been 
consigned  on  being  taken  from  the  glass  case. 

Well,  dear  me!  "  exclaimed  the  landlady,  I  thought  it 
was  in  that  package  which  was  already  done  up  to  be  re- 
moved." 

I  wish,  ma'am,"  said  Bealby,  "  you  would  have  the 
goodness  to  leave  me  to  manage  my  own  business." 

"  Oh,  well,  sir,  I'm  sure  I  don't  want  to  interfere,"  said 
the  landlady,  tossing  her  head  indignantly.  "  I  was  only 
helping  to  the  best  of  my  ability:  but  I  hope  I  may  never 
speak  another  word  if  you  didn't  say  just  now,  or  leastways 
give  us  all  to  understand,  that  the  big  package  yonder  —  " 

"  There's  something  strange  in  all  this,"  said  Mr.  Fossilton. 
"  Are  you  sure  it's  the  same  mummy  you  are  now  selling 
me,  —  the  same  that  used  to  stand  in  the  glass  case  —  " 

"  Look  you,  Mr.  Fossilton,"  interrupted  Bealby,  "  a  few 
words  will  explain  it  all.  I  have  got  some  articles  of  a 
delicate  and  peculiar  kind  which  I  have  sold  to  a  gentleman, 
and  I  have  packed  them  up  in  the  glass  case.  For  that 
reason  I  put  the  mummy  into  the  trunk.  Your  profound 
knowledge  will  show  you  that  it  is  the  same  mummy.  Here 
it  is,  with  its  wrappers,  —  I  forget  how  many  years  old  you 
pronounced  it  to  be." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  who  in  the  mean- 
time had  been  carefully  examining  the  mummy  through  his 
green  glasses,  "  it  certainly  does  seem  the  same;  it  is  no 
doubt  all  right.  And  now  let  it  be  conveyed  in  that  trunk. 
Here,  ma'am,"  said  Bealby,  thus  hastily  whispering  to 
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his  landlady,  "  just  give  the  potato  person,  as  you  called 
him,  a  little  drop  of  gin  to  drink,  as  it  was  very  civil  on  his 
part  to  stop  when  Mary  called  him,"  and  he  thrust  a  shilling 
into  the  woman's  hand. 

She  sped  away  to  give  one  drop  of  gin  to  the  potato 
person,  and  bestow  half  a  dozen  upon  herself.  A  cord  was 
put  around  the  trunk,  and  Limber  assisted  by  Mary,  con- 
veyed it  down-stairs,  old  Mr.  Fossilton  following.  The  in- 
stant they  were  gone,  Bealby  closed  the  door,  and  hastening 
to  pull  aside  a  portion  of  the  green  baize,  he  whisperingly 
asked,  "  Are  you  all  right?    Have  you  got  enough  air?  " 

Blow  me,"  growled  the  Burker,  "  if  I  could  have  fore- 
seen there  was  a-going  to  be  such  a  precious  shindy  as  all 
this  —  " 

"  Well,  never  mind,  everything  will  be  all  right,"  answered 
Bealby.  "  We  will  soon  get  you  down  into  the  other  cart; 
I  shall  drive  off  with  you,  in  half  an  hour  the  open  fields 
will  be  gained  beyond  Holloway,  and  then  you  will  be  free 
as  air." 

"  Make  haste  then,"  said  the  Burker  from  the  depth  of 
the  coffin-like  box,  "  for  I'm  so  preciously  squeeged  and 
scrouged  up  here,  I  don't  think  as  how  I  shall  ever  get  the 
use  of  my  limbs  again." 

Bealby  sped  to  the  window,  and  looking  out,  saw  that  the 
trunk  containing  the  mummy  was  just  being  consigned  to  the 
cart  driven  by  the  potato  person,  as  the  landlady  most 
elegantly  called  him.  Old  Mr.  Fossilton  was  helped  up  by 
Ben  Limber  into  the  vehicle,  and  seating  himself  upon  the 
trunk,  he  took  a  huge  pinch  of  snuff  in  complacent  and  satis- 
factory anticipation  of  the  pleasure  he  was  shortly  to  enjoy 
in  unrolling  the  bandages  which  for  three  thousand  years,  as 
he  thought,  had  enveloped  his  precious  acquisition. 

The  potato  person  whipped  the  horse,  the  animal  started 
off,  but  unfortunately  at  that  very  instant  the  rod  or  bar 
which  kept  the  body  of  the  cart  tight  down  upon  the  shafts 
accidentally  came  out.  Up  tilted  the  cart,  and  lo  and  be- 
hold! trunk,  archaeologist,  and  potato  person  were  all  pitched 
backward  into  the  street.  The  cord  fastening  the  trunk 
either  snapped  or  became  untied,  and  out  rolled  the  mummy. 
Mr.  Bealby  beheld  the  accident  from  his  window,  and  gave 
vent  to  an  ejaculation  of  mingled  rage  and  disappointment. 

A  crowd  instantaneously  collected,  and  as  Mr.  Fossilton 
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raised  himself  up  with  difficulty  from  the  stones  on  which 
he  had  been  so  rudely  flung,  he  thrust  his  elbow  into  the 
mummy's  mouth,  and  sent  the  hideous  looking  apology  for  a 
face  crashing  in. 

"  My  eyes,  here's  a  go! "  shouted  a  man  from  the  market, 
with  half  a  dozen  ropes  of  onions  pendant  to  a  stout  stick 
over  his  shoulder,  and  a  short  clay  pipe  in  his  mouth. 

"  Hooray!  "  vociferated  another  individual  from  the  same 
precincts,  and  who  bore  a  basket  of  cabbages  upon  his  head. 

But  those  who  were  nearest  to  the  scene  of  the  accident 
looked  on  with  mingled  dismay  and  horror,  for  the  first 
glimpse  they  had  caught  of  the  hideous  shape,  as  it  rolled 
out  of  the  trunk,  naturally  inspired  those  feelings. 

"  My  mummy  —  O  my  poor  mummy!  "  moaned  Mr.  Fos- 
silton,  who  was  reduced  to  despair. 

^'  What's  the  old  genelman  a  saying?  "  asked  a  ragged  boy 
of  a  dilapidated  costermonger. 

Vy,  don't  you  hear?  "  was  the  response;  he's  a  calling 
out  for  his  mammy." 

"  My  eyes!  "  cried  another;  "  he's  rayther  an  old  boy  to  be 
afeard  that  his  mother  should  know  he's  out,"  and  this  jest 
was  received  with  uproarious  laughter. 

"  It's  his  mummy,  you  fool,"  said  a  somewhat  superior 
species  of  the  market  population,  for  the  speaker  had  on 
some  great  holiday  visited  a  museum  of  curiosities.  "  That's 
a  mummy,  —  most  likely  a  King  of  Egypt,  which  died  three 
or  four  thousand  years  ago  and  was  preserved  in  bandages 
just  as  you  preserve  inguns  in  vinegar." 

"  A  mummy  indeed,"  said  a  man,  with  a  leathern  apron 
on,  who  having  emerged  from  the  nearest  public-house  had 
worked  his  way  through  the  crowd  with  the  well-meant  pur- 
pose of  rendering  his  assistance.  "  A  rum-looking  mummy 
this  here.    It's  uncommon  like  leather." 

Thus  speaking,  the  aproned  individual  took  up  a  piece  of 
the  smashed  countenance,  and  first  breaking  it  into  minuter 
fragments,  he  put  a  morsel  between  his  teeth. 

Oh,  the  cannibal!  Blowed  if  he  ain't  eating  the 
mummy,"  ejaculated  several  voices,  and  the  foremost  of  the 
crowd  gazed  with  a  kind  of  awe-felt  curiosity  upon  the 
mummy,  and  with  mingled  surprise  and  disgust  upon  the 
man  in  the  leathern  apron. 

"  Mummy  indeed,"  exclaimed  this  individual,  scornfully. 
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"  I  s'pose  you'll  tell  me  next  that  I  don't  know  what  leather 
is.  I  haven't  been  a  cobbler  for  these  twenty-three  years 
without  knowing  summut  about  the  article  I  works  with." 

"  Leather,"  cried  the  indignant  Mr.  Fossil  ton,  forgetting 
his  accident,  forgetting  the  crowd,  forgetting  the  public  place 
in  which  the  scene  was  occurring,  —  forgetting  indeed  every- 
thing except  the  sense  of  insult  he  was  now  smarting  under 
at  the  idea  of  the  gross  manner  in  which  the  reputation  of 
his  mummy  was  assailed.  "  Leather?  I  tell  you  that  this 
is  a  mummy,  —  the  corpse  of  some  distinguished  person  of 
an  ancient  age,  three  thousand  years  old  if  it's  a  single  day, 
and  that  I'll  swear  by  the  wrappings.  I  am  ashamed  of  you, 
my  man.  If  it  were  an  old  shoe  on  which  you  were  called 
to  pass  an  opinion,  it  would  be  all  very  well." 

"  Three  thousand  year  old  —  stuff  and  nonsense,"  ejacu- 
lated the  cobbler  disdainfully.  "  I  tell  you  it's  leather,  — 
burnt,  scorched,  or  something —  And,  by  jingo!  if  I  don't 
think  it's  some  that  I  sold  a  genelman  which  lives  up  there 
in  the  second  story  of  that  there  house,  and  which  is  knowed 
to  be  uncommon  clever  at  getting  up  these  here  sort  of 
things." 

At  this  crisis  Mr.  Limber,  who  had  hitherto  remained  upon 
the  spot  to  listen  to  what  was  taking  place  was  seized  with 
a  panic,  and  he  sped  away  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry 
him.  The  unfortunate  archaeologist  Mr.  Fossilton  began  to 
look  terribly  crestfallen.  He  stooped  down,  took  another 
green  view  of  the  mummy  through  his  glasses,  then  pulled 
off  the  glasses  themselves,  and  examined  it  more  closely 
with  his  naked  eyes.  He  could  no  longer  conceal  from  him- 
self that  he  had  been  grossly  deceived.  If  the  accident  had 
not  occurred  to  the  mummy,  breaking  a  portion  of  it,  and 
thus  showing  of  what  it  was  composed,  the  probability  is  the 
cheat  never  would  have  been  discovered,  and  Mr.  Fossilton 
would  have  gone  down  to  his  grave  in  the  happy  conviction 
that  he  died  in  possession  of  a  human  relic  thirty  centuries 
of  age.  But  now  unfortunately  the  delusion  was  dissipated, 
the  vision  was  dispelled,  and  this  learned  archaeologist  found 
that  he  had  given  twenty  pounds  for  the  mere  purpose  of 
being  egregiously  laughed  at,  jeered,  gibed,  joked,  and 
taunted  by  a  motley  crowd  of  some  two  hundred  persons. 

His  orders  were  quickly  issued  to  the  driver  of  the  cart, 
or  the  potato  person,  as  Mr.  Bealby's  landlady  politely  and 
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courteously  designated  him.  The  mummy  was  thrust  back 
into  the  trunk,  the  trunk  was  taken  upon  the  shoulders  of 
the  potato  person,  who,  preceded  by  the  indignant  Mr.  Fos- 
silton,  began  to  ascend  the  stairs  toward  Mr.  Bealby's  apart- 
ments. 

The  little  scene  which  we  have  described  from  the  moment 
of  the  tilting  up  of  the  cart,  to  that  when  the  unfortunate 
mummy  was  being  borne  back  to  him  who  had  manufactured 
and  vended  it,  occupied  about  five  minutes.  Let  us  see  what 
in  the  interim  had  taken  place  in  the  apartments  of  Bealby 
himself. 

From  his  window  the  fabricator  of  curiosities  had  observed 
the  catastrophe,  and  he  had  seen  the  cobbler  emerge  from 
the  public-house.  In  him  he  recognized  the  very  man  of 
whom  he  had  bought  the  old  leather  which  formed  one  of 
the  component  parts  of  the  mummy.  Then  he  perceived  his 
friend  Mr.  Benjamin  Limber  vanishing  from  the  scene,  and 
he  felt  convinced  that  some  disturbance  would  ensue. 

"  Deuce  take  it!  "  he  exclaimed,  retreating  from  the  win- 
dow, and  hastening  back  to  the  case  in  which  the  Burker 
was  confined.  "  Here's  an  accident.  The  cart  has  upset, 
the  mummy  has  tumbled  out  —  I  think  the  trick  is  dis- 
covered." 

"  What  trick?  "  exclaimed  the  Burker,  with  so  sudden  a 
start,  convulsively  given  inside  the  case,  that  it  was  a  wonder 
he  did  not  smash  the  glass  lid  above  him. 

"  Nothing  about  you,"  replied  Bealby,  hastily.  "  That 
cursed  mummy  I  mean!  "  and  back  again  he  ran  to  the 
window.  "  As  I  live,  that  old  scoundrel  Fossil  ton  is  having 
the  mummy  brought  back.  I  shall  be  compelled  to  disgorge 
the  twenty  pounds." 

"  I  say,"  vociferated  the  Burker  from  the  glass  case,  "  I've 
had  enough  of  this  —  I  can  stand  it  no  longer.  Just  let  me 
out.  My  limbs  is  all  cramped,  a  hundred  million  needles  and 
pins  is  a  pricking  my  feet.  Let  me  out,  I  say,  or  I  shall  be 
sufficated." 

Stop!  an  idea  strikes  me,"  ejaculated  Bealby.  "  What 
if  I  get  old  Fossil  ton  to  take  you  off  to  his  house  —  But  no; 
it  will  never  do." 

"  And  why  not?  "  asked  the  Burker.  Blowed  if  I  don't 
think  it's  the  best  thing  to  be  done.  Just  leave  me  to 
manage  the  old  rogue  when  I  do  get  to  his  house  —  " 
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"  No,  no/'  responded  Bealby;  "  no  harm  —  no  violence." 
"  Nonsense.    I'll  only  frighten  him  out  of  his  life  —  " 
"  It  must  be  so,"  said  Bealby.    "  Hush!  they  are  mount- 
ing the  stairs,"  —  and  he  turned  to  meet  the  indignant 
archaeologist,  whose  cane  was  fiercely  tapping  every  step  as 
he  led  the  way  to  the  second  story. 


CHAPTER  XX 


THE  ARCH^OLOGIST 

The  landlady,  who  had  been  standing  at  her  front  door  to 
look  at  the  accident,  the  crowd,  and  the  disturbance,  made 
way  for  Mr.  Fossilton  and  the  potato  person  to  enter.  Then, 
closing  the  door  in  the  face  of  the  crowd  that  came  to  peep 
in  with  intense  curiosity,  she  followed  the  enraged  archaeolo- 
gist and  the  bearer  of  the  trunk  up  the  stairs,  not  rightly 
comprehending  what  had  taken  place,  and  therefore  all  the 
more  anxious  to  push  herself  into  Bealby's  apartments. 

"  Here,  sir,  is  a  pretty  trick  you've  played  me,"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Fossilton,  as  he  entered  Bealby's  front  room. 

"  One  word,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  ready-witted  Mr. 
Bealby.  "  Here  are  your  bank-notes,  but  just  allow  me  to 
explain  myself,  and  if  my  explanation  is  not  satisfactory, 
you  can  take  your  money  and  be  off  with  you.  Here,  you 
man,  put  down  that  trunk  —  there's  half  a  crown  for  you  — 
and  take  yourself  off  with  your  cart.  Just  have  the  kindness 
to  tell  that  other  carter  who  is  waiting,  to  remain  yet  a  little 
while,  and  I  will  settle  with  him  also." 

Mr.  Bealby  issued  his  instructions  with  much  composure 
and  self-possession;  the  trunk  containing  the  unfortunate 
mummy  was  deposited  upon  the  floor,  the  potato  person 
touched  his  hat  for  the  half-crown,  and  took  his  departure. 

"  Now,  my  dear  ma'am,"  said  Bealby  to  the  landlady, 
thrusting  another  shilling  into  her  hand,  "  just  get  something 
to  comfort  you  after  all  this  disturbance,  and  leave  me  to 
explain  matters  to  my  friend  Mr.  Fossilton." 

The  landlady  accordingly  vanished;  the  door  was  closed, 
and  the  old  archaeologist,  assuming  a  peremptory  air,  said, 
"  Now,  Mr.  Bealby,  for  these  explanations." 

"  They  are  speedily  given,"  was  Bealby's  ready  response. 
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It  is  all  nonsense  about  crying  down  the  mummy,  and  all 
falsehood  that  the  cobbler  told  you,  just  because  I  happened 
to  owe  him  for  a  pair  of  shoes.  Pray  don't  interrupt  me. 
I  see  that  you  think  the  mummy  to  be  worthless;  you  are 
prejudiced  —  Well,  let  it  be  granted  that  it  is  an  imposture. 
I  at  least  took  it  for  a  genuine  article.  However,  it  was  not 
the  one  you  were  going  to  have  sent  up  to  you  —  " 

"  How?    What  do  you  mean?  "  demanded  Mr.  Fossilton. 

"  You  bought  the  mummy  in  the  glass  case,  and  there  it  is, 
ready  packed  to  be  sent  to  you.  I  said  so  from  the  very 
first  — '' 

Ah!  but  you  afterward  denied  it,''  said  Mr.  Fossilton; 
you  told  me  likewise  you  had  packed  other  things  in  the 
glass  case  —  " 

"  All  nonsense  on  my  part,"  ejaculated  Bealby.  "  You 
saw  that  young  gentleman  who  was  with  me,  —  the  one  who 
went  and  fetched  the  cart?  Well,  he  came  to  buy  a  mummy, 
—  this  was  last  night,  —  he  took  a  fancy  to  the  one  in  the 
glass  case,  and  offered  me  fifty  pounds  for  it.  I  agreed,  but 
I  did  not  mean  to  let  him  have  it;  I  intended  it  all  along 
for  you.  I  meant  to  give  him  another,  —  in  short,  that  very 
one  that  the  hubbub  has  just  been  about.  But  he  came 
early  this  morning  to  secure  his  bargain,  you  came  shortly 
after,  you  both  bewildered  and  confused  me  —  I  scarcely 
knew  how  to  act  —  " 

Ah,  ha,"  said  Mr.  Fossilton,  "  I  begin  to  understand! 
So  the  real  mummy  —  my  mummy  —  is  ii.  that  glass  case 
after  all?  " 

"  Yes,  and  you  may  take  it  away  with  you  at  once,"  said 
Bealby;  "  the  cart  is  at  the  door.  Stop!  there's  no  need  to 
go  peeping  through  the  baize.  Here's  your  twenty  pounds, 
examine  the  mummy  as  much  as  you  like  when  you  get  it 
home  at  your  own  house,  consult  all  your  friends,  and  if  I 
have  deceived  you,  tell  me  I'm  a  rogue.  But  if  not,  send 
me  the  money  by  post,  or  by  hand,  or  bring  it  to  me,  — 
anything  you  like,  only  be  quick  and  let  us  make  an  end  of 
the  business." 

Mr.  Fossilton  evidently  thought  this  a  very  fair,  candid, 
and  straightforward  proposal.  He  therefore  took  back  the 
bank-notes  from  Mr.  Bealby,  and  said,  "  Well,  I  accept  the 
arrangement.  You  know  I  am  a  man  of  honour,  if  the 
mummy  suits,  I  will  pay  you." 
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"  Good/'  ejaculated  Mr.  Bealby,  "  that  will  do.  I  mean 
to  accompany  you  to  your  own  house,  just  to  see  the  case 
safely  delivered,  and  assure  myself  that  there  is  no  further 
accident.  Have  the  kindness  to  call  over  the  landing  for 
Mary,  that  she  may  bid  the  carter  come  up  and  help  me  down 
with  the  package." 

Mr.  Fossilton  did  as  he  was  desired,  and  Mr.  Bealby, 
hastily  approaching  the  case,  whispered  through  the  hole  in 
the  glass  lid,  "  It  is  all  right." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  growled  the  Burker  from  within. 

Bealby  gave  a  last  look,  but  a  careful  and  scrutinizing  one 
at  the  green  baize  and  the  cordage,  to  assure  himself  that  the 
box  was  completely  enveloped  in  the  wrapper.  A  few  mo- 
ments afterward  the  man  whose  cart  had  been  hired  by  Ben 
Limber  made  his  appearance  in  the  room.  He  was  a  strong 
burly  fellow,  and  by  his  stalwart  limbs,  his  broad  shoulders 
and  capacious  chest,  seemed  quite  capable  of  carrying  the 
package  without  any  assistance.  Therefore,  when  Mr.  Bealby 
lent  his  succour,  the  carter  did  not  complain  of  the  weight, 
although  the  Burker  was  assuredly  not  the  lightest  individual 
in  existence. 

You  see,"  said  Bealby,  as  they  descended  the  stairs, 
"  the  box  containing  this  mummy  is  lined  with  tin,  which 
makes  it  heavy,  for  I  don't  suppose  the  mummy  itself  weighs 
above  half  a  dozen  pounds,  wrappers  and  all." 

"  Lord  bless  you,  sir!  the  weight's  nothing,"  responded 
the  carter.  "  If  you  worked  in  Common  Garden,  as  I  do,  and 
had  to  carry  a  vaggin-load  of  taters,  or  cabbages,  or  what- 
not, upon  your  shoulders  at  times  when  unloadin'  the 
market-carts,  you  wouldn't  talk  about  this  here  package 
being  heavy." 

"  Well,  I  am  glad  you  do  not  complain,"  said  Mr.  Bealby, 

and  if  you  are  very  careful  in  the  business,  and  don't 
disturb  this  green  baize  at  all,  or  let  the  air  get  into  the  box, 
you  shall  have  an  extra  crown  for  your  trouble." 

This  assurance  greatly  delighted  the  carter,  and  he 
resolved  by  his  carefulness  to  win  the  present  which  was 
thus  promised.  The  front  door  was  opened;  the  crowd 
had  by  this  time  dispersed,  with  the  impression  that  there 
was  nothing  more  to  see,  and  Mr.  Bealby  had  the  supreme 
satisfaction  of  beholding  the  package  safely  consigned 
to  the  cart. 
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"  Do  you  mean  to  go  with  us?  "  he  hastily  demanded  of 
Mr.  Fossilton. 

To  be  sure,"  responded  the  archaeologist,  who  would 
not  for  the  world  lose  sight  of  the  precious  object  which 
had  already  cost  him  so  much  trouble. 

"  Then  jump  up.  Be  quick  about  it/'  said  Mr.  Bealby, 
*'  and  let  us  be  off,  or  else  we  shall  have  more  loiterers 
collecting  in  the  hope  of  beholding  another  accident." 

The  cart  drove  away,  and  Mr.  Bealby  began  to  breathe 
more  freely.  He  had  succeeded  in  getting  the  Burker  out 
of  his  house,  and  this  was  a  most  important  achievement 
after  all  the  adverse  circumstances  which  had  occurred. 
For  he  knew  perfectly  well  that  if  it  were  discovered  that 
he  had  harboured  the  escaped  murderer,  he  would  have 
drawn  down  upon  his  own  head  the  vengeance  of  the  law. 
How  the  Burker  might  presently  extricate  himself  from  the 
embarrassing  position  in  which  he  would  be  placed,  when 
Fossilton  should  proceed  to  take  off  the  green  baize  wrapper, 
was  a  subject  of  comparative  indifference  with  Mr.  Bealby, 
for  he  was  resolved  in  his  own  mind  not  to  return  to  his 
lodging  until  by  some  means  or  another  he  should  be  satis- 
fied that  the  adventure  issued  in  a  way  which  was  not 
likely  to  compromise  himself. 

Mr.  Fossilton's  house  in  Tavistock  Square  was  reached 
in  safety.  The  old  gentleman  was  a  bachelor;  he  kept  but 
two  servants,  —  one  being  a  cook,  who  was  more  ancient, 
more  blind,  and  more  deaf  than  himself,  the  other  being  a 
country  girl  who  acted  as  housemaid,  and  who  being  in- 
experienced in  London  life  was  devoid  of  any  impertinent 
curiosity.  There  was  a  side  entrance  to  Mr.  Fossilton's 
abode,  and  it  was  here  that  the  cart  halted.  The  package  was 
safely  conveyed  into  a  room  on  the  ground  floor,  which 
served  as  the  archaeologist's  museum,  the  carter  was 
liberally  remunerated  according  to  promise,  Mr.  Bealby 
lost  not  an  instant  in  taking  himself  off,  and  Mr.  Fossilton 
was  now  left  alone  with  the  baize-covered  package,  which 
had  been  deposited  upon  the  floor  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 

First  of  all  locking  the  door,  so  that  he  might  not  be 
disturbed  by  the  entrance  of  any  of  those  archaeological 
friends  who  were  in  the  habit  of  frequently  dropping  in 
to  discuss  the  very  interesting  and  useful  subjects  to  which 
they  so  wisely  devoted  the  whole  attention  and  business  of 
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their  lives,  Mr.  Fossilton  took  a  knife  and  proceeded  deliber- 
ately to  cut  the  cords  which  retained  the  green  baize  so 
closely  wrapped  around  the  glass  case.  Then  he  took  a 
pair  of  scissors,  and  began  to  cut  away  the  green  baize 
from  the  top;  because,  inasmuch  as  it  was  folded  two  or 
three  times  around  the  case,  he  would  have  had  to  lift  the 
case  itself  to  remove  the  baize  unless  he  adopted  this  shorter 
and  easier  plan  of  cutting  it.  He  was  very  careful  in  the 
operation,  for  fear  of  breaking  the  glass  lid,  and,  as  the 
reader  will  comprehend,  when  he  had  cut  one  fold  length- 
ways, he  had  to  do  precisely  the  same  to  each  successive 
layer  of  the  enveloping  cloth.  Proceeding  thus  deliberately, 
Mr.  Fossilton  did  not  choose  to  take  a  peep  into  the  case 
until  the  proper  moment  should  arrive,  when  he  could  at  one 
glance  embrace  the  entire  contents  therof.  He  did  not 
wish  to  anticipate  the  pleasure  which  he  jflattered  himself 
he  was  about  to  enjoy.  Thus  slowly  and  gradually  did 
he  prosecute  his  work,  in  a  methodical  manner,  until  the 
last  fold  of  the  wrapper  was  cut  through,  and  the  whole  of 
the  baize  fell  away  from  the  lid  of  the  box. 

"  Dear  me!  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Fossilton,  and  he  peered 
in  mingle  astonishment  and  dismay  over  the  object  which 
now  met  his  view.  "  This  is  very  strange,  very  strange 
indeed!     Why  —  how  —  what  —  eh?" 

It  certainly  did  not  look  like  a  mummy.  The  dress  was 
white,  there  was  a  sort  of  turban  on  the  head,  the  com- 
plexion of  the  individual  was  quite  dark,  there  was  a  mous- 
tache upon  the  lip.  Surely  this  was  no  mummy!  And 
yet  what  else  could  it  be?  The  eyelids  were  closed;  motion- 
less as  the  dead  lay  the  Burker. 

Mr.  Fossilton  stooped  lower  down,  and  looked  closer  and 
closer  into  the  case,  or  rather  we  should  say,  through  the 
glass  lid.  If  this  were  a  mummy  it  was  the  most  extraordi- 
nary one,  as  well  as  the  freshest,  he  had  ever  seen.  Had 
Bealby  deceived  him?  No,  this  was  scarcely  possible,  be- 
cause he  had  given  him  back  his  money,  he  had  left  himself 
at  his  mercy  in  respect  to  payment;  everything  seemed 
quite  honourable,  straightforward,  and  proper  on  that  in- 
dividual's part.  Ah!  a  sudden  thought  struck  Mr.  Fossilton. 
Mr.  Bealby  had  prepared  for  him  a  great  surprise.  How 
kind  of  Bealby,  how  good  of  him!  Doubtless  it  was  some 
wondrous  novelty  in  the  sphere  of  what  we  may  term 
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mummyism,  which  through  the  agency  of  that  same  excel- 
lent Mr.  Bealby  had  now  fallen  into  his  hands.  Enraptured 
with  the  thought,  Mr.  Fossilton  opened  the  glass  case,  and 
was  in  the  act  of  stretching  forward  his  hand  to  touch 
the  countenance  of  the  supposed  mummy,  when  the  Burker 
suddenly  opened  his  eyes  and  raised  himself  to  a  sitting 
posture. 

It  was  not  exactly  terror  which  seized  upon  Mr.  Fossilton; 
it  was  a  general  stupefaction,  a  paralysis  of  the  senses, 
which,  without  absolutely  depriving  him  of  his  consciousness 
made  him  sink  down  upon  a  seat  and  gaze  through  his 
green  spectacles,  as  well  as  open-mouthed,  upon  this  ex- 
traordinary proceeding. 

Don't  be  afeard,  old  genelman;  I  ain't  agoing  to  eat 
you,"  said  the  Burker,  as  he  now  endeavoured  to  rise  up 
completely  from  the  interior  of  the  case;  but  the  task  was 
a  difficult  one,  his  limbs  being  horribly  cramped.  "  Well, 
I'm  bio  wed  if  this  here  ain't  pleasant,  cuss  it!  " 

Mr.  Fossilton  groaned,  but  did  not  move  one  hair's 
breadth  more  than  if  he  had  been  a  veritable  statue,  or 
one  of  his  own  petrifactions  placed  in  that  chair. 

"  Well,  I'm  sniggered  if  this  ain't  a  pretty  job!  "  con- 
tinued the  Burker,  growling  savagely;  to  get  one's  legs 
as  palsied  as  if  they  was  frozen,  blow  me,  it  beats  the  gallows, 
beats  it  hollow!  " 

Here  Mr.  Fossilton,  abruptly  seized  with  the  terrifying 
effect  of  a  complete  and  utter  revulsion  of  feelings,  sprang 
from  his  seat  and  darted  toward  the  door.  The  sense  of 
sudden  and  frightful  danger  to  which  he  thus  became 
exposed  acted  like  galvanism  upon  the  Burker,  and  rush- 
ing after  the  archaeologist,  he  grasped  him  violently  by  the 
arm. 

"  Hold  your  tongue!  Don't  cry  out,  don't  say  a  single 
word!  "  growled  the  Burker,  "  or  by  jingo  I'll  do  for  you! 
I'll  cook  your  goose  in  a  jiffy!  " 

Thus  speaking,  he  at  the  same  instant  snatched  up  an 
old  rusty  sword  which  lay  upon  a  shelf  close  at  hand,  and 
which  was  supposed  to  have  been  the  one  wielded  by  Edward 
the  First  at  the  Battle  of  Falkirk, —  or  at  least,  such  was 
the  assurance  given  some  time  ago  by  Mr.  Bealby  when 
he  sold  the  curious  weapon  to  its  present  owner. 

"  What  would  you  do,  unhappy  man?  "  asked  Fossilton, 
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trembling  with  mingled  alarm  and  horror.  "  You  would 
not  murder  me?  No  —  no  —  you  —  you  —  you  —  would 
not  mur  —  ur  —  ur  —  der  me?  " 

"  No,  not  if  you  keep  quiet/'  responded  the  Burker. 
*'  I'm  as  innocent  as  a  young  lambkin  which  skips  in  the 
fields,  when  folks  let  me  alone." 

"  But  who  are  you?  What  does  all  this  mean?  "  asked 
the  bewildered  Fossil  ton.  "  You  are  dressed  like  a  Lascar, 
but  you  speak  English,  if  not  exactly  with  the  purity  of 
Bunyan's  style,  at  all  events  with  a  certain  facility," 

"  Leave  Corn  and  Bunion  to  theirselves,"  said  the  Burker, 
"  and  now  just  listen  to  me.  There,  you^d  better  sit  down 
again,  sir;  you're  all  over  in  a  tremble  and  quiver,  and 
shivery  shakey  like.  Come,  sit  down,  I  say,  d'ye  hear?  It's 
no  use  your  keeping  near  this  door." 

"  Well,  well,  what  do  you  want,  who  are  you,  and  what 
does  all  this  mean? "  inquired  the  archaeologist,  whose 
mingled  bewilderment,  terror,  and  dismay  defy  all  power 
of  description. 

"  Now  there's  no  use  in  shuffling  about  with  the  question," 
said  the  miscreant;  and  planting  himself  opposite  the  mis- 
erable archaeologist,  who  had  again  sank  down  into  a  chair, 
he  added,  in  a  cool,  independent  manner,  I  suppose, 
you've  heerd  tell  of  one  Mr.  Barnes,  better  knowed  as 
the  Burker?  " 

"Good  heavens!  the  murderer?"  ejaculated  Fossil  ton, 
faintly. 

"  Well,  you  may  call  him  that  if  you  like,"  proceeded 
the  ruffian,  but  here  he  stands  in  his  own  precious  identity 
afore  you.  Not  another  word,  old  genelman!  Dare  to 
cry  out,  and  I  split  your  head  open!  There  now,  be  quiet, 
like  a  good  old  man,  and  no  harm  will  happen.  I'm  going 
to  take  my  leave  of  you  in  a  few  minutes,  and  I  don't  think 
the  parting  will  be  wery  distressing  for  either  of  us." 

Mr.  Fossil  ton  looked  as  if  he  entertained  precisely  the 
same  view,  and  as  if  the  speedier  the  separation  took  place 
the  better  he  should  be  pleased. 

"  Now,  you  see,  my  fine  old  feller,"  continued  Barnes, 
"  it  won't  do  for  you  to  say  a  single  word  about  this  here 
business;  'cos  why,  if  you  gives  information,  and  if  I'm 
took  on  account  of  it,  I  shall  wery  coolly  say  that  you  was 
in  the  trick  with  Bealby  to  get  me  out  of  my  trouble,  but 
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that  you  arterward  turned  around  upon  me,  'cos  why  I 
didn't  come  up  to  the  mark  in  the  cash  department." 

"  Good  heavens!  what  a  distressing  position  for  a  man 
like  me  to  be  placed  in!  "  moaned  the  miserable  archaeologist, 
giving  way  to  his  lamentations.  "  Miserable  position! 
miserable,  miserable!  " 

" Not  a  bit  on't,"  replied  the  Burker.  "All  you've  got  to 
do  is  to  hold  your  tongue,  and  nobody  will  be  the  wiser." 

"  Well,  I  won't  say  a  word,  don't  be  afraid,  but  for 
Heaven's  sake  go!  "  said  Mr.  Fossil  ton,  imploringly.  "  Go, 
and  I  will  forget  that  you  have  ever  been  here,  that  I  have 
ever  seen  you.  But  if  this  isn't  the  last  time  that  I  bargain 
for  mummies." 

"  To  be  sure!  You'll  know  a  trick  worth  two  of  that," 
ejaculated  the  Burker,  with  a  chuckling  laugh.  "  Now 
just  let  me  sit  down  and  write  a  bit  of  a  note,  and  then  I'll 
take  myself  off." 

The  miserable  archaeologist  pointed  to  a  table  on  which 
there  were  writing  materials;  the  Burker  coolly  seated 
himself,  and  proceeded  to  commit  a  few  lines  to  paper. 
Though  the  billet  was  short,  yet  the  process  of  writing 
it  was  somewhat  a  tedious  one,  inasmuch  as  Barney  was 
a  very  indifferent  penman,  and  thus,  during  the  ten  minutes 
he  was  engaged  with  his  correspondence,  Mr.  Fossil  ton 
sat  in  a  perfect  agony  of  dread  and  horror.  To  be  there 
with  a  murderer,  there  with  one  who  might  suddenly  turn 
around  and  murder  him,  the  thought  was  hideous.  The 
poor  archaeologist's  brain  was  in  a  perfect  whirl,  and  he 
bitterly  repented  his  dealings  with  Mr.  Bealby.  But  the 
Burker  really  had  no  intention  of  harming  the  old  man; 
he  saw  that  it  was  easy  to  intimidate  him,  and  that  the 
effect  of  this  intimidation  would  not  speedily  wear  off. 

The  note  was  concluded;  it  was  folded  up,  sealed,  and 
duly  addressed  to  the  personage  for  whom  it  was  intended, 
and  the  Burker  secured  it  about  his  person.  Then  rising 
from  his  seat,  he  surveyed  himself  in  a  looking-glass,  and 
he  felt  convinced  that  his  present  disguise  of  a  Lascar  was, 
if  anything,  more  perfect  than  even  that  of  a  Jew  which  he 
had  so  recently  worn. 

"  Now,  you  understand,  old  genelman,"  he  said,  turn- 
ing toward  the  archaeologist,  "  the  conditions  on  which 
we  separate.   You  hold  your  tongue  about  me,  and  I  shall 
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hold  my  tongue  about  you.  But  if  so  be  you  take  any 
step  to  put  the  police  on  my  track,  I'll  tell  such  a  pack 
of  lies  when  brought  up  before  the  beak  as  shall  get  you 
lagged  —  that's  transported,  I  mean  —  for  harbouring  a 
chap  in  my  position.  So  now  you  know.  Is  it  a  bargain, 
or  is  it  not?  " 

"  It  is,  it  is! "  replied  the  trembling  archaeologist. 
"  Heaven  knows  I  want  to  wash  my  hands  of  this  business. 
There,  there,  my  good  man  —  not  my  good  man  —  my 
man,  I  mean  —  anything  you  like  to  call  yourself  —  there's 
a  five-pound  note  for  you  —  and  pray  take  yourself  off." 

"  Thankee  kindly,  sir,"  responded  the  Burker,  who 
beheld  in  this  little  incident  an  additional  proof  of  Mr.  Fos- 
silton's  utter  timidity  and  of  his  anxiety  to  hush  up  the 
matter  as  soon  as  possible.    "  Good-bye,  sir." 

Thereupon  the  Burker  unlocked  the  door,  issued  from 
the  room,  let  himself  out  by  the  side  entrance,  and  gained 
the  street. 


CHAPTER  XXI 


RESPECTABILITY 

The  scene  now  shifts  to  a  very  elegant  suburban  residence 
on  Brixton  Hill.  It  was  a  villa,  not  very  spacious,  but 
genteel  in  its  exterior,  commodious  and  beautifully  ap- 
pointed internally.  It  stood  in  the  midst  of  a  well  laid 
out  garden,  in  which  there  were  hothouses  and  conservatories, 
while  the  occupation  of  a  groom  who  was  engaged  in  wash- 
ing a  handsome  carriage  of  the  description  known  as  a 
clarence  seemed  to  proclaim  that  the  occupant  of  the  villa 
must  be  in  very  easy  circumstances.  And  such  was  the 
case,  for  this  beautiful  suburban  residence  was  the  one 
to  which  Madame  Angelique  had  retired  about  a  week 
back,  after  having  broken  up  her  establishment  in  one 
of  the  fashionable  quarters  of  London. 

It  was  about  the  hour  of  noon,  and  Madame  Angelique 
was  reclining  upon  the  sofa  in  a  beautifully  furnished  par- 
lour, with  a  number  of  French  newspapers  and  fashion- 
books  scattered  around  her.  She  was  dressed  in  an  elegant 
deshabille,  which  however  would  have  rather  become  a 
young  lady  of  between  twenty  and  thirty  than  an  elderly 
dame  of  about  fifty.  But  then  she  wore  it  with  such  an 
exquisite  Parisian  coquetry,  and  the  beautiful  French  cap 
so  completely  concealed  the  false  front  which  Madame 
Angelique  wore,  the  rouge  and  the  pearl-powder,  too,  were 
so  artistically  laid  on,  the  brilliant  set  of  teeth  looked  so 
perfectly  natural,  and  did  such  infinite  credit  to  the  Parisian 
dentist  who  made  them,  that  Madame  Angelique  might 
certainly  have  passed  herself  off  as  being  ten  years  younger 
than  she  really  was. 

A  loud  knock  at  the  door  presently  made  her  lay  aside 
the  French  fashion-book  which  she  was  reading  at  the 
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moment,  for  though  she  had  given  up  her  trade  of  milliner, 
together  with  the  more  questionable  one  which  she  had 
conjointly  carried  on,  yet  she  continued  to  experience 
a  lively  curiosity  in  everything  which  regarded  the  newest 
modes  for  ladies'  apparel.  The  window  of  the  parlour  in 
which  she  was  seated  commanded  a  view  of  the  projecting 
portico  of  her  villa-residence,  so  she  rose  from  her  seat 
and  just  peeped  between  the  muslin  curtains  to  see  who 
the  visitor  might  be. 

"  Shadbolt!  "  she  half-ejaculated,  and  an  expression  of 
annoyance  flitted  over  her  countenance.  "  This  man  will 
prove  an  extortioner,"  she  continued,  musing  to  herself, 

I  see  that  he  will  —  if  I  let  him.  But  I  must  extricate 
myself  from  his  clutches.  Nevertheless,  the  fellow  has 
hitherto  been  useful  —  " 

At  this  moment  the  parlour  door  was  thrown  open, 
and  a  neatly  attired,  coquettish-looking  female  servant, 
with  very  pretty  features,  duly  announced  Mr.  Shadbolt. 
This  individual  was  dressed  in  what  both  himself  and  his 
tailor  meant  to  be  the  very  extreme  of  fashion,  but  the 
natural  vulgarity  of  the  man  marred  all  the  effect  which 
exquisitely  cut  garments  would  otherwise  have  produced. 
He  wore  a  profusion  of  jewelry;  indeed  it  would  seem  as 
if  he  had  studied  every  possible  means  of  crowding  gold 
chains  and  other  trinkets  about  his  person.  He  affected 
a  half-rakish,  half-jaunty  air,  as  if  he  were  perfectly  satisfied 
with  the  style  in  which  he  was  thus  playing,  or  shall  we 
say  aping  the  West  End  gentleman. 

"  Well,  my  dear  madam,"  he  said,  throwing  himself  upon 
the  sofa,  near  the  retired  milliner,  how  do  you  get  on  in 
your  new  abode?  " 

"  Having  only  been  here  a  few  days,"  responded  Madame 
Angelique,  I  cannot  as  yet  say  much  about  it,  but  I  have 
every  reason  to  believe  that  I  shall  like  it." 

"  Well,  I  think  I  am  a  little  too  early  for  lunch,"  said 
Mr.  Shadbolt,  taking  a  gold  watch  from  his  pocket,  "  so 
we  will  have  a  little  chat  upon  business  before  the  tray  is 
brought  up." 

"  What  business  can  you  have  to  talk  to  me  upon?  " 
inquired  Madame  Angelique.  "  Now  that  those  girls  are 
fully  disposed  of  —  " 

"  Ah,  was  not  all  that  capitally  managed?  "  ejaculated 
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Shadbolt,  with  a  loud,  hilarious  laugh.  "  That  was  my 
idea,  and  it  was  I  also  who  found  Cartwright  to  carry  out 
the  business." 

"  Yes,  there  is  no  denying  that  the  affair  was  capitally 
managed,"  said  Madame  Angelique.      But  —  " 

"  Ah,  Cartwright  is  a  clever  fellow,  is  he  not?  "  proceeded 
the  visitor.  "  In  some  respects  he  beats  honest  Ike  Shad- 
bolt.  Only  think  of  that  young  fool  Augustus  Softly  marry- 
ing Armantine,  and  being  so  eager  to  display  the  certifi- 
cate to  Cartwright  the  next  time  he  called." 

"  Well,  Armantine  is  excellently  provided  for,  at  least 
for  the  present,"  observed  Madame  Angelique.  She 
will  of  course  ruin  Softly  in  process  of  time." 

"  Oh,  that's  a  matter  of  course!  "  ejaculated  Shadbolt, 
with  another  hilarious  laugh.  "  But  I'm  sure  I  don't  know 
which  to  admire  most,  the  way  in  which  Cartwright  managed 
with  that  fool  Softly  in  respect  to  Armantine,  or  the  manner 
in  which  he  dealt  with  old  Lord  Wenham  in  respect  to 
Eglantine.  At  all  events  we  have  done  well  for  the  two 
girls.  Armantine  is  married  to  an  honourable.  Eglantine 
to  a  lord.  And  as  for  Linda,  she  is  happy  enough  with 
Cartwright  himself.  Ah!  but  you  should  have  seen  that 
miserable  fellow  Choker's  countenance  when  I  personated 
Mr.  Downy  of  the  firm  of  Catchflat,  Sharply,  Rumrig  & 
Co.—" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  Madame  Angelique,  rather 
impatiently,  but  we  have  discussed  all  these  subjects 
before." 

"  Yes,  and  we  have  divided  the  spoil  too,"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Shadbolt  with  a  laugh.  "  I  must  say  that  Armantine 
came  down  very  handsome  with  five  hundred  pounds  the 
moment  she  had  married  Softly,  and  Eglantine  with  five 
hundred  also  when  she  became  Lady  Wenham.  But  it 
was  also  generous  on  our  part  to  let  Cartwright  keep  all 
he  got  by  Linda  for  himself,  you  and  me  remaining  content 
with  five  hundred  apiece,  the  very  identical  sums  we  got 
from  the  girls  —  I  suppose  we  must  now  call  them  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Softly  and  Lady  Wenham.  Nothing  like 
speaking  respectfully  of  ladies  in  high  condition,"  and 
again  Mr.  Isaac  Shadbolt  laughed  hilariously. 

And  you  have  made  a  good  use  of  your  share  of  the 
money,  as  well  as  of  all  the  other  little  emoluments  you 
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have  derived  from  your  acquaintance  with  me/'  and  as 
Madame  Angelique  thus  spoke,  she  slowly  surveyed  the 
well-dressed,  gem-bedizened  person  of  Mr.  Shadbolt. 

"To  be  sure,  to  be  sure!"  said  this  individual,  com- 
placently playing  with  the  watch-chain  which  festooned 
over  his  silk  waistcoat.  "  But  now  to  business.  It  is  my 
intention  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines,  strike  while 
the  iron  is  hot.  That  is  the  invariable  maxim  of  honest 
Ike  Shadbolt,  and  it  is  one  to  be  followed  by  all  sensible 
people." 

"  What  do  you  mean? "  asked  Madame  Angelique. 
"Of  course  you  cannot  suppose  —  " 

"That  I  am  to  prey  upon  your  purse?  "  interrupted  Mr. 
Shadbolt.  "Certainly  not.  Ah!  you  see  that  I  under- 
stood what  was  passing  in  your  mind.  But  come,  don't 
be  alarmed;  it  is  all  fair  and  aboveboard.  Do  you  not 
recollect  that  when  you  were  going  to  give  up  the  millinery 
establishment  I  said  I  would  put  you  up  to  making  a  little 
money  in  other  ways?  " 

"  I  recollect  perfectly,"  answered  Madame  Angelique, 
"  but  I  thought  when  we  had  accomplished  all  those  things 
in  respect  to  Armantine,  Eglantine,  and  Linda  —  " 

"  That  my  inventive  genius  was  exhausted?  Nothing  of 
the  sort.  It  only  shows  how  little  you  really  know  of  honest 
Ike  Shadbolt.  Bless  you,  my  dear  madam,  I  am  up  to 
a  trick  or  two  I  can  assure  you,"  and  he  winked  most  know- 
ingly. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  mean?  "  asked  the  Frenchwoman 
impatiently.    "  I  wish  you  would  come  to  the  point." 

"  During  your  time,"  proceeded  Mr.  Shadbolt,  "  I  mean 
while  you  have  been  in  business,  you  have  been  enabled  to 
oblige  countless  numbers  of  great  and  wealthy  persons, 
both  male  and  female.  I  mean,  in  plain  terms,  that  many 
lords,  ladies,  and  gentlefolks  have  seen  the  interior  of 
your  private  rooms  at  the  fashionable  establishment  which 
you  have  just  given  up,  eh?  " 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Madame  Angelique.  "  And  what 
then?    What  do  you  mean  me  to  understand?  " 

"  You  shall  soon  see,"  continued  her  visitor,  "  and  then 
you  will  form  a  still  higher  opinion  of  your  obedient  humble 
servant,  Isaac  Shadbolt,  Esquire.  Please  to  listen  at- 
tentively.   At  this  fashionable  house  of  yours  there  have 
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been  wives  who  did  not  come  there  to  meet  their  hus- 
bands, and  there  have  been  unmarried  ladies  who  did  not 
afterward  marry  the  lovers  whom  they  met  there,  but 
who  have  since  been  conducted  to  the  altar  by  credulous 
ones  who  little  suspected  their  antecedents.  Is  not  all 
this  true?  " 

Very  true,"  responded  Madame  Angelique.  "  And  now 
I  see  what  you  are  driving  at  — 

"  Stop,  let  me  finish,  and  we  will  debate  upon  the  subject. 
You  must  be  aware,  with  a  little  reflection,  that  in  having 
accommodated  so  many  different  ladies  and  gentlemen 
you  established  everlasting  claims  upon  their  gratitude, 
and  which  claims,  my  dear  madam,"  added  Shadbolt, 
significantly,  "  they  will  not  dare  to  ignore.  I  tell  you 
what  you  must  do.  Just  make  out  a  list  of  some  ten  or 
a  dozen  of  the  ladies  who  are  thus  indebted  to  you,  so  that 
we  may  hold  a  committee  of  ways  and  means  and  vote 
the  amount  which  each  lady  is  to  contribute  to  our  treasury. 
Then  I  tell  you  how  we'll  manage  it.  You  shall  write  a 
sweet  pretty  little  note,  pink  paper,  scented,  folded  into 
three-cornered  shape,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  and  you 
will  say  in  each  note  something  to  the  following  effect: 
*  Madame  Angelique,  having  retired  from  business,  re- 
spectfully solicits  the  earliest  convenient  settlement  of 
Lady  So  and  So's  account,  £474,  as  per  bill  delivered. 
Madame  Angelique  begs  to  add  that  she  has  placed  her 
outstanding  accounts  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Isaac  Shadbolt, 
who  will  save  her  ladyship  the  trouble  of  sending  to  Brixton 
Hill  by  personally  waiting  on  her  ladyship  at  So  and  So 
Mansion.'  There,  what  do  you  think  of  that?  "  exclaimed 
Shadbolt,  triumphantly. 

"  None  of  these  ladies  owe  me  anything  at  all,"  responded 
Madame  Angelique.    "  They  have  all  paid  me." 

"  I  know  that  very  well,"  said  Shadbolt,  "  and  you  know 
equally  well  that  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  case.  You 
write  the  billets,  let  me  take  them,  and  you  will  very  soon 
see  if  in  every  instance  I  do  not  obtain  the  money.  If 
any  indignation  is  shown,  I  shall  very  soon  give  the  fair 
ones  to  understand  that  it  is  a  bribe  for  your  secrecy  in 
respect  to  their  former  doings  at  your  house.  In  short, 
it  is  a  genteel  and  pleasant  little  mode  of  extortion  which 
they  cannot  possibly  resist." 
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Madame  Angelique  reflected  for  some  moments,  and 
then  she  said,    I  would  rather  not  do  it,  much  rather  not." 

Oh,  I  understand,"  cried  her  visitor,  petulantly,  you 
have  not  sufficient  confidence  in  honest  Ike  Shadbolt? 
You  think  that  when  I  once  get  hold  of  the  money  I  shall 
use  the  last  syllable  of  my  name,  which  means  bolt.  But 
there's  nothing  of  the  sort  to  be  feared.  Honour  amongst 
—  ahem!  I  mean  honour  betwixt  Madame  Angelique  and 
honest  Ike  Shadbolt." 

"  Still  I  would  rather  not,"  answered  the  retired  milliner. 

"How  ridiculous!"  ejaculated  Shadbolt.  "You  know 
that  you  can  trust  me.  Besides,  give  me  one  little  billet 
at  a  time,  and  as  I  bring  back  the  cash  to  be  divided,  you 
can  give  me  another." 

"  You  do  not  understand  my  objection,"  said  Madame 
Angelique.  "  The  truth  is  that  my  late  business  was  nearly 
getting  me  into  such  serious  trouble  —  as  no  one  better 
knows  than  yourself  —  that  when  I  settled  down  here  at 
this  villa  I  made  up  my  mind  to  lead  a  quiet  life  and  avoid 
everything  that  could  possibly  involve  me  in  difficulties 
for  the  future." 

"  But  there  is  no  chance  of  trouble  in  what  I  propose," 
persisted  Shadbolt.    "  The  proceeding  —  " 

"  It  is  extortion,  or  attempted  extortion,  or  whatever 
the  English  laws  call  it,"  observed  Madame  Angelique. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it.  Suppose,  for  instance,  a  lady  defies  you, 
takes  the  high  ground,  says  that  she  owes  you  nothing, 
that  she  can  produce  your  receipts,  and  that  she  does  not 
understand  the  nature  of  the  threats  held  out  through 
me.  Well,  if  we  really  see  that  the  game  can't  be  played 
in  that  quarter,  an  apology  must  be  made.  *  Madame 
Angelique  presents  her  compliments  to  Lady  So  and  So, 
and  deeply  regrets  that  a  mistake  should  have  been  made 
in  respect  to  her  ladyship's  account,  which  was  entirely 
owing  to  an  erroneous  entry  in  Madame  Angelique's  books 
but  which  is  now  completely  rectified.'  What  can  be  better 
than  that?" 

"  This  does  indeed  look  feasible,"  said  Madame  Angelique, 
"  but  I  will  think  over  it.  There  is  no  hurry  for  a  day  or 
two;  I  will  let  you  know." 

"Good!"  said  Shadbolt.  "There  is,  as  you  say,  no 
hurry  in  the  matter.    And  now  I'll  ring  for  lunch." 
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With  that  free-and-easy,  independent  manner  which 
characterized  him  Mr.  Isaac  Shadbolt  pulled  the  bell,  and 
when  the  pretty  maid  servant  answered  the  summons, 
he  said,  "  Your  mistress  wants  you  to  bring  up  lunch, 
my  dear." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  and  the  girl  was  about  to  retire. 

"  Stop  one  moment,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Shadbolt.  "  Bring 
up  everything  cold  there  is  in  the  larder,  so  that  I  can 
take  my  choice,  and  some  bottled  stout,  —  port  and  sherry, 
of  course,  —  and  I  don't  mind  having  a  glass  or  two  of 
that  fine  old  Madeira." 

"  Bring  up  the  tray,  Jane,  as  usual,"  said  Madame  An- 
gelique,  thus  addressing  herself  to  the  servant  and  cutting 
short  her  visitor's  multifarious  orders.  "  Mr.  Shadbolt," 
she  continued,  when  the  maid  servant  had  withdrawn,  "  I 
must  beg  of  you  to  let  me  be  the  mistress  of  my  own  house. 
You  are  very  welcome  to  visit  me,  and  if  we  enter  into 
that  business  of  which  we  were  just  now  talking,  it  will  be 
necessary  that  you  should  call  frequently.  But  you  must  not 
usurp  an  authority  within  these  walls;  you  would  compro- 
mise me  seriously.  Pray  bear  in  mind  that  I  have  got  an 
entirely  new  set  of  servants,  —  none  of  those  that  I  had  at 
the  other  establishment.  All  they  know  of  me  is  that  I 
am  Madame  Angelique,  the  fashionable  milliner,  who  has 
retired  from  business  on  a  fortune." 

"  And  quite  enough  for  them  to  know.  Depend  upon 
it,  my  dear  madam,  you  shall  never  be  compromised  by 
honest  Ike  Shadbolt." 

"  I  hope  not,"  responded  the  Frenchwoman,  emphatic- 
ally. "  There  is  not  a  soul  in  the  neighbourhood  who 
suspects  that  there  was  anything  wrong  in  that  establish- 
ment of  mine.  The  clergyman  has  already  left  his  card, 
two  or  three  good  families  have  likewise  called  — " 

"  Then  you  will  be  giving  a  party  soon,"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Shadbolt,  "  and  I  shall  be  master  of  the  ceremonies. 
By  the  bye,  that  is  an  uncommon  pretty  girl,  the  parlour- 
maid, I  mean." 

"  I  hope  you  will  not  speak  to  her  familiarly,  nor  look 
at  her  insolently,"  said  Madame  Angelique,  with  grave  and 
serious  demeanour. 

"  No,  no,  my  dear  madam,"  responded  Shadbolt.  "  I 
do  not  forget  that  you  have  grown  respectable.    Ah!  it's 
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a  capital  thing  to  become  respectable,  and  settle  down 
in  a  respectable  neighbourhood,  and  be  visited  by  respectable 
families,  and  go  to  the  Protestant  church  or  the  Catholic 
chapel  in  a  respectable  way  on  Sundays  —  Ah,  by  the 
bye,  if  I  were  you,  my  dear  madam,  I  would  come  the 
church  dodge;  there's  nothing  like  the  church  dodge.  Be 
sure  to  hire  a  pew,  go  to  church  regularly,  and  if  you  can 
snivel  a  little  bit  in  the  middle  of  the  sermon,  —  of  course 
choosing  the  proper  part,  —  your  respectability  is  estab- 
lished." 

Madame  Angelique  could  not  help  smiling  at  this  tirade 
into  which  Mr.  Isaac  Shadbolt  launched  forth,  and  she 
said,  "  Well,  then,  if  you  are  so  very  anxious  that  I  should 
keep  myself  respectable,  pray  do  your  best  to  keep  up 
my  respectability.   Don't  call  the  servant-girl  '  my  dear.'  " 

"  Nor  yet  chuck  her  under  the  chin,"  added  Mr.  Shad- 
bolt. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you've  done  it?  "  cried  the 
Frenchwoman  in  alarm. 

Done  it?  Oh,  dear  me,  no,  not  for  the  world!  Be- 
sides, the  girl  is  too  ready  with  her  hand  in  slapping  one's 
face." 

"  Then  you  have  taken  liberties  with  her,"  exclaimed 
Madame  Angelique.    "  Now  really  this  is  too  bad." 

Pray  don't  entertain  such  an  evil  opinion  of  your  de- 
voted friend  honest  Ike  Shadbolt.  I  only  meant  that  she 
looks  like  a  girl  who  would  slap  a  fellow's  face —  But 
hush,  mum!  —  here  she  is!  " 

The  lunch  was  accordingly  brought  in,  and  it  was  now 
quite  edifying  to  observe  the  curious  manner  in  which  Mr. 
Shadbolt  endeavoured  to  look  grave,  serious,  and  well- 
conducted,  pursing  up  his  mouth,  and  only  furtively  leering 
from  the  corner  of  his  eyes  at  Madame  Angelique  and 
Jane  to  mark  the  effect  which  he  produced.  When  the 
pretty  maid  servant  had  retired,  he  indemnified  himself 
for  three  minutes'  seriousness  by  five  minutes'  laughter, 
and  then  he  began  to  pay  his  respects  to  the  cold  chicken, 
the  ham,  and  the  Madeira. 

"  Talking  about  respectability,"  continued  Mr.  Shadbolt, 

I  highly  approve  of  your  determination  to  maintain 
that  respectability  here.  People  in  a  certain  class  of  life 
can't  get  on  without  it.    Take  your  grocer,  for  instance, 
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who  all  the  week  has  been  selling  sugar  mixed  with  sand, 
sloe  leaves  for  tea,  chicory  for  coffee,  turmeric  for  mustard, 
ground  bones  for  arrowroot,  and  every  other  kind  of  abomi- 
nation, but  he  goes  to  church  on  Sunday,  and  is,  of  course, 
a  most  respectable  man.  It  is  the  same  with  everything 
else.'' 

"  No  doubt,"  said  Madame  Angelique,  again  smiling. 

"  But  I  tell  you  what  I  should  advise  you  to  do,"  re- 
sumed Shadbolt.  "  Just  send  a  twenty-pound  note  to 
some  missionary  society,  —  that  one  of  Choker's,  for  in- 
stance." 

"  No,  I  am  not  quite  such  a  fool  as  all  that,"  replied  Ma- 
dame Angelique.  "  I  think  I  shall  establish  my  respectabil- 
ity in  this  neighbourhood  on  a  very  sure  basis  without  any 
such  ridiculous  proceeding.  By  the  bye,  I  was  going  to 
ask  you — " 

"  Ask  me  anything,  my  dear  madame,"  interjected 
Shadbolt,  "  except  to  give  up  this  bottle  of  Madeira  until 
I  have  sent  the  last  glass  of  it  down  my  throat." 

I  was  going  to  ask  you  who  that  Captain  Cartwright 
really  is  that  you  introduced  to  me,  and  who  managed  those 
affairs  so  admirably?  " 

"  He  really  was  once  a  captain  in  the  army,'*  replied 
Shadbolt,  "  but  he  sold  out  and  ran  through  all  his  money. 
Then  he  became  a  regular  man  upon  the  town,  living  on 
his  wits,  until  a  few  years  ago,  when  he  visited  Paris,  and 
there  he  got  in  gaol  for  debt.  Afterward  he  returned  to 
London,  and  became  a  secret  spy  of  the  Home  Office." 

"  What  do  you  mean?  "  exclaimed  Madame  Angelique. 
"  A  spy  of  the  English  Home  Office?  "  she  cried,  incredulously. 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure,"  responded  Shadbolt.  "  If  you  ever 
read  the  newspapers  you  will  see  that  every  week  twenty  or 
thirty  thousand  pounds  —  I  forget  exactly  how  much  — 
are  voted  for  what  is  called  secret  service  money,  and  what 
do  you  think  secret  service  money  is  for  except  for  the 
employment  of  spies  and  all  that  sort  of  thing?  Why, 
there's  never  a  political  meeting  held  by  the  working  classes 
but  what  the  secret  spies  of  government  are  present,  and 
when  anything  very  strong  or  very  seditious  is  said,  the 
spies  always  cheer  the  loudest." 

"  You  astonish  me,"  said  Madame  AngeUque. 
"  It's  nevertheless  a  fact,"  replied  Mr.  Shadbolt.  "  and 
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the  reason's  clear  enough.  The  government  likes  to  give 
a  certain  colour  to  the  working  class  meetings,  because  it 
frightens  the  middle  classes  and  makes  them  stick  all  the 
closer  to  the  aristocracy." 

"  To  be  sure.  Now  I  understand,"  said  Madame  An- 
gelique.  "  But  this  Captain  Cartwright  of  whom  we  were 
speaking  —  " 

"  He  got  into  disgrace  somehow  or  another  with  the 
government/'  continued  Shadbolt;  "  I  think  it  was  for 
not  swearing  strong  enough  at  a  political  trial  some  time 
back,  and  so  he  got  his  discharge.  Then  he  took  to  living 
on  his  wits  again,  and  so  the  business  we  have  lately  put 
into  his  hand  has  been  a  splendid  windfall  for  him." 

While  thus  discoursing,  the  luncheon  progressed,  and 
when  Madame  Angelique  had  imbibed  three  or  four  glasses 
of  the  fine  old  Madeira  she  began  to  feel  less  antipathy 
toward  Shadbolt  than  she  was  wont  to  experience  at  times 
when  she  was  not  under  any  artificial  influence.  The  idea 
strengthened  in  her  mind  that  though  she  already  possessed 
riches,  she  might  as  well  double  their  amount,  and  that 
as  circumstances  had  thrown  in  her  way  so  willing  an  in- 
strument as  this  man,  she  might  just  as  well  render  him 
still  more  useful.  Accordingly,  after  having  partaken  of 
another  glass,  Madame  Angelique  said,  "  Well,  Mr.  Shadbolt, 
everything  considered,  I  mean  to  adopt  the  proposal  you 
made  to  me  just  now." 

"  I  knew  you  would,"  responded  this  individual,  who, 
during  a  brief  pause  in  the  discourse,  had  been  making 
immense  inroads  upon  the  comestibles  as  well  as  upon 
the  fluids.   "  The  sooner  we  make  a  beginning,  the  better." 

Madame  Angelique  reflected  for  a  few  minutes,  and 
after  enumerating  several  names  in  her  own  mind,  she  at 
length  stopped  at  one  the  recollection  of  which  appeared 
to  give  her  great  satisfaction. 

"  Yes,  this  is  a  sure  card,"  she  said,  now  giving  audible 
expression  to  her  thoughts.  "  You  have  nothing  to  do  but 
present  the  note,  which  I  will  immediately  write." 

"  And  who  is  the  lady?  "  asked  Mr.  Shadbolt. 

Madame  Angelique  did  not  respond  to  the  question,  but 
placing  herself  at  a  writing-table  near  the  window,  she 
penned  a  note. 

Now,  Mr.  Shadbolt,"  she  said,  when  she  had  folded. 
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sealed;  and  addressed  the  billet,  "  if  you  think  you  are 
sober  enough,  after  all  that  wine,  to  conduct  the  business 
properly,  you  may  at  once  set  about  making  your  first 
experiment.  Balham  Hill  is  at  no  great  distance;  you  can 
find  some  vehicle  to  take  you  thither." 

"  I  will  proceed  on  this  mission  at  once,"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Shadbolt,  who  was  eager  to  begin.  "  As  for  being  sober 
enough,  the  more  I  drink  the  better  fitted  I  am  for 
business." 

Thus  speaking,  he  received  the  note  from  the  French- 
woman's hand,  and  surveyed  the  address. 

"  Lady  Anastatia  Latham,"  said  Mr.  Shadbolt,  examining 
the  note  with  a  critical  eye.  "  Very  prettily  written, 
accurately  folded,  the  paper  of  a  neat  pale  pink,  the  seal 
delicate  and  well  formed,  —  just  such  a  billet  as  is  worthy 
to  be  borne  by  so  polished  a  gentleman  as  honest  Ike  Shad- 
bolt." 

With  these  words  he  stuck  his  hat  airily  and  jauntily 
upon  one  side  of  his  head,  and  pausing  at  the  luncheon- 
table  for  a  few  moments  to  toss  off  another  glass  of  wine,  he 
took  his  departure. 

Madame  Angelique  resumed  her  reading  of  the  French 
papers  and  fashion-books  for  some  little  while,  until  she 
thought  it  time  to  ascend  to  her  dressing-room  and  per- 
form her  toilet,  for  she  was  as  yet  in  deshabille.  In  the 
meanwhile  the  carriage  was  ordered  to  be  gotten  in  readiness 
to  take  her  out  for  a  drive,  but  it  occurred  that  when  she 
herself  was  dressed  the  equipage  was  not  quite  prepared 
for  her  reception.  Madame  Angelique  accordingly  strolled 
in  the  little  garden  which  separated  the  villa  from  the 
main  road,  and  as  she  was  passing  by  the  gate,  she  per- 
ceived a  person  whom  she  took  to  be  a  poor  Lascar  sailor 
walking  slowly  along.  Just  at  that  instant  an  open  carriage, 
filled  with  ladies,  was  approaching  from  a  short  distance, 
and  Madame  Angelique's  quick  eye  at  once  recognized 
them  as  a  genteel  family  dwelling  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  who  occupied  the  pew  next  to  her  own  at  church.  But 
this  family  had  not  called  upon  Madame  Angelique,  and 
the  ex-milliner  was  very  anxious  to  win  their  good  opinions. 
Here  therefore  was  an  opportunity  to  display  her  charity; 
here  was  an  occasion  to  prove  that  if  she  possessed  wealth 
she  knew  how  to  use  it  for  the  relief  of  her  suffering  fellow 
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creatures.  Pausing  at  the  gate,  she  beckoned  the  Lascar 
to  approach,  at  the  same  time  that  she  drew  forth  her  purse. 

You  seem  to  be  suffering  very  much  from  fatigue, 
my  poor  man,"  she  said,  speaking  in  English,  and  holding 
a  half-crown  over  the  gate  at  the  very  instant  that  the 
carriage  with  the  ladies  rolled  passed. 

The  Lascar  only  shook  his  head,  but  said  nothing.  Ma- 
dame Angelique  then  addressed  him  in  French,  but  still  no 
reply,  and  only  a  shake  of  the  head.  She  gave  him  the 
money,  but  as  he  took  it,  it  struck  her  that  a  more  savage, 
sinister-looking  rascal  she  had  not  seen  for  a  very  long 
time.  He  made  an  awkward  bow,  and  continued  his  way. 
Madame  Angelique's  carriage  was  now  in  readiness,  and 
she  rode  forth  for  her  airing.  She  had  not  proceeded  very 
far  when  a  gentleman  on  horseback  rode  hastily  past  the 
carriage,  proceeding  in  the  same  direction  which  the  equi- 
page itself  was  taking.  The  ex-milliner  at  once  recognized 
the  Duke  of  Marchmont,  though  it  did  not  seem  as  if  the 
nobleman  himself  was  aware  whose  dashing  turnout  he 
was  thus  passing.  He  was  unattended  by  any  groom, 
and  Madame  Angelique  said  to  herself,  "  His  Grace  is 
bent  on  some  mischief,  I'll  be  bound,  or  else  he  would  not 
be  thus  alone.  Doubtless  he  is  after  some  fair  one.  Ah, 
he  will  miss  my  assistance  and  intervention  in  such  matters, 
as  will  a  great  many  other  persons  likewise!  " 

The  carriage  having  proceeded  for  about  three  miles 
along  the  main  road,  turned  into  a  lane,  so  that  by  a  cir- 
cuitous route  it  might  regain  the  villa,  thereby  diversi- 
fying the  excursion,  and  enabling  Madame  Angelique  to 
enjoy  the  freshness  of  the  breeze  that  was  wafted  through 
the  foliage  of  the  shady  lanes  along  which  the  equipage 
was  now  proceeding.  All  of  a  sudden  the  carriage  passed 
a  spot  where  Madame  Angelique  caught  sight  of  the  Lascar 
whom  she  had  relieved,  and  who  was  now  talking  to  a 
gentleman  on  horseback.  This  horseman  she  also  recog- 
nized; he  was  the  Duke  of  Marchmont. 

The  ex-milliner  was  struck  by  the  singularity  of  the 
circumstance.  Neither  the  Lascar  nor  the  duke  had  recog- 
nized herself  as  the  equipage  swept  by,  and  she  had  distinctly 
heard  the  Lascar  speaking  at  the  moment,  though  what  he 
was  saying  she  could  not  distinguish.  To  herself  he  had 
been  unable,  or  at  least  had  affected  to  be  unable,  to  speak 
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either  English  or  French,  whereas  with  the  Duke  of  March- 
mont  he  was  now  in  discourse.  And  then,  too,  could  it  be 
possible  that  the  duke  was  merely  inspired  by  charitable 
motives  to  stop  and  talk  to  the  man?  Was  he,  after  all, 
riding  about  that  neighbourhood  for  his  pleasure,  without 
any  settled  purpose,  and  was  the  meeting  with  this  Lascar  as 
purely  accidental,  as  casual,  and  as  aimless,  as  it  might  have 
been  with  any  other  beggar?  No,  Madame  Angelique  was 
perfectly  convinced  that  such  was  not  the  case.  What,  then, 
could  it  all  mean?  She  was  bewildered,  she  was  lost  in  con- 
jecture; her  curiosity  was  excited,  but  she  had  no  means  of 
gratifying  it. 

It  was  verging  toward  five  o'clock  when  this  little  incident 
took  place;  the  drive  was  nearly  at  an  end,  and  the  villa  was 
at  no  great  distance.  The  equipage  was  nearing  the  point 
where  the  lane  turned  into  the  main  road,  when  the  sounds 
of  a  galloping  horse  were  heard,  and  in  a  few  moments  a 
riderless  steed  swept  past.  It  came  from  behind,  therefore 
from  the  same  direction  where  the  duke  and  the  Lascar  had 
been  seen  together,  and,  what  was  more,  Madame  Angelique 
felt  convinced  that  it  was  his  Grace's  horse  which  she  had 
just  beheld. 

The  carriage  stopped,  the  footman  leaped  down  from  his 
seat  next  to  the  coachman,  and  coming  up  to  the  window,  he 
said,  I  fear,  ma'am,  there's  been  some  accident.  It  strikes 
me  it  was  the  horse  of  that  gentleman  whom  we  saw  in  the 
lane." 

The  very  same  idea  struck  me,"  said  the  ex-milliner. 

Let  us  go  back  as  quick  as  possible.  The  unfortunate 
gentleman  may  have  been  thrown." 

Madame  Angelique,  being  impressed  with  the  conviction 
that  the  Duke  of  Marchmont  was  engaged  in  some  private 
business,  most  probably  of  a  character  which  he  would  rather 
not  have  pried  and  penetrated  into,  had  forborne  from  men- 
tioning his  rank  and  her  own  knowledge  of  who  he  was. 
The  equipage  had  to  pass  out  into  the  road  before  it  could 
turn  to  retrace  its  way  along  the  lane,  and  this  caused  some 
little  delay.  But  presently  it  was  returning  in  the  direction 
whence  it  had  previously  come,  while  Madame  Angelique 
from  the  windows,  and  the  servants  from  the  box,  were 
looking  out  in  expectation  of  beholding  the  thrown  horse- 
man.   On  went  the  equipage,  until  at  length  ejaculations 
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burst  from  the  lips  of  the  domestics  on  the  box,  and  in  a 
few  moments  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  very  place  where 
the  ex-milliner  remembered  to  have  seen  the  duke  and  the 
Lascar  talking  together. 

And  there  lay  the  Duke  of  Marchmont,  stretched  upon 
the  ground,  close  by  a  gate  against  which  the  Lascar  was 
leaning  when  seen  in  discourse  with  his  lordship.  Down 
sprang  the  servants  from  the  box,  and  the  ex-milliner 
alighted  from  the  carriage.  The  duke  was  found  to  be  in- 
sensible; indeed  at  first  they  thought  he  was  dead,  but  in  a 
few  minutes  they  ascertained  that  he  was  merely  stunned. 

"  This  looks  uncommon  like  a  violent  blow,  dealt  with  a 
bludgeon,"  said  the  footman,  directing  attention  to  the  marks 
of  a  severe  contusion  upon  the  temple. 

"  There's  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  the  coachman.  "  That 
Lascar  scoundrel  must  have  knocked  the  poor  gentleman 
from  his  horse,  because  this  is  the  very  spot  where  we  saw 
them  talking  just  now,  and  it  isn't  to  be  supposed  that  the 
horse  threw  the  gentleman  off  all  of  a  sudden  before  he  had 
moved  an  inch  away  from  the  place." 

Convey  him  into  the  carriage,"  said  Madame  Angelique. 
"  We  have  no  means  of  restoring  him  here,  we  will  take 
him  to  the  villa." 

And  what  about  that  rascally  Lascar,  ma'am?  "  in- 
quired the  footman. 

What  can  be  done?"  said  Madame  Angelique.  "The 
fellow  is  doubtless  at  some  distance  by  this  time.  Besides, 
our  first  consideration  is  for  this  gentleman." 

"  He  looks  a  person  of  distinction,"  observed  the  footman, 
as  he  assisted  the  coachman  to  convey  the  inanimate  form 
of  the  duke  into  the  carriage. 

"  Now  make  haste  home,"  said  Madame  Angelique,  as 
she  settled  herself  inside  in  such  a  way  as  to  sustain  the 
head  of  the  unconscious  Marchmont. 

The  domestics  sprang  up]to  the  box,  and  the  lane  happened 
fortunately  to  be  at  this  part  wide  enough  for  the  equipage 
to  turn.  It  proceeded  rapidly  along  toward  the  villa,  and  in 
the  meanwhile  Madame  Angelique  did  her  best  to  recover 
the  duke  by  fanning  his  countenance  with  her  kerchief. 
His  chest  began  to  heave,  slowly  at  first,  then  with  more 
rapidly  consecutive  convulsions;  his  painful  gaspings  ap- 
peared to  be  bringing  back  the  vital  breath,  and  setting  the 
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respiratory  functions  to  work.  He  opened  his  eyes  for  a 
moment,  but  closed  them  again,  evidently  without  having 
comprehended  where  he  was  nor  who  was  with  him. 
.  In  a  few  minutes  his  lips  began  to  waver,  and  he  mur- 
mured some  words.  They  were  incoherent,  save  and  except 
in  reference  to  one  word,  and  that  was  a  name,  —  the  name 
of  his  long-lost  brother  Bertram.  Madame  Angelique  lis- 
tened with  the  suspenseful  curiosity  of  one  who  expected 
to  hear  something  more,  and  who  had  a  sort  of  vague  pre- 
sentiment that  it  would  be  of  importance,  though  without 
at  all  anticipating  what  its  nature  might  be,  or  why  she 
should  have  that  impression.  Her  eyes  were  intently  fixed 
upon  the  duke's  countenance,  which  was  very  pale.  His 
own  eyes  were  closed;  the  mark  of  the  contusion,  and  of 
abrasion  likewise,  was  now  more  plainly  visible  than  at  first; 
it  was  evidently  the  result  of  a  very  fierce  and  savage  blow 
which  had  deprived  the  duke  of  consciousness,  and  most 
probably,  as  the  domestics  had  surmised,  knocked  him  from 
his  horse. 

Again  was  there  a  wavering  of  the  lips,  again  did  he 
give  utterance  to  some  words,  and  though  his  speech  con- 
tinued incoherent,  yet  were  the  words  themselves  audible 
as  well  as  intelligible.  Madame  Angelique  started;  feelings 
of  mingled  wonderment,  dismay,  and  horror  seized  upon 
her,  and  the  very  expression  which  they  gave  to  her  counte- 
nance suddenly  congealed  as  it  were  there,  remaining  fixed 
and  rigid  upon  her  features.  Her  breath  was  suspended  as 
she  continued  to  listen  with  the  profoundest,  awfulest 
interest. 

Again  the  duke  spoke,  his  frame  now  writhing  with  the 
pangs  which  frequently  accompany  returning  consciousness 
after  a  state  of  insensibility;  and  at  the  same  time,  too,  it 
appeared  as  if  these  physical  pains  engendered  mental  ones, 
blending  therewith  in  a  strong,  convulsing  agony.  Under 
these  joint  influences  did  the  duke  continue  speaking,  in- 
coherently but  distinctly  audible,  and  with  increasing  as- 
toundment  did  Madame  Angelique  listen. 

The  end  of  the  lane  was  now  reached,  and  there  it  appeared 
that  some  man  who  was  passing  had  caught  the  riderless 
horse.  The  footman  from  the  box  shouted  forth  instructions 
as  to  whither  the  man  was  to  lead  the  animal,  and  the  equi- 
page continued  its  way.  The  duke  was  now  rapidly  recovering. 


268 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


and  by  the  time  the  carriage  reached  the  villa  he  was  sitting 
up,  endeavouring  to  gather  his  recollections,  and  endeavour- 
ing also  to  comprehend  what  was  being  said  to  him  by 
Madame  Angelique,  whom  as  yet,  however,  he  did  not  com- 
pletely recognize. 

Though  the  ex-milliner  had  now  regained  her  perfect  self- 
possession,  yet  if  the  duke  were  completely  sensible  he  could 
not  have  failed  to  perceive  that  there  was  a  sense  of  appalling 
wonderment  in  her  soul,  visible  even  beneath  the  gloss  of 
composure  which  she  now  wore.  She  had  learned  a  tremen- 
dous secret,  and  she  was  studying  to  have  the  appearance  of 
one  whose  mind  had  not  been  disturbed  beyond  the  excite- 
ment which  might  naturally  be  supposed  to  have  arisen  from 
the  adventure  itsolf.  Just  as  the  carriage  drove  up  to  the 
front  door  of  the  villa,  the  duke  recognized  who  his  compan- 
ion was,  and  this  recognition  seemed  to  give  a  sudden  im- 
pulse to  his  intellect  generally. 

He  was  assisted  from  the  equipage,  and  leaning  on  the 
footman's  arm,  he  walked  into  the  parlour.  The  man  who 
had  caught  his  horse  was  dismissed  by  Madame  Angelique 
with  a  liberal  gratuity,  and  the  animal  itself  was  consigned 
to  the  stable.  The  duke  was  deposited  upon  a  sofa;  some 
refreshing  beverage  was  administered,  and  as  he  was  now 
completely  sensible,  Madame  Angelique  gave  him  to  under- 
stand —  without  being  observed  by  the  domestics  present  — 
that  his  name  and  rank  need  not  be  revealed  unless  he  thought 
fit.  He  made  a  sign  to  the  effect  that  it  would  be  better  to 
observe  caution  on  the  point,  and  Madame  Angelique  soon 
found  an  opportunity  of  dismissing  the  footman  and  Jane 
from  the  apartment,  on  the  plea  that  the  gentleman  was 
rapidly  recovering. 

The  ex-milliner  and  the  duke  were  now  alone  together. 
The  former  explained  how  she  herself  had  relieved  the 
Lascar,  who  most  unaccountably  affected  to  be  unable  to 
comprehend  her,  how  she  had  seen  that  man  and  the  duke 
in  conversation  together,  and  how  the  spectacle  of  the 
riderless  horse  had  induced  her  to  turn  back  toward  the 
spot  where  Marchmont  had  been  discovered  in  a  senseless 
condition.  But  Madame  Angelique  made  not  the  slightest 
allusion  to  the  words  which  the  duke  had  so  unconsciously 
spoken  in  the  carriage,  when  gradually  arousing  from  a  state 
of  insensibility. 
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"  The  fact  is,"  said  the  duke,  after  he  had  expressed  his 
thanks  to  the  ex-milliner  for  all  her  kindness,  as  well  as  for 
the  prudential  caution  which  she  had  used  in  respect  to  his 
name,  "  I  took  out  my  purse  to  give  that  ruffian  relief. 
In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  did  he  knock  me  from  my  horse. 
I  remembered  nothing  more  until  I  found  myself  seated  by 
your  side  in  the  carriage.  My  purse,  my  watch,  my  rings 
are  gone." 

"  I  felt  assured  you  had  been  robbed,"  said  Madame  An- 
gelique,  "  when  in  the  carriage  I  noticed  that  there  was  not 
any  jewelry  about  your  person.  But  tell  me,  my  lord,  was 
there  not  something  strange  about  that  man,  that  villainous- 
looking  Lascar?  " 

"  There  might  be,"  said  the  duke,  drily.  "  You  have  a 
beautiful  place  here.  I  intended  to  come  and  call  upon  you. 
I  did  not  exactly  know  whera  your  habitation  was  situated, 
and  little  did  I  suspect  just  now  that  I  was  passing  my  old 
friend  Madame  Angelique's  carriage,"  added  his  Grace,  with 
a  familiar  smile. 

The  ex-milliner  saw  that  the  duke  did  not  wish  to  be  ques- 
tioned in  respect  to  the  Lascar,  and  she  therefore  said  not 
another  word  upon  the  subject.  There  were  other  topics 
which  she  also  avoided,  although  she  might  have  touched 
upon  them,  for  the  presence  of  the  duke  had  conjured  them 
up  to  her  memory.  She  might  have  intimated  her  suspicion 
that  he  was  not  altogether  a  stranger  to  the  murderous  at- 
tempt on  the  life  of  Sagoonah  at  Bayswater,  but  Madame 
Angelique  beheld  no  utility  in  discussing  such  matters; 
and  moreover  she  had  hoped,  when  retiring  from  her  own 
equivocal  avocations,  that  she  might  entirely  wash  her 
hands  of  all  the  perilous  intrigues  and  machinations  into 
which  she  had  at  one  time  been  led  by  the  Duke  of  March- 
mont. 

I  do  not  wish  this  little  affair  to  become  bruited  abroad," 
said  his  Grace,  thus  alluding  to  his  adventure  with  the  fero- 
cious Lascar.  "  It  is  troublesome  to  have  the  police  set  to 
work,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

Nothing  need  transpire,"  answered  Madame  Angelique, 
I  will  tell  my  domestics  that  you  are  a  Mr.  Cavendish,  or 
Fitzherbert,  or  some  other  fashionable  name,  and  that  as 
you  are  immediately  going  on  the  Continent,  you  do  not 
think  it  worth  while  to  delay  your  departure  for  the  purpose 
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of  causing  a  pursuit,  which  perhaps  may  prove  ineffectual, 
to  be  instituted  after  the  ruffian  Lascar." 

The  duke  thanked  Madame  Angelique  for  her  readiness  in 
managing  the  matter  according  to  his  inclination,  and  under 
the  name  of  Mr.  Cavendish  he  remained  to  dine  with  her. 
By  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  his  Grace  was  so  per- 
fectly recovered  as  to  be  enabled  to  mount  his  horse  and  ride 
home  to  Belgrave  Square. 


It 
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CHAPTER  XXII 


THE  LATHAMS 

The  scene  of  this  narrative  shifts  to  a  large  and  very  hand- 
some suburban  mansion  situated  at  Balham  Hill.  This 
thriving  district,  in  a  convenient  vicinage  of  the  metropolis, 
promises  to  become  completely  fashionable,  and  to  acquire 
a  reputation  on  that  score  equal  to  Clapham. 

Tudor  House,  the  mansion  of  which  we  are  speaking,  was 
situated  in  the  midst  of  spacious  grounds,  which  had,  how- 
ever, been  too  recently  laid  out  for  perfect  beauty,  but  which 
were  nevertheless  sufficiently  attractive.  Indeed,  it  was 
quite  evident  that  no  expense  had  been  spared  upon  either 
the  mansion  or  the  grounds  by  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  the 
owner  of  the  property.  This  gentleman  was  about  fifty 
years  of  age,  a  partner  in  one  of  the  most  eminent  mercantile 
firms  in  the  City  of  London,  and  he  was  exceedingly  rich. 
The  house  to  which  he  belonged  had  enjoyed  opportunities  of 
rendering,  at  various  times,  financial  services  to  the  govern- 
ment, and  thus,  while  a  peerage  was  conferred  upon  the 
senior  partner,  a  baronetcy  was  bestowed  upon  the  second. 
This  was  how  Sir  Frederick  Latham  obtained  the  title  which 
he  now  possessed. 

He  had  somewhat  recently  married  the  daughter  of  a 
noble  but  impoverished  family,  a  lady  in  her  own  right;  and 
thus  his  wife  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  prefixing  her  Christian 
to  her  surname  on  all  occasions,  which  will  account  for  the 
fact  of  her  being  styled  Lady  Anastatia  Latham.  She  was 
about  one  and  twenty  years  of  age  and  very  beautiful. 
It  was  not,  however,  beauty  alone  which  characterized  her; 
there  was  something  singularly  interesting  in  the  expression 
of  her  countenance  as  well  as  softly  winning  and  unstu- 
diously  fascinating  in  her  manners.  Her  features  were  regular, 
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her  nose  being  perfectly  straight,  the  forehead  not  too  high 
to  be  dissimilar  from  the  style  of  beauty  defined  by  the 
Grecian  statues,  while  her  brows  were  superbly  arched  and 
well  divided,  thus  giving  an  open  frankness  to  the  whole 
countenance.  Her  eyes  were  large  and  of  a  deep  blue,  full 
of  a  soft  lustre,  which  seldom  indeed  concentrated  itself  in 
the  lightning-flash  of  strong  passion,  but  shining  with  that 
serene  steadiness  and  evenness  which  seemed  to  indicate  the 
goodness  and  gentleness  and  benevolence  of  her  disposition. 
About  the  mouth  there  was  a  singular  beauty,  not  merely  in  its 
chiseling  but  also  in  its  expression.  Its  formation  was  purely 
classical  in  respect  to  the  upper  lip,  which  was  arched  like 
Cupid's  bow;  the  under  lip  was  fuller  and  richer,  but  without 
conveying  the  slightest  impression  of  sensuousness  on  the 
part  of  Anastatia.  Her  hair  was  of  a  rich  brown,  and  of 
such  luxuriance  was  it,  with  so  superb  a  gloss,  too,  resting 
upon  the  surface,  that  it  was  no  wonder  if  she  generally  wore 
it  without  any  ornaments  either  of  gems  or  flowers,  but  as  if 
conscious  that  it  became  her  best  in  the  unadorned  wealth 
of  its  own  natural  loveliness.  In  heavy  tresses  and  in  mas- 
sive clusters  did  it  float  upon  her  shoulders,  and  form  as  it 
were  a  background  for  a  neck  of  dazzling  whiteness,  for 
Anastatia's  complexion  was  sweetly  pure  and  transparent. 
She  was  tall  and  well-formed,  the  contours  of  the  Hebe  com- 
bining with  the  slender  graces  of  the  sylph  to  constitute  the 
perfection  of  her  shape.  In  her  toilet  she  was  simple  and 
modest,  never  seeking  by  means  of  low-bodied  dresses  for 
a  meretricious  display  of  her  charms,  nor  caring  much  to 
avail  herself  of  the  sumptuous  presents  of  gems  and  jewelry 
made  by  her  husband  for  the  embellishment  of  her  person. 

Such  was  Anastatia  Latham,  and  we  must  now  say  a  few 
words  in  respect  to  her  husband.  Sir  Frederick  was  a  tall 
man,  somewhat  inclined  to  stoutness,  without  being  actually 
corpulent;  he  was  perfectly  upright,  and  carried  himself 
with  a  certain  stiffness,  which,  together  with  his  general  ap- 
pearance, impressed  every  one  with  the  sense  of  cold  formal- 
ity on  his  part.  Handsome  he  certainly  was  not,  but  he  was 
equally  far  from  being  ill-favoured.  His  features  were  large; 
his  forehead,  exceedingly  high  and  massive,  gradually 
rounded  off  into  the  crown  of  the  head,  all  the  front  of  which 
was  bald.  Thus  his  iron-gray  hair  being  worn  away  from 
that  part,  gave  him  a  certain  dignity  of  appearance,  which 


THE  LATHAMS 


273 


by  his  manner  he  evidently  strove  to  sustain.  His  blue  eyes 
were  of  that  cold  expression  which  denotes  calculating 
business  habits;  they  moved  steadily  in  their  orbits,  never 
turning  nor  flashing  restlessly.  There  was  something  severe, 
too,  in  the  expression  of  his  thin  lips,  which  if  not  actually 
compressed,  were  generally  retained  close  and  immovable, 
except  of  course  when  he  was  speaking.  To  look  at  him 
no  one  would  give  Sir  Frederick  Latham  credit  for  genius, 
nor  even  talent,  but  at  the  same  time  there  was  a  vast 
amount  of  worldly  knowledge  evidenced  in  the  expression 
of  that  countenance.  No  designing  man  possessed  of  the 
least  discrimination  would  think  of  selecting  Sir  Frederick 
as  his  victim;  wariness,  shrewdness,  and  extreme  caution 
were  displayed  in  his  looks  as  well  as  in  his  speech.  Without 
knowing  who  he  was,  a  stranger  would  say,  "  That  is  a  man 
who  never  does  anything  inconsiderately,  but  who  coldly 
and  dispassionately  weighs  every  proposal  that  may  be  sub- 
mitted to  him." 

Sir  Frederick  was  rich  and  exceedingly  fond  of  money,  — 
not,  however,  for  the  purpose  of  hoarding  it,  much  less  of 
spending  it  extravagantly,  but  to  enjoy  it  according  to  the 
common  notions  of  that  enjoyment  which  money  can  procure. 
He  lived  handsomely,  kept  fine  equipages,  gave  sumptuous 
entertainments,  but  nevertheless  was  always  careful  to  assure 
himself  that  he  was  not  merely  living  strictly  within  his 
income,  but  that  he  would  have  a  large  surplus  at  the  end 
of  each  year.  As  he  had  risen  from  comparatively  nothing, 
he  was  proud  of  his  position.  He  scorned  all  civic  honours, 
and  sought  to  draw  himself  nearer  toward  the  aristocracy 
of  the  country.  He  would  not  have  accepted  the  post  of 
lord  mayor  of  London  for  a  single  hour,  but  in  his  heart 
he  was  infinitely  elated,  though  outwardly  he  showed  it  not, 
when  he  was  created  a  baronet.  He  would  have  held  it  as  a 
positive  degradation  to  become  an  alderman  of  London,  but 
he  was  flattered  and  gratified  when  placed  in  the  commission 
of  the  peace  for  the  County  of  Surrey.  He  was  proud  of  be- 
longing to  the  great  moneyocracy  of  England,  and  if  he  by 
shrewd  and  cautious  steps  strove  to  introduce  himself  more 
and  more  into  the  region  of  the  birth  aristocracy,  he  never 
fawned  upon  a  lord,  never  played  the  sycophant,  never 
forced  himself  unasked  upon  the  society  of  great  personages. 
Wherever  he  went  in  that  patrician  sphere,  his  demeanour 
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indicated  the  calm  self-possession  of  one  who  felt  that  he 
was  by  no  means  out  of  place,  and  that  he  was  receiving  no 
favour  by  being  invited  there. 

Coldly  calculating  as  Sir  Frederick  Latham  was,  endowed 
with  common  sense  and  worldly  knowledge  in  the  most  accu- 
rate meaning  of  those  terms,  it  may  be  a  matter  of  surprise 
to  the  reader  that  after  having  remained  so  long  unmarried 
he  should  at  length  have  conducted  to  the  altar  a  lady  who 
was  young  enough  to  be  his  daughter.  On  the  other  hand, 
considering  Anastatia's  exceeding  beauty,  her  youth,  and  her 
accomplishments,  her  fascinating  manners  and  her  patrician 
birth,  it  may  be  also  a  matter  of  marvel  that  she  should 
have  failed  to  captivate  any  wealthy  suitor  in  her  own  sphere. 
The  dowerless  daughter  of  an  earl  and  countess,  who,  partly 
from  extravagance  and  partly  from  the  depreciation  of 
property  in  the  West  Indies,  where  they  had  large  estates, 
had  barely  enough  to  maintain  themselves.  Lady  Anasta- 
tia's position  was  one  which  had  rendered  fortune  indis- 
pensable on  the  part  of  whomsoever  she  might  accompany 
to  the  altar.  Still  there  was  many  a  rich  scion  of  the  aris- 
tocracy who  might  perchance  have  sought  to  wed  a  young 
lady  in  every  way  his  equal  except  on  the  score  of  riches; 
but  to  the  astonishment  of  everybody  the  fashionable  news- 
papers one  day  announced  that  "  Sir  Frederick  Latham, 
partner  in  one  of  the  most  eminent  city  mercantile  firms, 
was  about  to  conduct  to  the  hymeneal  altar  the  young, 
lovely,  and  accomplished  daughter  of  the  Earl  and  Countess 
of  Fordwich." 

And  the  marriage  took  place;  nor  on  the  wedding-day  did 
there  seem  on  Anastatia's  part  to  be  any  particular  sense  of 
self-sacrifice,  no  indication  of  efforts  being  made  to  crush  other 
affections  which  her  young  heart  might  possibly  have  formed. 
Her  demeanour  was  serene,  and  those  who  knew  her  best 
declared  that  there  could  be  no  dissimulation  on  her  part, 
for  that  it  was  impossible  the  soul  of  one  so  pure  could  be 
infected  with  hypocrisy  or  guile.  There  were  not,  however, 
wanting  at  the  time  certain  busy  tongues  to  whisper  that 
Sir  Frederick  Latham  had  rendered  great  pecuniary  assist- 
ance to  the  Fordwich  family,  especially  to  Anastatia's  only 
brother.  Viscount  Rushbrook,  the  heir  to  the  earldom. 
But  on  this  point  nothing  was  certain;  that  is  to  say,  no 
positive  details  could  be  reUed  upon,  though,  as  a  matter  of 
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course,  it  was  patent  to  everybody  that  the  marriage  was 
one  of  expediency  on  the  part  of  Anastatia's  family,  the 
great  wealth  of  Sir  Frederick  Latham  being  the  idol  on  whose 
altar  the  young  lady  was  sacrificed,  though  she  herself 
might  possibly  feel  that  it  was  no  sacrifice  at  all. 

This  marriage  had  taken  place  about  two  years  previous 
to  the  time  of  which  we  are  writing.  Sir  Frederick  was  then 
building  his  palatial  mansion  at  Balham  Hill,  and  it  was 
not  finished  until  the  lapse  of  some  months  after  the  sol- 
emnization of  those  nuptials.  But  when  completed,  Sir 
Frederick  and  his  wife  removed  to  their  new  home,  where 
they  had  since  maintained  a  sumptuous  establishment. 
The  aristocratic  marriage  which  Sir  Frederick  had  con- 
tracted fulfilled  the  darling  hope  which  he  constantly  though 
secretly  cherished,  namely,  of  introducing  him  thoroughly, 
and  without  any  more  cautious  and  guarded  efforts,  into  the 
very  best  society.  This  was  the  real  secret  of  the  marriage 
so  far  as  he  himself  was  concerned,  though  the  world  sus- 
pected it  not,  because  he  had  ever  managed  to  conceal  that 
one  weakness  which  he  possessed,  —  we  mean  the  yearning 
after  patrician  acquaintances.  But  as  for  his  espousing  so 
young  a  creature,  —  in  the  first  place,  the  opportunity  pre- 
sented itself,  and  he  had  seized  upon  it.  Secondly,  his 
moneyocratic  pride  had  made  him  calculate  that  his  wealth 
was  a  fair  set-off  against  Lady  Anastatia's  high  birth,  and 
that  in  return  for  the  riches  he  could  give,  the  borrowed 
lustre  of  her  rank  was  a  fair  compensation.  And  then  again, 
no  matter  how  shrewd  a  man  may  be  in  every  other  sort  of 
calculation,  yet  in  respect  to  matrimony  he  never  thinks 
himself  too  old  for  a  wife,  however  youthful.  His  vanity 
will  not  permit  him  to  recognize  the  disparity  which  others 
see;  he  flatters  himself  that  he  possesses  every  quality  to 
command  respect  and  secure  esteem.  Perhaps  in  reference 
to  love,  a  person  of  Sir  Frederick  Latham's  disposition  might 
have  treated  the  idea  somewhat  scornfully,  looking  upon  it  as 
a  mere  piece  of  romance,  well  enough  for  schoolboys  and 
puling  misses  to  read  about,  but  existing  as  nothing  which 
ought  to  enter  into  those  calculations  whereupon  matrimony 
is  based. 

Two  years  of  wedded  life  had  Anastatia  thus  experienced, 
and  her  lot  did  not  appear  to  be  an  unhappy  one.  Those 
who  had  known  her  from  her  childhood  even  went  so  far  as 
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to  declare  that  she  was  perfectly  happy.  Very  certain  it 
was  that  she  presided  with  the  utmost  amiability,  as  well  as 
with  cheerfulness,  over  the  sumptuous  entertainments 
which  were  so  frequently  given  at  Tudor  House.  There  was 
always  that  interesting  sweetness  about  her  which,  by  a 
little  stretch  of  sentimentalism,  might  be  taken  for  an  habit- 
ual pensiveness,  serene  without  being  melancholy;  and 
thus  perhaps  it  was  quite  natural  for  some  to  suppose  that  she 
had  either  courageously  or  else  meekly  resigned  herself  to 
the  lot  which  destiny,  operating  through  the  medium  of 
family  circumstances  and  her  parents'  will,  had  provided 
for  her. 

There  was  no  issue  from  this  union,  and  Sir  Frederick 
Latham  was  never  heard  to  express  a  regret  that  he  had  no 
heir  to  his  title  and  property.  But  because  he  said  nothing, 
it  was  no  reason  that  he  felt  nothing  on  the  subject;  he 
was  a  man  who  would  never  betray  any  cause  of  vexation,  — 
his  pride  would  not  permit  him.  He  suffered  himself  not  to 
be  elated  by  joy  nor  to  be  depressed  by  any  circumstances 
calculated  to  vex  or  afflict.  It  was  his  study  ever  to  maintain 
that  sort  of  cold  equanimity  which  was  habitual  to  him,  and 
which  indeed  answered  so  many  purposes,  alike  in  his  busi- 
ness pursuits  and  in  his  intercourse  with  friends  and  ac- 
quaintances. Thus,  even  if  he  had  longed  with  the  deepest, 
deepest  yearning  for  an  heir,  the  world  would  not  have 
known  it. 

We  must  say  a  few  more  words  in  a  descriptive  sense  be- 
fore we  resume  the  thread  of  that  episode  which  we  believe 
will  not  prove  the  least  interesting  in  our  narrative.  The 
reader  will  doubtless  be  anxious  to  know  upon  what  terms 
Sir  Frederick  and  his  wife  lived  together.  As  there  was  as- 
suredly no  love  on  either  side,  there  was  no  sentimental 
display  of  affection  between  them.  Sir  Frederick  was  as  kind 
as  his  habits  and  manner  would  allow  him  to  be,  while 
Anastatia  strove  to  perform  to  her  utmost  all  the  duties  of  a 
wife.  There  was  nothing  fond  nor  caressing,  much  less  play- 
ful or  uxorious,  in  Sir  Frederick  Latham's  conduct  toward 
his  wife;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  the  kind  courtesy  with 
which  he  treated  her  was  never  capriciously  nor  causelessly 
interrupted.  He  made  her  his  companion,  and  in  some 
respects  his  friend,  but  not  wholly  so,  for  he  never  spoke  to 
her  on  business  matters,  never  gave  her  the  slightest  insight 
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into  the  extent  of  his  wealth,  —  merely  proved  to  her  by 
his  deeds  that  he  was  wealthy,  and  considered  that  sufficient. 
In  respect  to  the  mansion  and  the  grounds,  he  certainly  con- 
sulted her  taste  at  times  on  a  few  minor  matters,  but  always 
in  a  way  that  seemed  to  indicate  that  his  own  opinion  was 
already  settled  on  the  subject.  Nevertheless,  if  Anastatia 
happened  to  express  a  desire  that  anything  particular  should 
be  done,  her  husband  said  nothing  to  her  at  the  time,  but 
the  mandate  immediately  went  forth  from  his  lips  to  those 
whom  it  concerned,  and  the  thing  was  done.  Toward  Sir 
Frederick  Anastatia  was  mild  and  gentle,  because  this  was 
her  nature;  she  was  submissive  without  being  servile,  duteous 
without  losing  sight  of  her  own  proper  dignity  as  a  wife. 
As  to  the  society  they  kept  and  the  acquaintances  they  cher- 
ished, there  could  be  no  possible  dispute  between  them,  inas- 
much as  none  but  men  of  known  honour  and  probity  were  ever 
introduced  by  Sir  Frederick,  while  Lady  Anastatia  courted 
only  the  pure  and  spotless  of  her  own  sex  as  her  compan- 
ions. 

We  may  now  resume  the  thread  of  our  narrative.  It  was 
about  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  that  day  of  which 
we  have  been  writing  in  the  previous  chapter,  and  Lady 
Anastatia  Latham  was  seated  by  herself  in  a  splendidly  fur- 
nished apartment  at  Tudor  House.  Some  visitresses  had 
just  taken  their  departure,  and  Anastatia  was  resuming 
some  elegant  fancy-work  which  she  had  temporarily  laid 
aside.  Presently  the  door  opened,  and  a  footman  entered 
to  present  a  note  upon  a  massive  silver  salver. 

"  Please  your  ladyship,"  said  the  footman,  "  the  person 
who  delivered  this  says  that  he  will  wait  for  your  ladyship's 
answer." 

Anastatia  opened  the  exquisitely  folded,  perfumed,  pink- 
tinted  billet  which  was  thus  handed  to  her,  and  she  found 
the  contents  to  run  as  follow: 

"  Madame  Angelique,  having  retired  from  business,  re- 
spectfully solicits  the  earliest  convenient  settlement  of  Lady 
Anastatia  Latham's  account.  The  sum  is  £563,  as  per  bill 
delivered.  Madame  Angelique  begs  to  add  that  she  has 
placed  her  outstanding  accounts  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Isaac 
Shadbolt,  who  is  the  bearer  of  this  letter,  and  who  will  save 
her  ladyship  the  trouble  of  sending  to  Madame  Angelique's 
villa  at  Brixton  Hill  by  personally  waiting  on  Lady  Anas- 
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tatia  Latham  on  the  earliest  convenient  day  which  her 
ladyship  may  appoint." 

"  There  must  be  some  mistake  here,"  said  Lady  Anastatia, 
from  whose  cheeks  the  colour  had  flitted  away  for  a  moment, 
and  to  which  the  next  instant  it  had  come  back  with  a 
deeper  dye;  yet  her  voice  was  calm  as  she  spoke,  and  it 
trembled  not  in  the  faintest  degree.  "  Tell  this  person  to 
step  up." 

The  lackey  immediately  retired,  and  in  a  few  minutes  Mr. 
Isaac  Shadbolt  was  introduced  into  the  room.  In  the  mean- 
while Anastatia  had  examined  some  papers  in  her  writing- 
desk,  and  thence  she  had  taken  forth  three  or  four  of  those 
documents. 

"You,  I  presume,"  said  Anastatia,  in  a  calm,  lady-Uke 
manner,  as  Mr.  Shadbolt  advanced  into  the  room,  "  are  the 
person  alluded  to  in  this  note,"  and  she  held  up  the  one  she 
had  received. 

"  Precisely  so,  my  lady,"  was  the  response.  I  am  honest 
Ike  Shadbolt,  at  your  service." 

"  Then,  sir,"  proceeded  Anastatia,  in  a  colder  tone  and 
with  a  more  dignified  manner,  for  it  struck  her  that  there 
was  a  certain  approach  to  familiarity  on  Shadbolt's  part, 
"  I  have  only  to  inform  you  that  there  is  some  mistake  in 
the  matter,  and  which  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  see 
rectified.  Here  are  all  the  bills  I  ever  received  from  Madame 
Angelique,  and  as  you  will  perceive,  they  are  duly  receipted. 
Besides,  I  was  never  at  any  one  time  indebted  to  Madame 
Angelique  in  half  the  sum  which  this  note  of  hers  speci- 
fies." 

"  I  see  the  bills,  my  lady,"  rejoined  Mr.  Shadbolt,  "  and 
I  observe  that  they  are  all  receipted,  too.  But  what  is  the 
date  of  the  last?  "  and  he  peered  impudently  forward. 

"  A  year  back,"  said  Lady  Anastatia,  who  was  evidently 
making  an  effort  to  command  and  preserve  all  the  patience 
and  civility  which  she  was  showing  toward  the  man. 

"  Well,  my  lady,  but  then  there's  a  bill  since  this  last  one," 
said  Mr.  Shadbolt,  boldly,  "  and  it's  that  which  —  " 

"  No,  you  are  wrong,"  rejoined  Anastatia,  "  inasmuch  as 
I  have  not  dealt  with  Madame  Angelique  for  a  year  past," 
and  there  was  something  bordering  upon  a  calm,  or,  rather, 
suppressed  indignation  in  the  tone  and  look  of  the  patrician 
lady. 
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"  Ah,  well,  ma'am,  it's  all  very  fine/'  ejaculated  Shadbolt, 
"  for  your  ladyship  to  make  this  statement,  but  there  is 
Madame  Angelique's  counter-statement  —  " 

I  repeat,  sir,"  interrupted  Lady  Anastasia,  haughtily, 
"  there  is  some  mistake.  I  will  however  look  over  my  ac- 
counts, and  see  whether  by  any  possibility  there  is  one  of 
Madame  Angelique's  which  has  remained  unpaid.  I  am 
however  positive  that  all  the  bills  are  here,"  and  she  indi- 
cated the  receipted  accounts  which  lay  upon  the  table. 

"  And  I  am  equally  positive,  my  lady,"  responded  Shad- 
bolt,  "  that  you  do  owe  Madame  Angelique  this  money, 
no  matter  whether  an  account  has  been  sent  in  to  you 
or  not." 

Anastasia  had  already  shown  more  coldness  and  more 
hauteur,  more  indignant  impatience  and  more  proud  dignity, 
in  the  space  of  a  few  minutes  than  she  had  ever  done  before, 
but  it  was  now  with  the  very  haughtiest  indignation  and  the 
very  utmost  of  her  indignant  pride  that,  drawing  her  fine 
form  up  to  its  full  height,  she  bent  her  beautiful  blue  eyes 
upon  the  intending  extortioner,  saying,  "  This  is  the  first 
time  my  word  was  ever  doubted,  and  your  conduct  is  bor- 
dering upon  insolence.  You  can  retire,  sir.  I  will  myself 
communicate  with  Madame  Angelique  in  the  course  of  a 
day  or  two." 

"  Very  good,  my  lady,"  said  Shadbolt,  who  was  more  than 
half-inclined  to  speak  with  a  still  greater  degree  of  insolence. 
"  Mind  you  don't  forget." 

He  then  strolled  jauntily  out  of  the  room,  and  Anastasia 
felt  so  hurt,  her  feelings  were  so  wounded,  her  pride  was  so 
insulted,  that  she  could  scarcely  keep  back  an  outburst  of 
tears.  Not  for  a  moment  did  she  suspect  the  real  purpose  of 
the  note  and  the  real  object  of  the  visitor,  namely,  that  an 
extortion  was  intended;  she  firmly  believed  it  was  all  a  mis- 
take on  Madame  Angelique's  part,  but  that  the  ex-milliner 
had  entrusted  her  business  to  a  very  rude  person,  whose 
coarse,  vulgar  manners  were  ill-calculated  to  qualify  him 
for  such  a  mission.  A  being  of  Anastasia's  natural  gentle- 
ness and  amiability  felt  such  a  scene  as  this  far  more  than  a 
worldly-minded  woman  would  have  done,  and  the  very 
effort  of  summoning  up  her  dignity,  as  well  as  that  unwonted 
display  of  indignation,  were  followed  by  a  reaction  which,  as 
we  have  just  said,  almost  reduced  her  to  the  weakness  of 
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tears.  Shadbolt  had  not  left  the  room  many  moments  when 
Sir  Frederick  Latham  entered. 

"  I  have  just  received  a  note  from  your  brother,  Ana- 
statia/'  he  said,  in  which  the  viscount  tells  me  —  But  you 
look  distressed.    Has  anything  happened  to  annoy  you?  " 

The  question  was  put  merely  with  that  calmly  kind 
courtesy  which  Sir  Frederick  was  wont  to  observe  toward  his 
wife,  and  there  was  perhaps  a  slight  expression  of  concern 
on  his  countenance ;  but  there  was  no  endearment  of  manner, 
no  caressing  encouragement,  no  solace  conveyed  in  sympa- 
thizing anticipation  of  whatsoever  might  be  told  him. 
Anastasia's  grief  was  now  suddenly  mingled  with  confusion, 
and  hastily  gathering  up  the  papers  which  lay  upon  the 
table,  namely,  the  receipted  bills  which  she  had  produced, 
and  Madame  Angelique's  note  which  she  had  received, 
she  swept  them  all  into  her  desk,  at  the  same  time  falter- 
ing forth,     No,  no,  nothing  has  annoyed  me." 

I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  but  for 
a  few  moments  his  cold  blue  eyes  were  fixed  steadily  and 
searchingly  upon  his  wife.. 

"  You  have  had  a  letter  from  my  brother?  "  she  said,  now 
partially  regaining  her  self-possession;  and  at  the  very  in- 
stant she  raised  her  own  eyes  toward  her  husband's  coun- 
tenance, his  looks  were  withdrawn  from  her,  as  if  he  would 
not  for  the  world  have  it  supposed  that  he  was  in  any  way 
surprised  or  troubled  by  the  confusion  of  her  manner  and  the 
singularity  of  her  conduct. 

Yes,  I  have  received  a  note  from  Viscount  Rushbrook," 
continued  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  the  calmness  of  whose 
look  and  manner  completely  restored  Anastasia  to  her  own 
self-possession.  "  His  lordship  announces  his  intention  of 
coming  to  dine  with  us  to-day,  and  as  he  moreover  hints 
that  he  has  a  little  private  business  on  which  he  is  desirous 
to  speak  to  me  —  " 

"  I  hope  —  I  hope,"  murmured  Anastasia,  as  if  seized 
with  some  new  cause  of  vexation,  that  my  brother 
Robert  —  " 

Do  not  by  any  means  annoy  yourself,"  continued  Sir 
Frederick,  in  the  same  calm,  imperturbable  manner  as  be- 
fore. It  is  not  on  that  account  I  mentioned  the  circum- 
stance of  his  letter.  It  was  simply  to  learn  whether  you 
expect  any  friends  to  dine  with  us  to-day." 
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"  No,  Sir  Frederick/'  responded  Anastatia.  "  You  are  well 
aware  that  I  never  issue  invitations  without  previously  con- 
sulting your  convenience." 

You  are  welcome  to  do  so  at  any  time  you  may  think 
fit/'  answered  Sir  Frederick,  but  more  with  the  air  of  one 
who  was  conveying  a  permission  than  who  was  bidding  his 
wife  exercise  a  right  which  was  indisputably  her  own.  "  On 
my  part  I  have  invited  no  one  to  dine  with  us  to-day,  and 
therefore  it  is  somewhat  fortunate  that  after  dinner  I  shall 
be  left  alone  with  your  brother  —  I  mean  merely  because  he 
intimates  that  he  has  some  business  of  importance  on  which 
to  consult  me." 

I  have  not  seen  Robert  for  some  months  past/'  said 
Anastatia,  "  and  I  hope  in  the  name  of  Heaven  —  " 

"  Again  I  tell  you  not  to  distress  yourself,"  interrupted 
Sir  Frederick.  "  If  it  is  a  matter  of  a  little  pecuniary  as- 
sistance, he  shall  have  it.  Thank  God,  Lady  Anastatia,  your 
husband  is  a  man  who  can  afford  it,  without  the  slightest 
detriment  to  his  own  interests." 

"  I  know  you  are  very  rich,"  said  her  ladyship;  and  then, 
as  she  looked  tearfully  up  into  her  husband's  countenance, 
she  added,  "  But  it  is  really  too  bad  of  Robert." 

"  He  exercises  the  privilege  of  a  brother-in-law,"  remarked 
Sir  Frederick,  and  there  might  perhaps  have  been  a  faint, 
though  very  faint,  expression  of  irony  in  his  tone,  but 
Anastatia  perceived  it  not. 

"  You  have  been  so  good  to  him,  you  have  done  so  much," 
she  said,  **  and  under  such  fearful  circumstances  too  —  " 

"  Lady  Anastatia,"  interrupted  Sir  Frederick,  without 
the  slightest  change  in  his  tone,  look,  or  manner,  but  with  a 
sort  of  calmness,  half-businesslike,  half-self-complacent, 
"  I  have  more  than  once  begged  you  not  to  allude  to  those 
circumstances.  Assuredly  if  I  had  thought  that  the  con- 
versation would  have  taken  this  turn,  I  should  not  have 
spoken  of  that  part  of  your  brother's  note  which  hints  at 
important  business." 

"  But  whenever  my  brother's  name  is  mentioned," 
answered  Lady  Anastatia,  "  I  am  always  reminded  —  yes, 
necessarily  so,"  she  continued,  with  much  feeling,  "  of  your 
great  goodness  and  his  wildness,  I  may  even  say  his  wicked- 
ness. Never,  never  can  I  forget  it.  And  at  the  time  when 
our  parents  would  not  see  him,  when  he  stood  upon  the  very 
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brink  of  ruin,  when  a  frightful  exposure  threatened  him, 
when  the  gulf  was  about  to  open  at  his  feet,  you,  Sir  Fred- 
erick, came  forward,  not  ostentatiously,  but  privately  and 
secretly  —  " 

"  Stop,  Anastatia,"  said  the  great  merchant,  "  this  is 
sufl&cient.    Let  us  allude  to  the  topic  no  more." 

If  a  very  acute  observer  had  been  present,  one  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  skilled  in  reading 
the  mysteries  of  tha  human  heart,  he  would  have  been  led 
to  suspect,  or  indeed  perhaps  he  would  have  plainly  seen, 
that  Sir  Frederick  Latham  had  suffered  his  wife  to  proceed 
to  just  that  sufficient  extent  which  ministered  to  his  own 
vanity,  and  which  reminded  herself  of  the  great  pecuniary 
obligations  under  which  her  family  laboured  toward  him,  and 
that  he  had  then  stopped  her  just  at  the  point  where  he 
might  seem  to  have  been  listening  hitherto  for  courtesy's 
sake,  but  beyond  which  to  listen  any  longer  would  be  per- 
haps to  excite  a  suspicion  as  to  his  real  motives.  He  now 
gave  the  conversation  a  complete  turn,  and  shortly  afterward 
Lady  Anastatia  proceeded  to  her  dressing-room  to  perform 
her  evening  toilet. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


THE  LORD   AND  THE  MERCHANT 

Shortly  after  five  o'clock  a  very  elegant  phaeton  and  pair 
dashed  up  to  the  entrance  of  Tudor  House.  This  equipage 
belonged  to  Viscount  Rushbrook,  and  his  lordship  himself 
was  driving  it,  a  groom  in  an  elegant  livery  being  seated  by 
his  side.  The  viscount  was  smoking  a  cigar,  and  his  whole 
appearance  was  of  that  dissipated,  rakish,  devil-may-care 
kind  which  denoted  the  spendthrift  and  the  improvident  one. 
He  was  five  or  six  years  older  than  his  sister  Anastatia;  he 
was  tall  and  well  formed,  he  had  dark  hair,  an  aristocratic 
profile,  and  good  features,  but  as  we  have  just  hinted,  the 
traces  of  dissipation  were  upon  his  countenance.  He  was 
moreover  thoroughly  heartless  and  unprincipled;  he  would 
sacrifice  a  friend  at  any  moment  if  it  suited  his  interests,  or 
if  his  pecuniary  wants  had  to  be  supplied.  He  cared  not 
for  sister  nor  for  parents,  but  yet  he  was  an  accomplished 
hypocrite,  and  at  any  time,  to  gain  his  own  ends,  could  simu- 
late the  utmost  fraternal  love  or  filial  affection.  From  his 
very  boyhood  he  had  been  reckless  and  extravagant;  his 
proceedings  at  college  had  helped  to  make  considerable  in- 
roads upon  the  already  dilapidated  income  of  his  father  the 
Earl  of  Fordwich,  and  it  was  whispered  that  on  more  occa- 
sions than  one  had  he  since  the  attainment  of  his  majority 
been  compelled  to  leave  the  country  for  a  time  until  his 
debts  were  settled. 

Such  was  Anastatia's  brother,  Robert  Viscount  Rush- 
brook.  When  the  equipage  dashed  up  in  grand  style  to  the 
front  of  the  mansion,  the  viscount  tossed  the  reins  to  his 
groom  on  one  side,  and  tossed  the  cigar  from  his  mouth  on 
the  other;  he  then  stood  for  a  few  moments  to  admire  his 
splendid  pair  of  horses,  which  were  steaming  on  account  of 
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the  pace  at  which  he  had  driven  them,  and  then  he  sauntered 
into  the  house.  Proceeding  to  the  drawing-room,  he  found 
Sir  Frederick  and  Anastatia  there,  and  as  he  had  a  favour 
to  ask  of  the  former,  it  was  his  policy  to  render  himself  as 
agreeable  as  possible. 

"  How  are  you.  Sir  Frederick?  "  he  exclaimed,  proffering 
his  hand,  and  bestowing  a  very  warm  shake  therewith,  al- 
though there  was  nothing  cordial  nor  fervid  in  the  manner  of 
his  brother-in-law^  but  merely  as  much  gentlemanly  courtesy 
as  he  would  have  bestowed  upon  any  other  guest.  "  You're 
looking  uncommonly  well.  And  you,  'Statia  dear,  it  is  quite 
an  age  since  I  have  seen  you,"  with  which  remark  the  vis- 
count just  touched  his  sister's  cheek  with  his  lips. 

"  Where  have  you  been  all  this  time?  "  inquired  Lady 
Anastatia. 

Heaven  only  knows,"  responded  the  viscount,  carelessly, 
and  throwing  himself  languicUy  upon  a  seat,  he  said,  "  'Pon 
my  soul.  Sir  Frederick,  you  are  making  your  place  look  quite 
charming.  Such  taste  as  you  have  displayed!  Where  the 
deuce  you  got  it  all,  I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  conjecture, 
buried  as  you  were  for  so  many  years." 

"  In  the  midst  of  that  honourable  industry,"  said  Sir 
Frederick  Latham,  "  which  has  given  me  the  wealth  that  I 
now  enjoy,  and  which  also  had  its  interval  of  leisure  for  the 
acquirement  and  the  cultivation  of  that  taste  which  your 
lordship  has  just  been  pleased  to  eulogize." 

There  was  a  certain  admixture  of  pomposity,  vanity,  and 
self-complacency  in  this  speech,  but  yet  it  was  scarcely  per- 
ceptible, with  so  much  calm  composure  was  it  delivered. 
It  likewise  conveyed  a  reproof  in  an  indirect  manner,  the 
phrase  of  "  honest  industry  "  irresistibly  making  the  im- 
pression of  the  contrast  existing  between  the  pursuits  of  the 
great  merchant  and  those  of  the  young  lord  who  had  so 
often  been  dependent  on  his  bounty.  Anastatia  felt  that 
impression,  though  she  did  not  for  an  instant  imagine  that 
her  husband  had  deliberately  intended  to  convey  it.  As  for 
the  viscount  himself,  he  either  did  not  or  chose  not  to  com- 
prehend the  allusion,  and  he  said,  with  a  characteristic  flip- 
pancy, "  Ah!  it's  a  devilish  lucky  thing  that  some  men  can 
settle  themselves  to  high  stools  and  awful  big  books  in  a 
dark,  dingy  counting-house,  but  hang  me,  if  ever  I  could 
have  brought  my  mind  to  it!  " 
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At  this  moment  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  a  domestic 
in  a  superb  livery  announced  that  dinner  was  served  up. 
Nothing  occurred  during  the  repast  which  requires  special 
mention;  we  will  therefore  suppose  the  cloth  to  have  been 
removed,  the  dessert  to  be  placed  upon  the  table.  Lady 
Anastatia  to  have  retired  to  the  drawing-room,  and  the 
brothers-in-law  to  be  left  alone  together.  For  some  little 
while  Viscount  Rushbrook  went  on  drinking,  not  merely 
with  the  air  of  one  who  was  much  attached  to  wine,  but  like- 
wise with  that  of  a  person  who  was  priming  himself,  so  to 
speak,  in  order  to  enter  upon  the  subject  which,  despite  his 
natural  self-sufficiency,  he  had  some  little  diffidence  in  ap- 
proaching. He  was  moreover  casting  about  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  enter  upon  it,  and  this  opportunity  Sir  Frederick 
Latham  did  not  appear  inclined  spontaneously  to  furnish, 
nor  to  assist  in  developing.  Indeed,  the  great  merchant 
seemed  as  if  he  had  forgotten  that  part  of  the  viscount's 
letter  which  had  alluded  to  important  business;  he  went  on 
talking  on  general  topics,  as  if  there  were  no  special  one  to 
be  brought  upon  the  tapis,  and  to  the  young  nobleman  it 
was  with  a  most  provoking  indifference  that  Sir  Frederick 
told  him  how  long  this  particular  wine  had  been  in  bottle, 
and  by  what  a  lucky  chance  he  had  got  possession  of  that 
other  sort,  and  how  he  intended  to  make  such  and  such 
improvements  in  his  grounds,  and  how  much  his  firm  hoped 
to  gain  from  the  great  foreign  loan  which  they  had  just  con- 
tracted for  and  taken. 

Confound  this  fellow!  "  thought  the  viscount  within  him- 
self, "  he  is  only  doing  this  to  humiliate  me.  He  won't  help 
me  to  come  to  the  point;  he  means  me  to  open  the  subject 
deliberately  and  methodically,  without  letting  me  gradually 
glide  into  it.  This  is  the  cursed  pride  of  purse,  which 
humbles  our  patrician  pride  of  birth.  By  Heaven,  how  I 
hate  him! 

As  he  mentally  made  this  last  ejaculation.  Viscount  Rush- 
brook  held  up  a  bumper  of  port  toward  the  brilliant  chande- 
lier suspended  overhead,  as  if  it  were  to  examine  its  colour, 
but  he  was  really  the  while  eying  the  merchant  askance,  and 
studying  his  countenance  to  ascertain  whether  its  expression 
afforded  a  hope  that  the  favour  he  was  presently  to  solicit 
would  be  granted.  But  how  inscrutable  was  that  counte- 
nance, with  its  calmness,  half-cold,  half-self-sufficient,  and 
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with  a  certain  gloss  of  dignity  over  all!  Sir  Frederick  knew 
that  the  viscount  was  looking  at  him,  but  affected  not  to 
have  the  slightest  idea  of  it.  He  could  read,  too,  all  that 
was  passing  in  Robert's  mind,  but  he  afforded  not  the  faintest 
indication  that  such  was  the  case.  At  length  Anastatia's 
brother  fancied  himself  sufficiently  primed,  —  which  indeed 
he  must  have  been  if  a  couple  of  bottles  of  wine  could  accom- 
plish such  priming,  but  still  he  was  very  far  from  being 
intoxicated. 

Ah!  by  the  bye.  Sir  Frederick,"  he  said,  "  did  you  happen 
to  notice  that  little  sentence  in  my  letter  where  I  intimated 
that  I  had  a  matter  of  importance  to  submit  to  you?  " 

"  I  did  note  it,"  answered  the  merchant,  with  businesslike 
precision.  "  I  never  fail  to  observe  and  I  never  forget  any 
announcement  which  appears  to  be  stamped  with  a  serious 
meaning." 

"  Ah,  well,  that's  all  right,"  exclaimed  the  viscount.  "  I 
was  afraid  you  had  lost  sight  of  the  thing." 

Sir  Frederick  Latham  poured  a  small  quantity  of  wine  into 
his  own  glass,  for  he  was  habitually  temperate,  but  he  said 
not  another  syllable  in  response. 

"  The  fact  is,"  continued  the  viscount,  first  sipping  his 
wine,  and  then  playing  with  his  silver  fruit-knife,  "  I  am  in 
a  little  trouble  at  this  moment  —  I  don't  mean  trouble  ex- 
actly, because  I  know  that's  a  term  which  frightens  you  City 
gentlemen,  but  what  I  mean  is  that  such  a  thing  as  a  couple 
of  thousand  pounds  would  be  of  the  very  greatest  service  to 
me.    I  should  know  how  to  use  it." 

No  doubt,  my  lord,"  said  the  merchant  ;  "  everybody 
knows  how  to  make  use  of  a  couple  of  thousand  pounds, 
especially  in  these  times  when  no  one  ought  to  misuse 
money." 

''Just  so,"  said  the  viscount,  "precisely  my  idea,"  and 
again  he  filled  his  glass,  again  he  fidgeted  with  the  silver 
fruit-knife,  while  in  the  depths  of  his  heart  he  thought  to 
himself,  '*  Perdition  take  the  cold-blooded  fellow!  he  will 
make  me  put  the  question  pointblank  to  him,  so  that  he 
may  have  the  prideful  satisfaction  of  giving  a  pointblank 
*  yes,'  or  the  malignant  satisfaction  of  giving  as  direct  a 
'no.'" 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Sir  Frederick  Latham 
sipped  his  wine  with  the  most  provoking  composure,  and 
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Viscount  Rushbrook  grew  more  and  more  embarrassed,  con- 
fused, and  annoyed. 

"  Well,  about  this  little  business  of  mine,'^  he  said,  at 
length  mustering  up  his  courage  anew.  "  It*s  only  a  couple 
of  thousand  pounds.  I  don't  exactly  know  when  I  can  repay 
it,  but  of  course  I  would  give  my  bond,  —  and  if  you,  my 
dear  Sir  Frederick,  would  put  me  in  the  way  of  raising  it 
amongst  any  of  your  friends  —  " 

"  My  lord,''  interrupted  the  merchant,  with  an  almost 
chilling  dignity,  "  I  have  no  money-lenders  amongst  my 
friends  nor  acquaintances  —  for  I  never  borrow." 

"  To  be  sure  not!  "  ejaculated  the  viscount,  affecting  to 
laugh,  "  that  would  be  too  ridiculous.  A  firm  that  can  lend 
millions  to  a  foreign  government  to  borrow  at  home!  No, 
no,  I  didn't  mean  that.  But  I  was  only  thinking  that  per- 
haps you  could  put  me  in  the  way  of  raising  this  cursed  little 
sum,  for  I  cannot  think  of  asking  you  for  such  a  favour, 
after  all  that  you  have  at  different  times  done  for  me  —  " 

"  Now  listen,  Lord  Rushbrook,"  interrupted  Sir  Frederick 
Latham,  settling  himself  in  a  businessUke  manner  in  his 
chair,  and  speaking  with  a  dignified  sententiousness.  "  You 
want  two  thousand  pounds,  and,  what  is  more,  you  want  me 
to  give  you  that  money?  " 

Give?  Oh,  no,  no!  "  ejaculated  the  viscount.  "  I  mean 
lend  —  " 

Give,  I  repeat,"  continued  the  merchant,  with  a  slight 
emphasis  on  the  word,  for  it  was  rather  his  look  than  his 
voice  which  rendered  that  word  impressive  when  thus  re- 
iterated. Well,  my  lord,  you  shall  have  this  amount  —  " 
My  dear  Sir  Frederick,  'pon  my  soul,  I  hardly  know  how 
to  express  myself.    You're  a  true  brother-in-law." 

And  you  likewise,"  added  Sir  Frederick.  "  I  told  your 
sister  so  just  now  in  the  drawing-room.  But  I  beg  that  you 
will  listen  to  me,  for  it  is  absolutely  necessary  we  should  have 
some  serious  conversation." 

"  To  be  sure!  This  wine's  excellent,"  exclaimed  the  vis- 
count.   "  I  could  sit  and  talk  over  it  all  night." 

"  You  will  not  think  it  amiss,"  resumed  the  merchant, 
whose  lips  for  a  moment  expressed  mingled  contempt  and 
disgust  for  the  reckless  dissipated  flippancy  of  the  viscount, 

if  I  enter  upon  certain  recapitulations." 

"  Do  whatever  you  like,  my  dear  Sir  Frederick,"  ex- 
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claimed  Rushbrook,  who  was  now  perfectly  at  his  ease  in 
respect  to  the  loan  he  had  asked  for,  inasmuch  as  he  knew 
full  well  that  his  brother-in-law  would  faithfully  fulfil  any 
promise  he  had  made.  "  Ton  my  soiil,  this  wine's  capital !  — 
But  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  was  interrupting  you.  Now,  then, 
I'm  all  attention.  By  the  bye,  hadn't  we  better  have  an- 
other bottle  before  we  go  deeper  into  serious  discourse?  " 

"  Listen  to  me,  my  lord,"  said  the  merchant,  somewhat 
severely,  and  without  heeding  the  hint  relative  to  the  fresh 
bottle.  It  was  not  I  who  first  sought  the  acquaintance  of 
the  Earl  of  Fordwich,  nor  that  of  his  son  the  Viscount  Rush- 
brook,  but  it  was  a  circumstance  of  a  peculiar  character  — 
or  what  other  term  shall  I  use?  —  which  made  me  acquainted 
with  your  lordship's  family." 

"  But  my  dear  Sir  Frederick,"  exclaimed  the  viscount, 
now  wincing  visibly  at  the  merchant's  words,  which  seemed 
fraught  with  an  allusion  that  was  only  too  intelligible,  "  you 
surely  are  not  going  to  recapitulate." 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  said  the  merchant,  coldly,  "  I  am  going 
to  recapitulate.  You  ask  me  a  favour,  and  I  will  confer  it 
in  my  own  fashion,  or  else  not  at  all."  Then  drawing  forth 
a  pocketbook.  Sir  Frederick  displayed  several  blank  cheques, 
and  he  added,  "  One  of  these  will  I  presently  fill  up  for  the 
amount  you  desire,  provided  you  listen  to  all  that  I  have  to 
say.  But  remember,  I  do  not  force  you,  and  if  you  decline 
to  hear  me,  I  replace  my  cheques  in  my  pocketbook,  and 
there  is  an  end  of  the  matter." 

"  But  my  dear  Sir  Frederick,"  stammered  and  faltered  the 
viscount,  "  there  is  something  very  strange  about  you  this 
evening.  What  does  it  all  mean?  I  scarcely  think  it  is 
quite  generous  —  " 

"  Oh,  if  you  take  it  in  that  light,  my  lord,"  interrupted 
the  merchant,  "  I  can  only  answer  that  perhaps  it  will  not 
be  quite  prudent  for  me  to  comply  with  your  request." 

Thus  speaking.  Sir  Frederick  Latham  made  a  movement 
as  if  to  shut  up  his  pocketbook,  when  the  viscount,  who  had 
the  most  desperate  need  of  money,  and  would  rather  hear 
anything,  however  unpalatable,  than  abandon  the  chance  of 
obtaining  it,  hastened  to  exclaim,  "  Well,  well,  Sir  Frederick, 
be  it  as  you  will.    Proceed.    I  listen." 

"  It  was  between  two  and  three  years  ago,"  said  the  mer- 
chant, still  with  that  calm,  businesslike  air  which  the  young 
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nobleman  felt  to  be  so  provoking,  that  a  bill  for  two  thou- 
sand pounds,  purporting  to  be  the  acceptance  of  the  Marquis 
of  Swalecliffe,  a  nobleman  well  known  upon  the  turf,  and 
drawn  by  Viscount  Rushbrook,  came  in  the  course  of  business 
into  the  hands  of  the  firm  to  which  I  belong.  This  bill  was 
a  forgery,  the  marquis's  acceptance  was  a  forged  name,  and 
Viscount  Rushbrook  was  the  forger. 

"  Sir  Frederick!  "  moaned  Anastatia's  brother,  piteously. 
"  What  if  any  one  were  listening?  " 

"  No  one  listens  improperly,  my  lord,  in  my  house,"  replied 
the  merchant.    "  Am  I  to  go  on?  " 

"  Yes,  if  you  will.  I  am  at  your  mercy  —  but  this  is 
indeed  cruel.'' 

"It  is  a  fashion  which  I  have  of  bestowing  the  favour 
which  is  asked  of  me,"  rejoined  Sir  Frederick,  and  there  was 
something  coldly  implacable  in  his  tone.  "  Well,  the  bill 
came  due;  it  was  a  forgery,  as  I  have  said;  the  Marquis  of 
Swalecliffe  disavowed  it,  and  you,  Lord  Rushbrook,  were 
stated  to  be  upon  the  Continent.  At  all  events,  you  were 
not  to  be  found.  Your  father  came  to  me  in  an  agony  of 
grief.  I  took  pity  on  him;  he  himself  could  not  pay  the 
bill  for  you.  A  terrible  exposure  seemed  to  be  staring  you  in 
the  face.  As  for  the  marquis,  he  was  inexorable;  he  vowed 
that  justice  should  take  its  course,  and  that  even  though  I, 
the  holder  of  the  bill,  might  arrange  the  matter  with  your 
father,  he  would  expose  you  at  all  the  clubs,  he  would  brand 
you  as  a  villain.  Then  all  of  a  sudden  a  change  came  over 
the  marquis.  What  influence  was  brought  to  bear  upon  him 
I  know  not,  but  doubtless  the  intercessions  of  your  father  and 
mother,  privately  made,  prevailed.  His  lordship  agreed  that 
the  matter  should  be  hushed  up,  and  I  on  my  part  agreed  to 
exchange  the  forged  bill  against  a  note  of  hand  which  your 
father  the  Earl  of  Fordwich  gave  me.  I  need  not  add  that 
it  was  the  same  as  presenting  you  or  your  family  with  two 
thousand  pounds,  for  until  this  day  that  note  of  hand  re- 
mains unpaid." 

"  Not  one  syllable  of  all  this  have  I  ever  denied,"  said  the 
wretched  viscount,  "  nor  do  I  deny  it  now.  But  wherefore, 
Sir  Frederick  —  " 

"  Stop,  you  have  promised  to  hear  me,"  interrupted  the 
implacable  merchant,  and  he  added,  with  a  cold  sneer, 
"  When  our  discourse  is  at  an  end,  and  I  have  filled  up  the 
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cheque  which  you  require,  we  will  drink  another  bottle  of 
wine  of  this  very  sort  which  you  seem  to  like  so  well." 

The  viscount's  features  brightened  up  in  the  faintest  de- 
gree as  he  saw  that  the  conversation  on  this  topic  must  soon 
draw  to  an  end,  and  that  he  would  obtain  the  subsidy  of 
which  he  stood  so  much  in  need. 

"  The  circumstance  to  which  I  have  referred,"  continued 
Sir  Frederick  Latham,  "  placed  me  on  a  footing  of  intimacy 
with  your  family.  I  became  the  husband  of  your  sister,  and 
at  the  same  time  I  had  the  supreme  honour  "  —  here  again 
he  spoke  with  a  cold  sneer  —  "  of  advancing  a  few  thousands 
for  the  benefit  of  your  father.  Nor  was  this  all.  Shortly 
after  my  marriage,  you,  my  lord,  became  involved  in  fresh 
difficulties;  you  were  outlawed  for  your  debts,  and  every 
sheriffs-officer  in  London  was  in  search  of  you.  Nay,  more, 
there  was  one  of  your  creditors  —  a  solicitor,  who  was  also 
a  money-lender  —  that  threatened  you  with  an  indictment 
for  having  obtained  from  him  a  loan  under  the  falsest  pre- 
tences, and  again  were  you  obliged  to  flee  to  the  Continent, 
or  at  all  events  to  hide  yourself  in  some  secure  retreat.  And 
who  came  forward  to  succour  you?  Who  settled  your  lia- 
bilities? Who  procured  the  reversal  of  the  outlawries?  Who 
arranged  that  ugly  matter  with  the  usurious  solicitor?  In  a 
word,  who  again  saved  you  from  ruin  —  nay,  from  worse 
than  ruin,  from  utter  degradation  and  dishonour?  It  was 
I,  Frederick  Latham,  the  City  merchant." 

"  And  did  I  not  express  my  most  grateful  thanks?  "  asked 
the  viscount.  "  Did  I  not,  alike  by  letter  and  by  word  of 
mouth,  declare  that  you  were  my  saviour  and  acknowledge 
the  obligation  under  which  I  lay  toward  you?  " 

"  No  doubt,"  rejoined  Sir  Frederick.  "  But  letters  may 
be  as  insincere  as  bills  of  exchange  themselves  may  be  fic- 
titious, for  the  man  who  would  forge  a  name  to  the  latter 
would  scarcely  hesitate  to  lie  through  the  medium  of  the 
former.  And  then,  too,  as  for  verbal  expressions  —  ah,  my 
Lord  Viscount  Rushbrook,  I  know  the  value  of  such  language 
from  your  lips." 

"  Why,  what  —  what  —  my  dear  Sir  Frederick,"  stam- 
mered the  young  nobleman,  looking  dreadfully  confused, 
despite  his  characteristic  impudence,    what  do  you  mean?  " 

"  Every  fable  has  its  moral,  every  string  of  truths  produce 
their  corollary,"  replied  the  merchant,  sententiously.  "  Think 
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you  that  I  have  entered  this  night  into  all  these  recapitula- 
tions for  the  purpose  of  parading  my  own  generosity  in  a 
pecuniary  sense  toward  your  father  and  yourself?  Or  think 
you  that  I  seek  to  enhance  the  importance  of  the  favour  I 
am  about  to  bestow  upon  you,  —  a  favour  which  however 
great  it  may  be  in  reference  to  your  present  necessities,  is  in 
respect  to  my  means  and  resources  of  the  most  trumpery 
and  trivial  description.  No,  these  are  not  my  objects.  But 
I  wish  to  let  you  know.  Lord  Viscount  Rushbrook,  that  I  am 
not  your  dupe.'^ 

"  My  dupe?  Ha!  ha!  Sir  Frederick,  that  is  really  too 
good!  "  and  the  viscount  afifected  to  laugh  chucklingly.  It 
would  be  rather  difficult,  I  fancy,  to  get  the  better  of  a 
shrewd,  clear-headed  man  of  business  such  as  you  are." 

"  It  is  the  very  thing  of  which  I  am  seeking  to  convince 
you,"  rejoined  Sir  Frederick,  for  if  I  give  you  my  money, 
and  if  I  have  given  your  father  my  money,  it  is  that  I  toss 
my  thousands  to  you  patrician  beggars  of  Belgravia  just  as 
when  the  humour  takes  me  I  toss  my  pence  to  the  grovelling 
mendicants  of  St.  Giles's  or  Whitechapel." 

"  On  my  soul,  these  are  hard  words,  Sir  Frederick!  " 
ejaculated  the  viscount,  colouring. 

"  Doubtless  they  are  hard  words,"  responded  the  mer- 
chant, "  but  it  is  your  own  fault,  and  that  of  your  father,  if 
they  are  now  addressed  to  you.  I  will  come  to  the  point. 
The  Earl  of  Fordwich  boasts  that  his  patrician  hand  has  been 
graciously  and  condescendingly  pleased  to  grasp  my  plebeian 
hand.  Such  things  as  these  is  your  right  honourable  father 
constantly  saying,  while  your  right  honourable  mother  hesi- 
tates not  to  declare  that  her  daughter  was  thrown  away  upon 
a  City  merchant,  when  with  a  little  trouble  and  manoeuvring 
she  might  no  doubt  have  married  one  of  her  own  sphere. 
Mark,  —  one  of  her  own  sphere.  It  is  easy,  therefore,  to 
comprehend  what  your  lady-mother  thinks  of  me.  But  with 
you,  my  lord  viscount,  it  is  infinitely  worse.  In  your  sober 
moments  as  well  as  in  your  drunken  revelries  you  have 
spoken  scornfully  of  the  City  merchant.  Have  the  words 
'  vain,  pompous,  self-sufficient,  upstart,'  never  issued  from 
your  lips?  But  I  will  not  dwell  upon  these  things,  though 
I  can  assure  you  they  wound  me  not,  for  I  can  scorn  and  de- 
spise them.  I  have  said  enough  to  convince  you,  my  lord, 
that  I  am  not  your  dupe.    I  know  that  in  your  heart  you 
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hate  me;  it  is  gall  and  wormwood  for  you  to  receive  favours 
at  my  hands,  and  therefore,  even  in  conferring  them,  and  in 
giving  you  that  which  your  necessities  will  not  permit  you 
to  refuse,  but  which  indeed  they  compel  you  to  ask,  I  am 
revenged." 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  discomfiture  of  Viscount  Rush- 
brook  while  Sir  Frederick  Latham  thus  spoke.  The  patrician 
dared  not  look  the  rich  plebeian  in  the  face.  He  was  abashed, 
confounded,  annihilated.  But  with  the  utmost  coolness  Sir 
Frederick  Latham  filled  up  a  cheque  for  the  sum  of  two 
thousand  pounds,  and  as  he  passed  it  across  the  table  to  the 
viscount,  he  said,  Not  a  word  of  what  has  passed  need  be 
repeated  in  the  presence  of  Anastatia.  And  remember,  my 
lord,  when  we  rejoin  your  sister  in  the  drawing-room,  we  wear 
countenances  as  if  nothing  extraordinary  had  taken  place. 
And  now,  my  lord,  for  that  other  bottle  of  wine  which  I 
promised  you." 

"  Thanks  for  the  accommodation,"  said  the  viscount,  now 
suddenly  recovering  all  his  self-possession  and  his  flippant 
complacency.  "  But,  ah !  you  have  crossed  this  cheque,  and 
I  shall  have  to  send  it  through  my  bankers',  —  whom,  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  overdrawn  to  the  tune  of  a  few 
hundreds,  so  that  they  would  intercept  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  this  amount  in  order  to  repay  themselves,  which 
would  by  no  means  answer  my  purpose.'^ 

"  Then  come  to  me  in  the  City  to-morrow,  and  I  will  give 
you  bank-notes,"  said  the  merchant.  "  Or  stop,  I  think  I 
can  manage  it  in  another  way.  Have  the  goodness  to  follow 
me,  my  lord." 

Sir  Frederick  Latham  rose  from  his  seat  and  issued  from 
the  room.  He  conducted  the  viscount  through  the  library 
into  a  small  cabinet,  which  served  as  a  private  office  or  study 
where  Sir  Frederick  was  wont  to  look  over  letters,  or  transact 
any  other  little  business  which  he  might  manage  at  home, 
and  on  those  days  on  which  it  was  not  necessary  for  him  to 
proceed  to  his  great  establishment  in  the  City.  Drawing 
forth  a  key  from  his  pocket,  Sir  Frederick  opened  an  iron 
safe,  which  was  concealed  by  a  door  formed  in  the  beautifully 
painted  and  exquisitely  gilt  panelling- work,  and  he  took  from 
that  safe  a  cash-box  containing  a  quantity  of  gold  in  one 
compartment  and  a  number  of  bank-notes  in  another. 

"  Ah!  I  see,  Sir  Frederick,"  said  the  viscount,  with  one  of 
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his  flippant  laughs,  "  that  you  always  keep  a  good  supply  of 
money  in  the  house  in  case  of  emergencies.'' 

"  Always/'  responded  the  merchant,  with  apparent  cool- 
ness and  indifference;  but  the  proceeding  was  in  reality 
another  piece  of  ostentation  on  his  part  to  pique  the  envy 
of  his  patrician  brother-in-law,  whom  he  alike  despised  and 
hated. 

When  Sir  Frederick  had  counted  down  bank-notes  to  the 
amount  of  a  couple  of  thousand  pounds,  there  was  still  a 
considerable  amount  left,  and  in  the  same  spirit  of  ostenta- 
tion the  merchant  folded  them  up  methodically,  conducting 
the  process  in  such  a  manner  that  Rushbrook  might  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  word  "  Hundred  "  in  the  corner  of  some  dozen 
or  fifteen  of  these  remaining  notes. 

Shall  I  give  you  a  little  memorandum,  an  acknowledg- 
ment, a  note  of  hand,  or  anything  you  think  fit?  "  inquired 
the  viscount,  as  he  thrust  into  his  pocket  the  two  thousand 
pounds  just  handed  to  him. 

"It  is  really  useless  to  spoil  a  good  sheet  of  paper,  my 
lord,"  was  the  merchant's  coldly  contemptuous  reply,  as  he 
locked  up  the  safe. 

The  viscount  affected  to  laugh,  but  he  bit  his  lip  with 
deep,  concentrated  rage,  as  he  thought  within  himself,  "  In- 
sult upon  insult.  The  purse-pride  of  this  upstart  plebeian  is 
intolerable." 

While  that  expression  of  impotent  fury  was  still  upon 
Rushbrook's  countenance,  the  full  gaze  of  Latham's  cold  blue 
eyes  was  suddenly  turned  upon  him,  —  indeed  with  an 
abruptness  that  made  Rushbrook  start.  But  again  recover- 
ing his  self-possession,  he  ran  his  fingers  through  his  dark 
hair,  saying,  with  another  laugh,  "  Now,  then,  for  this  bottle 
which  is  promised." 

Sir  Frederick  Latham  led  the  way  back  to  the  dining- 
room,  rang  the  bell,  and  gave  the  order  for  the  wine.  As  he 
sat  for  another  half-hour  with  the  viscount,  his  discourse 
again  turned  upon  general  topics,  and  he  spoke  precisely  as 
if  nothing  unpleasant  had  taken  place,  while  his  demeanour 
exhibited  that  courtesy,  so  coldly  polished,  which  was  hab- 
itual with  him.  The  fresh  supply  of  wine  being  finished,  the 
merchant  and  the  viscount  repaired  to  the  drawing-room, 
where  they  partook  of  coffee  with  Anastatia,  and  the  young 
lady  had  not  the  slightest  reason  to  suspect  that  anything 


294 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


of  a  disagreeable  character  had  occurred  betwixt  her  husband 
and  her  brother. 

It  was  about  eleven  o'clock  when  the  viscount's  dashing 
phaeton  was  driven  around,  by  the  exquisitely  dressed 
groom,  from  the  stables  to  the  front  of  the  mansion.  The 
night  was  very  dark,  and  the  lamps  of  the  vehicle  were 
lighted.  Lord  Rushbrook,  having  taken  leave  of  his  sister 
and  his  brother-in-law,  paused  for  a  few  moments  in  the 
hall  to  light  a  cigar,  and  he  then  ascended  to  the  box-seat, 
receiving  the  whip  and  reins  from  the  hands  of  his  groom. 
He  was  somewhat  the  worse  for  the  great  quantity  of  wine 
which  he  had  drunk,  and  the  domestic,  if  he  had  dared, 
would  have  remonstrated  against  his  master's  undertaking 
to  drive  on  the  occasion,  but  he  knew  the  viscount's  temper, 
and  accordingly  held  his  peace.  His  lordship  was  in  rare 
spirits;  he  had  the  two  thousand  pounds  in  his  pocket,  he 
was  elated  with  wine,  he  was  proud  of  his  beautiful  turnout, 
and  the  impression  of  the  disagreeable  scene  with  his  brother- 
in-law  having  now  completely  worn  off,  he  said  to  himself, 
"  Since  Latham  never  refuses  his  money,  I  sha'n't  hesitate 
in  future  in  applying  to  him  even  oftener  than  I  have  hitherto 
done." 

The  equipage  dashed  along  the  avenue  toward  the  gates 
which  were  thrown  open  by  the  porter,  and  as  the  steeds 
flew  through  that  entrance  way,  the  groom  noticed  with  a 
shudder  how  closely  the  wheel  whisked  past  the  iron  post. 
The  road  upon  which  they  entered  was  broad  and  even;  the 
horses  knew  that  they  were  returning  homeward,  and  they 
proceeded  at  a  rapid  rate.  The  equipage  had  scarcely  gone 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  gates,  when  on  turning  a  some- 
what sharp  corner,  the  phaeton  dashed  against  a  post,  and 
was  instantaneously  overturned. 

The  groom  was  stunned,  and  lay  senseless  on  the  road,  but 
as  if  the  adage  should  be  fulfilled  which  declares  "  there  is  a 
special  providence  for  drunken  men  and  children,"  the  vis- 
count escaped  totally  unhurt.  He  was  instantaneously  upon 
his  feet,  and  he  fancied  that  a  man,  wearing  some  strange 
white  dress,  was  at  the  horses'  heads,  —  to  which  indeed  the 
stranger  had  instantaneously  rushed,  he  being  on  that  very 
spot  at  the  time,  so  that  the  wild  progress  of  the  animals  was 
arrested. 

"  Thank  you,  my  good  fellow,"  said  Rushbrook,  shaking 


THE  LORD  AND  THE  MERCHANT  295 


himself  as  he  sprang  up  to  his  feet.  "  Just  hold  on  there 
for  a  moment  while  I  look  to  the  groom.  Ah!  "  he  con- 
tinued, having  examined  his  dependent,  "  he  is  stunned,  but 
not  killed.  Well,  that's  lucky.  And  now  for  the  carriage. 
Well,  by  Heaven!  this  is  lucky  again!  Nothing  broken  that 
I  can  see,  except  the  lamps.  I  think  those  horses  will  stand 
now.  Just  come  and  lend  me  a  hand  to  set  the  phaeton 
upright." 

The  man  to  whom  these  words  were  addressed  did  not  give 
utterance  to  a  syllable  in  reply,  but  still  he  appeared  to  com- 
prehend what  was  said,  for  having  patted  the  horses'  necks, 
he  approached  the  viscount. 

"  Why,  you  are  a  Lascar,  or  a  Chinaman,  a  Malay,  or 
something  of  the  sort?  "  exclaimed  Rushbrook,  as  the  man 
emerged  from  the  comparative  obscurity,  for  the  lights  of 
both  the  lamps  were  extinguished;  there  were  no  gas-lamps 
in  that  part  of  the  road,  nor  was  there  any  house  near. 
"  Why  the  deuce  don't  you  speak?  You  seem  to  under- 
stand me." 

The  Lascar  made  a  sign  that  he  was  dumb,  but  he  at  once 
addressed  himself  to  the  business  of  raising  the  phaeton, 
which  he  did  in  a  very  few  moments  by  his  own  unaided 
strength.  The  groom  was  now  recovering,  and  the  Lascar, 
lifting  the  man  in  his  powerful  arms,  placed  him  in  the 
vehicle. 

"  You  are  a  very  useful  fellow,"  said  the  viscount,  "  and 
I  can't  think  of  giving  you  less  than  five  shillings  for  your 
services." 

Thus  speaking,  the  nobleman  thrust  his  hand  into  his 
breeches  pocket,  and  with  that  carelessness  which  was  par- 
tially characteristic,  and  partially  the  result  of  his  inebriate 
condition,  he  pulled  forth  all  the  contents  of  that  pocket,  — 
gold,  silver,  and  bank-notes.  Quick  as  lightning  the  Lascar 
seized  upon  the  notes;  it  was  one  rapid  clutch  which  he 
made  at  them,  and  the  next  instant  he  was  darting  away  as 
quick  as  his  legs  could  carry  him. 

"  Stop  thief! "  vociferated  the  viscount,  wild  with  rage  and 
fury,  but  even  before  his  voice  had  ceased  to  vibrate  in  the 
air,  the  white  garments  of  the  robber  were  lost  in  the  dark- 
ness of  the  night. 

A  terrible  execration  burst  from  Rushbrook's  lips,  but  he 
dared  not  speed  in  pursuit.    In  the  first  place,  he  was  a 
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coward;  ideas  of  daggers  and  knives  connected  with  that 
Lascar  swept  through  his  brain,  and  in  the  second  place,  he 
dared  not  quit  the  equipage.  His  hasty  ejaculations  startled 
the  groom  almost  completely  back  into  life,  and  he  said, 
"  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord?  " 

Rushbrook  was  on  the  very  point  of  proclaiming  the  ex- 
tent to  which  he  had  been  robbed,  when  it  struck  him  that 
if  he  were  to  do  so,  he  must  inevitably  cut  the  figure  of  the 
veriest  dastard  in  the  eyes  of  his  dependent,  for  not  having 
at  once  pursued  the  plunderer.  Thus,  though  almost  mad- 
dened with  vexation,  his  pride  nevertheless  inspired  him  with 
sufficient  self-possession  to  make  him  hold  his  peace  on  that 
score,  and  he  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  it  was  nothing.  Only  the 
strange  manner  in  which  that  fellow  darted  away  after  I  had 
given  him  a  few  shillings." 

The  groom's  thoughts  were  still  too  much  in  confusion  for 
him  to  perceive  at  the  moment  that  there  was  something 
strange  in  the  business,  and  that  his  master  was  speaking 
evasively.  When  he  subsequently  reflected  upon  it,  it  was 
too  late  to  put  any  further  questions. 

Rushbrook  now  inquired  if  the  groom  were  very  much 
hurt.  The  man  responded  that  he  was  considerably  shaken, 
but  he  congratulated  himself  on  having  broken  no  bones. 
The  viscount  resumed  his  seat,  but  he  drove  very  cautiously 
for  the  remainder  of  the  journey,  and  all  the  way  homeward 
to  his  father's  residence  in  Park  Lane,  he  never  ceased  in- 
wardly cursing  his  ill  luck,  which  had  deprived  him  of  a  sum 
that  was  so  much  needed  by  existing  circumstances. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


THE   BRILLIANT  ENTERTAINMENT 

Four  or  five  days  elapsed  after  the  incidents  which  we  have 
been  describing,  and  Lady  Anastatia  Latham  knew  not  pre- 
cisely what  course  to  adopt  in  respect  to  Madame  Angelique. 
She  had  promised  Shadbolt  at  the  time  to  call  upon  her,  but 
the  pledge  was  hastily  given,  for  the  purpose  of  getting  rid 
of  the  man,  and  afterward  Anastatia  did  not  like  to  fulfil  it. 
Equally  distasteful  to  her  was  the  idea  of  writing  to  Madame 
Angelique  upon  the  subject  of  the  claim  made  upon  her,  and 
thus  these  four  or  five  days  had  passed  away  without  anything 
being  done.  A  grand  entertainment  was  now  about  to  be 
given  at  Tudor  Lodge,  and  this  was  for  the  moment  engross- 
ing her  ladyship's  attention. 

"  You  will  see  to-night  a  very  interesting  young  couple,'* 
said  Sir  Frederick  Latham  to  Anastatia,  as  they  were  seated 
together  at  breakfast  on  the  morning  of  the  day  on  which 
the  entertainment  was  to  be  given. 

"  A  young  married  couple?  "  said  Anastatia,  inquiringly. 

"  No,  brother  and  sister,"  responded  her  husband,  "  and 
they  are  twins.  Their  name  is  Ashton,  and  as  if  all  circum- 
stances should  combine  to  augment  the  interest  which  en- 
velops them,  they  bear  the  names  of  Christian  and  Christina." 

"  Perhaps  it  was  a  mother's  pious  love  which  bestowed 
these  names  upon  her  twin-offspring?  "  said  Lady  Anastatia. 

"  I  do  not  know  the  circumstances,"  answered  Sir  Fred- 
erick Latham,  "  but  I  will  tell  you  how  it  is  that  Mr.  and 
Miss  Ashton  are  to  be  our  guests  this  evening,  and  wherefore 
I  am  about  to  ask  you,  Anastatia,  to  show  them  all  possible 
attention." 

"  You  know  full  well,  Sir  Frederick,"  responded  the  ami- 
able wife,  "  that  no  expressed  wish  of  yours  is  ever  wilfully 
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neglected  by  me.  I  will  show  Mr.  and  Miss  Ashton  every 
attention,  —  not  merely  because  you  desire  it,  nor  because 
mere  ordinary  courtesy  would  have  prompted  such  conduct 
on  my  part,  but  likewise  because  I  am  already  interested  in 
this  young  brother  and  sister." 

I  was  about  to  give  you  some  little  explanation,"  re- 
sumed Sir  Frederick.  "  There  has  been  for  awhile  past  an 
Indian  lady  of  rank  staying  in  the  British  metropolis,  but 
maintaining  a  strict  incoqnita.  By  the  death  of  her  father 
she  has  recently  attained  a  still  higher  rank,  and  large  funds 
have  been  remitted  to  England  for  her  use.  These  moneys 
were  paid  through  our  correspondent's  house  at  Calcutta, 
and  it  yesterday  became  necessary  that  I  should  see  the  lady 
of  whom  I  am  speaking,  at  her  residence  in  the  district  of 
Bayswater.  There  I  met  Mr.  and  Miss  Ashton,  as  well  as  a 
gentleman  of  the  name  of  Redcliffe.  Having  received  the 
lady's  instructions  in  respect  to  the  large  funds  which  our 
firm  holds  on  her  account,  I  ventured  to  hint  that  if  it  were 
agreeable,  you,  Anastatia,  would  call  and  pay  your  respects. 
The  lady  expressed  her  thanks,  and  with  much  courtesy  gave 
me  to  understand  that  she  was  desirous  of  living  in  seclusion 
during  her  sojourn  in  this  country.  But  she  remarked  that 
she  by  no  means  wished  to  condemn  her  beloved  friend  Miss 
Ashton  to  a  similar  monotony  of  existence,  for  it  appears  that 
Miss  Ashton  resides  altogether  with  the  Indian  lady,  while 
Mr.  Ashton  and  Mr.  Redcliffe  were  only  the  temporary  vis- 
itors of  a  few  hours.  To  be  brief,  I  succeeded  in  inducing 
Mr.  and  Miss  Ashton  to  accept  an  invitation  to  our  enter- 
tainment this  evening,  and  you  may  therefore  expect  them." 

Sir  Frederick  Latham,  as  Indora's  financial  agent,  had 
necessarily  been  made  acquainted  with  her  queenly  rank,  but 
as  the  matter  was  a  secret,  he  —  with  the  characteristic  cau- 
tion of  business  habits  —  forebore  from  revealing  the  truth 
even  to  his  own  wife.  He  had  striven  hard  to  induce  In- 
dora  to  visit  at  his  house.  He  had  calculated  that  if  she 
would  only  make  her  appearance  for  an  hour  in  his  brilliant 
saloons,  the  presence  of  a  lady  of  such  matchless  beauty  — 
even  though  her  sovereign  rank  should  still  remain  concealed 
—  would  give  an  immense  eclat  to  the  entertainment.  But 
Indora  had  declined,  not  merely  for  the  reason  which  she 
had  alleged,  but  likewise  because  she  deemed  it  her  duty  to 
bestow  as  much  attention  as  possible  upon  the  wounded 
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Sagoonah.  She  nevertheless  urged  Christina  to  accept  the 
invitation,  while  Mr.  Redcliffe  had  by  a  sign  intimated  to 
Christian  that  he  also  was  to  respond  in  the  affirmative. 
Thus,  although  Sir  Frederick  had  failed  to  obtain  the  presence 
of  Queen  Indora  at  his  mansion,  he  had  nevertheless  suc- 
ceeded in  respect  to  the  young  brother  and  sister,  whose 
personal  beauty  was  of  so  exceedingly  interesting  a  character, 
and  who  could  not  therefore  fail  to  create  a  sensation.  But 
Sir  Frederick  did  not  choose  to  enter  into  these  full  explana- 
tions with  his  wife.  Lady  Anastatia;  he  never  suffered  her 
to  perceive  the  amount  of  pains  he  took  to  render  his  enter- 
tainments so  brilliant,  attractive,  and  varied,  that  they 
should  even  excite  the  envy  of  the  patrician  guests  who 
might  be  present  at  them. 

At  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  there  was  a  continu- 
ous line  of  carriages  rolling  along  the  avenue  of  Sir  Fred- 
erick's grounds,  and  setting  down  the  fashionably  apparelled 
guests  at  the  mansion.  The  edifice  itself  was  a  perfect  blaze 
of  light,  and  all  the  arrangements  were  upon  a  scale  which 
denoted  an  utter  disregard  for  expense.  Sir  Frederick  was 
indeed  immensely  rich,  and  the  sum  of  money  which  such  an 
entertainment  as  this  might  cost  him  was  an  insignificant  out- 
lay when  considered  in  reference  to  his  means.  The  brilliant 
saloons  were  soon  crowded  with  guests,  amongst  whom  were 
what  might  be  termed  the  aristocracy  of  the  commercial 
world,  as  well  as  a  considerable  assemblage  of  members  of 
the  patrician  aristocracy  itself. 

Lord  and  Lady  Fordwich  were  prevented  by  indisposition 
from  appearing  at  this  entertainment,  but  Viscount  Rush- 
brook  was  there.  This  nobleman  had  for  the  last  few  days 
been  resolving  in  his  mind  a  thousand  pretexts  for  making 
another  draw  upon  the  merchant's  purse,  but  he  had  as  yet 
failed  to  hit  upon  any  plan  which  might  reasonably  account 
for  an  application  following  so  close  on  the  heels  of  the 
former  one.  Nevertheless,  it  was  absolutely  necessary  for 
the  viscount  to  obtain  fifteen  hundred  or  a  thousand  pounds 
with  the  shortest  possible  delay;  for  not  being  himself  a 
peer,  nor  even  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons,  he  was 
unprotected  against  arrest,  and  he  knew  that  there  was  a 
warrant  out  for  his  apprehension  on  account  of  an  unpaid 
bond  which  had  just  fallen  due.  To  be  incarcerated  would 
prove  his  ruin;  it  would  bring  all  his  difficulties  to  the 
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climax;  his  creditors  —  most  of  whom  were  now  kept  quiet 
by  promises,  or  else  were  ignorant  that  he  was  in  London  — 
would  flock  around  him  like  a  nest  of  hornets.  The  reader 
will  therefore  comprehend  that  it  was  a  matter  of  the  most 
vital  importance  for  Lord  Rushbrook  to  procure  without 
delay  the  wherewith  to  satisfy  the  creditor  who  sought  to 
plunge  him  into  prison. 

He  knew  full  well  that  although  Anastatia  was  supplied 
with  ample  means  for  all  her  current  expenses  —  and  that 
though  she  might  let  him  have  (as  indeed  she  had  frequently 
done)  a  hundred  pounds  —  it  was  totally  useless  to  ask  her 
to  furnish  from  her  own  purse  the  much  larger  amount  that 
he  needed.  He  dared  not  explain  to  his  brother-in-law  the 
precise  truth  of  the  adventure  with  the  false  Lascar,  because 
he  knew  perfectly  well  that  not  for  a  single  minute  would 
Sir  Frederick  Latham  put  faith  in  such  a  tale,  but  that  on 
the  contrary  he  would  be  sure  to  regard  it  as  the  most 
shallow  and  impudent  pretext  for  obtaining  an  additional 
supply  of  money.  What  course  was  the  viscount  to  adopt? 
He  knew  not;  he  was  cruelly  bewildered,  he  was  miserably 
perplexed.  He  had  no  heart  for  the  enjoyment  of  the  fes- 
tivities to  which  he  had  come,  but  he  had  made  his  appear- 
ance at  Tudor  Lodge  in  the  hope  that  the  chapter  of  accidents 
might  evolve  some  circumstance  which  he  could  possibly 
turn  to  his  advantage.  Thus,  if,  for  instance,  he  should 
find  his  brother-in-law  in  a  better  mood  toward  him  than 
usual,  if  the  gratified  vanity  of  beholding  a  grand  entertain- 
ment prove  most  brilliantly  successful  should  open  the  heart 
of  the  City  merchant,  or  again,  if  it  were  possible  to  induce 
Anastatia  to  plead  on  his  behalf,  devising  some  pretext  for 
the  plea  itself.  Lord  Rushbrook  was  determined  to  be  ready 
to  take  advantage  of  any  such  favourable  incident. 

Amongst  the  equipages  which  rolled  up  to  the  entrance  of 
Tudor  House  was  the  carriage  of  Queen  Indora,  and  this 
contained  Christian  and  Christina.  The  moment  they  en- 
tered the  brilliantly  lighted  saloon,  Sir  Frederick  Latham  led 
his  wife  forward  to  greet  the  twins  with  a  fitting  welcome, 
and  the  amiable  Anastatia,  already  predisposed  to  like  them, 
was  at  once  smitten  with  the  conviction  that  her  sympathies 
had  flowed  in  a  channel  which  would  yield  no  future  cause 
for  regret.  There  was  something  so  exceedingly  interesting, 
even  pathetically  touching,  in  the  appearance  of  this  brother 
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and  sister,  —  such  a  striking  similitude  between  them,  and 
their  personal  beauty  was  of  so  high  and  intellectual  an 
order,  that  it  was  impossible  for  any  one  who  had  a  heart 
susceptible  of  right  and  proper  feeling,  to  be  otherwise  than 
moved  toward  this  young  pair.  Though  their  manners  were 
naturally  retired  and  unobtrusive,  yet  had  they  gentility's 
perfect  gloss;  every  gesture  denoted  good  breeding,  and 
there  was  an  elegance  as  well  as  a  refinement  about  them 
which  would  have  led  a  stranger  to  believe  that  they  were 
the  offspring  of  one  of  the  highest  families  in  the  land. 
Christina  leaned  upon  her  brother's  arm,  —  her  beautiful 
shape  set  off  by  a  costume  which  was  characterized  by  taste- 
ful elegance,  and  though  she  had  received  costly  gifts  from 
Queen  Indora  and  from  Mr.  Redcliffe,  yet  did  she  now  wear 
little  jewelry,  —  not  because  she  herself  egotistically  appre- 
ciated the  poetical  aphorism  which  says  that  "  beauty  when 
unadorned  is  adorned  the  most,"  but  because  her  taste  in 
this  respect  was  naturally  simple.  Her  raven  hair  flowed  in 
heavy  tresses  upon  her  polished,  stainless  shoulders,  and  as 
this  was  the  first  time  she  had  ever  made  her  appearance  in 
so  large  and  brilliant  an  assemblage,  there  was  a  certain 
flutter  in  her  heart,  which  gave  a  carnation  hue  to  her 
cheeks,  and  this  animation  rendered  her  beauty  not  merely 
interesting,  but  likewise  brilliant  at  the  moment. 

Her  brother  Christian  certainly  never  appeared  to  greater 
advantage.  The  evening  costume  which  he  wore  —  the 
black  dress  coat  and  pantaloons,  with  the  snowy  white  waist- 
coat—  set  off  the  slender  symmetry  of  his  shape,  and  his 
dark  hair,  parted  in  natural  curls  above  his  high  open  fore- 
head, enframed  as  it  were  that  seat  of  the  loftiest  thoughts. 
No  wonder  therefore  that  this  beautiful  young  couple  —  for 
the  word  beautiful  is  not  misused  even  in  reference  to  the 
masculine  good  looks  of  our  young  hero  himself — should  have 
created  a  considerable  sensation  when  they  entered  the 
saloon.  Sir  Frederick  Latham  perceived  the  effect  thus  pro- 
duced; he  saw  that  the  young  pair  had  in  a  moment  become 
the  cynosure  of  attraction,  and  though  he  outwardly  be- 
trayed not  what  he  felt,  yet  did  he  inwardly  congratulate 
himself  on  the  policy  which  had  induced  him  to  invite 
Christian  and  Christina  to  his  entertainment. 

After  Sir  Frederick  and  Lady  Anastatia  Latham  had  con- 
versed for  a  little  while  with  Mr.  and  Miss  Ashton,  the  danc- 
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ing  commenced.  Sir  Frederick  requested  Christian  to  open 
the  ball  with  her  ladyship,  thus  doing  everything  he  could 
to  put  our  hero  forward  as  his  principal  male  guest.  He 
himself  never  danced,  but  Viscount  Rushbrook  became 
Christina's  partner  for  the  first  quadrille. 

This  first  quadrille  was  just  drawing  to  a  close,  when 
Christina,  on  glancing  toward  the  extremity  of  the  room, 
caught  a  glimpse  of  a  countenance  which  brought  the  warm 
blood  up  to  her  cheeks,  but  the  next  instant  that  colour 
vanished,  and  for  a  few  moments  she  was  exceedingly  pale. 
This  transitory  display  of  emotion  on  her  part  however 
passed  unnoticed,  and  the  dance  being  over,  the  viscount 
conducted  her  to  a  seat.  He  remained  conversing  with  her 
for  a  few  minutes  longer,  and  then,  as  her  brother  rejoined 
her,  the  nobleman  retired  to  another  part  of  the  room.  Sir 
Frederick  Latham  almost  immediately  came  up  to  discourse 
with  the  twins,  and  soon  did  the  splendid  band  give  notice 
that  the  next  dance  was  about  to  commence.  Christian  was 
introduced  to  some  young  lady  of  rank  for  this  second  quad- 
rille, and  scarcely  had  he  quitted  Christina's  side,  when  a 
well-known  voice,  speaking  low  and  tremulously,  said,  "  May 
I  have  the  pleasure  of  Miss  Ashton's  hand  on  the  present 
occasion?  " 

All  the  proper  pride,  modesty,  and  self-possession  of  the 
young  lady  immediately  came  to  her  aid,  as  she  rose  from 
her  seat  and  gave  her  hand  to  Lord  Octavian  Meredith,  for 
he  it  was  of  whose  countenance  she  had  caught  a  glimpse,  as 
ere  now  stated,  amidst  the  lookers-on  at  the  farther  ex- 
tremity of  the  brilliantly  lighted  saloon.  A  sense  of  duty, 
having  several  phases,  —  duty  toward  herself,  duty  toward 
this  young  nobleman  who  was  the  husband  of  another,  duty 
toward  that  other,  the  amiable  Zoe,  who  was  Christina's 
friend,  —  inspired  the  young  maiden  with  a  degree  of  firm- 
ness which  made  her  heart  glow  with  satisfaction  at  the 
thought  that  she  should  be  enabled  to  command  it.  No 
change  took  place  in  her  countenance;  her  hand  trembled 
not  as  it  rested  in  that  of  Lord  Octavian,  yet  his  hand 
trembled,  and  she  felt  that  it  did  so.  For  a  moment  her 
looks  had  encountered  his  own  when  she  rose  from  her  seat 
to  give  him  that  hand,  but  as  he  led  her  to  the  place  which 
they  were  to  take  in  the  dance,  she  looked  straightforward, 
yet  without  having  any  visible  air  of  embarrassment  or 
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restraint.  Nevertheless,  although  to  every  one  else  Chris- 
tina's aspect  and  bearing  were  devoid  of  aught  to  create  any 
particular  attention,  yet  Lord  Octavian  felt  as  if  his  heart 
were  riven  with  a  pang,  for  to  him  this  calm  firmness  ap- 
peared a  proof  of  indifference.  He  said  not  a  word  for 
several  minutes  after  he  had  invited  her  to  dance  with  him, 
but  still  he  had  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  avoid  betraying 
by  his  looks  the  feelings  which  were  agitating  in  his  breast. 

"  Little  did  I  expect  the  pleasure  of  encountering  you 
here,"  he  presently  said,  and  again  his  voice  was  low  and 
tremulous.  "  I  have  mingled  but  little  in  society  lately.  I 
came  hither  to-night  to  distract  my  mind  as  it  were  from 
the  thoughts  which  are  ever  agitating  it  —  " 

"  May  I  inquire,"  asked  Christina,  "  if  your  lordship  has 
lately  heard  —  " 

From  Zoe?  Yes,"  and  he  heaved  a  profound  sigh.  "  I 
see  that  your  brother  is  here,"  he  immediately  added,  evi- 
dently for  the  purpose  of  changing  the  topic. 

The  circumstances  of  the  dance  suddenly  interrupted  the 
discourse,  and  when  the  figure  was  ended.  Lord  Octavian 
was  evidently  too  much  embarrassed  to  know  how  to  resume 
the  conversation.  Christina  therefore  began  to  speak  on  in- 
different topics,  but  her  position  was  growing  more  and 
more  embarrassing  and  painful,  for  by  a  kind  of  intuitive 
knowledge  she  comprehended  what  Meredith  himself  felt. 

''Is  it  possible,  Christina,"  he  presently  said,  in  a  low, 
deep  voice,  "  that  I  have  become  an  object  of  utter  indiffer- 
ence toward  you?  You  are  scarcely  courteous  toward  me,  — 
your  manner  is  absolutely  chilling  —  " 

"  I  am  incapable  of  behaving  with  a  wilful  deficiency  of 
courtesy,"  replied  Christina,  but  there  was  something  in  the 
quick  look  which  she  flung  upon  the  young  nobleman  which 
seemed  to  imply  that  if  she  did  not  absolutely  resent,  yet 
she  at  least  deprecated  his  calling  her  by  her  Christian  name. 

"  But  why  thus  cold  toward  me?  "  he  asked;  ''  why  thus 
freezing?    Surely  I  have  not  offended  you?  " 

''  No,  my  lord,  you  have  not  offended  me,"  she  answered. 
"  But  may  I  beg  that  you  will  cease  these  reproaches?  " 

Again  did  the  circumstances  of  the  dance  interrupt  the 
discourse,  and  when  it  was  renewed,  Christina  talked  in  a 
manner  which  as  plainly  as  possible  forbade  any  recurrence 
to  that  which  she  evidently  regarded  as  forbidden  ground. 
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"  May  I  expect  the  pleasure  of  dancing  again  with  you 
this  evening?  "  he  inquired  in  a  tone  of  earnest  appeal,  as  he 
conducted  her  back  to  her  seat. 

"  I  beg  your  lordship  to  excuse  me/'  replied  Christina,  and 
the  response  was  given  with  a  firmness  which  again  sent  a 
pang  through  Meredith's  heart. 

"  But  this  is  most  unkind,"  he  said,  almost  passionately, 
though  in  a  very  low  voice.  "  At  least  we  are  friends? 
You  do  not  answer  me,"  and  then,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
he  added,  "  Christina,  you  will  drive  me  to  despair." 

One  word,  my  lord,"  rejoined  the  young  maiden,  firmly. 
*'  I  cannot  be  guilty  of  so  much  ridiculous  affectation  as  to 
pretend  to  be  ignorant  of  these  allusions,  but  I  beseech  your 
lordship  to  understand  that  I  shall  regard  your  conduct  in 
the  light  of  a  persecution  if  you  persist  in  it." 

Having  thus  spoken,  Christina  rose  from  the  seat  to  which 
she  had  been  conducted,  and  proceeded  to  join  Lady  An- 
astatia,  who  was  now  conversing  with  Christian  and  two  or 
three  others  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  apartment.  In  one 
sense  it  cost  Christina  a  severe  pang  to  behave  in  this  manner 
toward  Lord  Octavian,  but  in  another  sense  she  was  rejoiced, 
—  yes,  absolutely  rejoiced,  because  she  felt  that  she  had 
done  her  duty,  and  there  was  a  glowing  approval  within  the 
region  of  her  own  conscience.  As  for  Lord  Octavian  himself, 
nothing  could  exceed  the  distress  of  mind  that  he  experienced, 
although  he  had  sufficient  fortitude  to  avoid  the  outward 
betrayal  thereof.  Issuing  from  the  saloon,  he  went  forth 
upon  the  landing,  to  obtain  if  possible  a  less  heated  atmos- 
phere, for  his  brows  were  fevered  and  were  throbbing  vio- 
lently. He  passed  on  into  the  refreshment-room,  where  he 
obtained  some  cooling  beverage,  and  thence  he  entered  a 
conservatory,  where  he  found  himself  completely  alone. 
Here  he  gave  way  to  his  reflections. 

Lady  Anastatia  Latham  was  conversing  with  some  of  her 
guests,  as  already  stated,  when  a  footman  drawing  near  to 
the  group  hovered  a  few  moments  about  it,  in  such  a  man- 
ner as  to  indicate  that  he  wished  to  speak  to  his  mistress. 
She  moved  away  from  her  friends,  and  he  said  to  her, 
"  Please  your  ladyship,  there  is  that  person  —  Mr.  Shadbolt 
" —  who  has  called  again  and  requests  a  few  minutes'  inter- 
view." 

"  Did  you  not  tell  him  that  I  was  particularly  engaged?  " 
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asked  Anastatia,  the  colour  for  an  instant  rushing  to  her 
cheeks. 

"  I  did,  my  lady/'  replied  the  domestic,  "  but,  to  tell  your 
ladyship  the  truth,  he  insists  —  " 

"  Enough,''  interrupted  Anastatia,  and  then,  with  regained 
self-possession,  she  added,  "  Yes,  the  business  is  of  import- 
ance.   I  will  speak  to  him.    Where  is  he?  " 

^'  I  showed  him  into  the  breakfast-parlour,  my  lady," 
answered  the  footman,  "  for,  to  tell  your  ladyship  the  truth," 
added  the  man,  with  an  air  of  concern,  ^*  he  is  the  worse  for 
liquor,  and  I  scarcely  dared  venture  to  bring  his  message  to 
your  ladyship." 

Anastatia  moved  hastily  away;  she  felt  humiliated  in  the 
presence  of  her  servant.  There  was  something  degrading  in 
the  idea  that  she  should  be  asked  for  by  a  person  who  came 
in  a  state  of  intoxication,  and  that  she  should  not  dare  bid 
the  domestic  turn  him  away  from  the  house.  She  was  con- 
siderably agitated,  though  outwardly  this  excitement  was 
scarcely  visible  to  the  crowd  of  guests  amongst  whom  she 
passed  on  her  way  toward  the  door  of  the  ballroom.  She 
issued  forth,  descended  the  stairs,  and  proceeded  to  the 
breakfast-parlour. 

Now,  it  happened  that  Sir  Frederick  Latham  was  standing 
at  a  little  distance  from  the  spot  where  that  rapid  conversa- 
tion had  taken  place  between  Anastatia  and  the  domestic. 
He  had  seen  the  servant  hover  about  the  group  in  order  to 
gain  speech  with  Anastatia,  and  he  had  marked  that  glow 
which  had  crimsoned  her  countenance.  He  naturally  con- 
cluded that  something  wrong  had  occurred  in  the  household 
arrangements,  and  that  something  might  suddenly  have  been 
discovered  to  be  defective  with  reference  to  the  splendid 
supper  which  was  to  be  spread  in  the  banqueting-room. 
He  therefore  beckoned  the  footman  forth  upon  the  land- 
ing, and  he  said,  "  What  has  occurred  to  annoy  her  lady- 
ship? " 

For  an  instant  the  man  looked  confused,  and  seemed  as  if 
he  would  rather  not  have  been  questioned,  but,  as  at  a 
second  glance  toward  his  master's  countenance,  he  caught 
the  gaze  of  the  merchant's  cold  blue  eyes  fixed  steadfastly 
and  searchingly  upon  him,  he  stammered  out,  "  It  is  nothing 
particular,  sir,  —  only  a  person  who  has  called  on  some  little 
business  —  " 
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"  Called  on  business  at  such  an  hour  and  on  such  an  occa- 
sion," said  the  merchant.    "  Who  is  this  person?  " 

"  The  same,  sir,"  was  the  footman's  response,  "  who  called 
the  other  day,  when  you  questioned  me  —  " 

"  Ah!  the  person  who  gave  the  name  of  Shadbolt?  "  said 
Sir  Frederick,  and  though  his  countenance  continued  coldly 
impassive,  yet  was  his  mind  inwardly  troubled,  for  he  had 
not  forgotten  the  confusion  shown  by  his  wife  immediately 
after  that  former  visit  of  Shadbolt's,  and  which  indeed  had 
led  him  to  question  the  footman  as  to  who  the  individual 
was.  And  on  what  plea  did  this  person  solicit  an  interview 
at  such  an  hour?  "  he  asked. 

Again  the  domestic  looked  confused;  again  did  he  meet 
the  cold  steady  searching  gaze  of  his  master,  and  thinking 
he  had  better  tell  whatsoever  he  knew,  he  said,  "  I  informed 
this  Mr.  Shadbolt  that  there  was  a  large  party  at  the  house, 
and  that  her  ladyship  was  particularly  engaged,  but  he  in- 
sisted upon  seeing  her  ladyship,  —  and  in  short,  sir,  he  said 
it  was  something  about  a  debt  for  which  he  had  to  claim 
payment." 

Now  did  all  the  proud  blood  of  the  City  merchant  rush  to 
his  cheeks;  his  lips  quivered,  his  eyes  glistened,  he  even 
made  a  gesture  of  rage,  and  for  that  one  instant  he  betrayed 
more  emotion  in  the  presence  of  his  domestic  than  he  had 
ever  before  done.  But  in  another  instant  it  had  passed,  and 
in  a  voice  that  was  perfectly  cold  and  firm,  he  said,  Do 
you  know  to  whom  this  debt  is  due,  or  what  is  its  amount?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  the  footman.  "  Mr.  Shadbolt  said 
nothing  upon  these  points,  and  it  appeared  to  me  that  when 
he  did  let  drop  something  about  a  debt  which  he  had  to 
claim,  it  slipped  out  inadvertently,  because,  sir,  to  tell  the 
truth,  the  man  is  the  worse  for  liquor." 

Again  did  the  blood  rush  to  the  merchant's  countenance; 
he  too  felt  humiliated,  as  his  wife  had  ere  now  done,  that 
such  a  thing  should  become  known  to  the  menials  of  the 
household,  but  again  quickly  recovering  himself,  he  said, 
"  This  must  be  some  mistake;  it  is  impossible  her  ladyship 
can  owe  any  money.  However,  you  will  do  well  to  keep 
your  own  counsel  upon  the  point,"  and  Sir  Frederick  placed 
a  couple  of  guineas  in  the  servant's  hand. 

The  man  bowed,  and  was  about  to  retire,  when  his  master 
said,  "  Go  and  tell  your  mistress  that  I  wish  to  speak  to  her 
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for  a  moment  in  my  private  room,  and  let  this  Shadbolt  wait 
until  after  I  have  thus  spoken  to  her  ladyship." 

We  must  now  return  to  Anastatia  herself.  She  had  re- 
paired to  the  breakfast-parlour,  where  Mr.  Shadbolt  awaited 
her  presence.  He  had  partaken  somewhat  copiously  of  wine, 
and  haply  of  spirits  likewise,  after  his  dinner,  and  though 
very  far  from  being  completely  intoxicated,  he  was  neverthe- 
less considerably  elevated.  He  rose  from  his  seat  as  Lady 
Anastatia,  in  her  elegant  ballroom  apparel,  made  her  appear- 
ance, but  he  had  the  air  of  one  who  was  doggedly  resolute  in 
carrying  out  the  point  he  had  in  view. 

"  What  means  this  intrusion  at  such  an  hour  and  on  such 
an  occasion?  "  asked  Anastatia,  with  mingled  indignation 
and  trepidation. 

"  Why,  your  ladyship  did  not  keep  your  word,"  responded 
Shadbolt,  "  and  therefore  I  thought  there  was  no  necessity 
to  stand  on  niceties  in  this  little  matter." 

I  will  communicate  with  Madame  Angelique  to-morrow," 
replied  Anastatia,  with  glowing  cheeks.  "  I  could  not  do 
so  before." 

But  your  ladyship  may  forget  when  to-morrow  comes, 
as  you  have  done  for  the  last  few  days,  and  therefore,"  added 
Shadbolt,  resolutely,  we  had  better  settle  the  business 
offhand." 

"  The  demand  is  a  mistake,"  she  responded,  "  and  I  can 
easily  satisfy  Madame  Angelique  that  it  is  so." 

"  And  Madame  Angelique  says  over  and  over  again  that 
it  is  no  mistake  whatsoever.  Come,  my  lady,  you  had  better 
pay  the  money  at  once,  and  avoid  all  unpleasantness.  To 
be  plain  with  you,  Madame  Angelique  is  determined  to  have 
it,  and  her  resolution  is  represented  in  your  ladyship's  humble 
servant,  honest  Ike  Shadbolt." 

It  was  now  for  the  first  time  that  a  suspicion  of  intended 
extortion  flashed  to  the  mind  of  Lady  Anastatia  Latham. 
The  blood  ran  cold  to  her  heart,  the  next  instant  it  coursed 
like  molten  lead  in  its  crimson  channels.  She  knew  not  how 
to  treat  the  matter,  —  whether  to  repel  the  demand  with 
indignation,  or  to  submit  to  it  and  promise  the  money  for 
the  morrow.  At  that  instant  the  door  opened,  and  the  foot- 
man entering,  said,  "  If  you  please,  my  lady.  Sir  Frederick 
wishes  to  speak  to  you  a  moment  in  his  study." 

Anastatia  was  for  an  instant  smitten  as  if  by  dismay  at 
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this  announcement,  and  she  was  on  the  point  of  asking  the 
domestic  some  questions,  when  he  said,  "  And  perhaps,  my 
lady,  Mr.  Shadbolt  had  better  remain  until  your  ladyship 
comes  back  to  him." 

Without  a  word  Anastatia  issued  from  the  room,  but  when 
in  the  hall  she  put  to  the  footman  the  question  to  which  she 
had  a  few  instants  back  been  on  the  point  of  giving  utterance. 

"  What  does  Sir  Frederick  want  me  for?  "  she  asked,  as  if 
with  an  air  of  indifference. 

Sir  Frederick  questioned  me,  my  lady,"  responded  the 
footman,  "  and  to  tell  your  ladyship  the  truth,  I  was  com- 
pelled to  inform  him  that  Mr.  Shadbolt  had  called  for  pay- 
ment of  some  little  debt  —  " 

"  Ah!  —  then  Mr.  Shadbolt  himself  must  have  spoken  to 
you?  "  said  Anastatia,  and  it  was  with  the  utmost  difficulty 
she  could  maintain  an  air  of  composure. 

"  He  only  told  me  that  much,  my  lady,"  was  the  lackey's 
response.    "  I  could  not  help  answering  Sir  Frederick  —  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  interjected  Anastatia,  with  an  air  of 
dignified  self-possession.    "  It  was  your  duty." 

Lady  Anastatia  Latham  then  proceeded  direct  to  her  hus- 
band's study,  with  the  determination,  if  needed,  of  making 
a  certain  confession,  but  it  was  with  a  sense  of  dismay  that 
she  adopted  the  resolve.  She  entered  the  study,  where  she 
found  her  husband  seated  at  the  desk,  and  reading  a  letter 
with  his  wonted  demeanour  of  imperturbable  calmness. 

My  dear  Anastatia,"  he  said,  rising  from  his  seat  and 
advancing  toward  her,  "  it  has  perhaps  been  a  little  oversight 
on  my  part  that  I  have  not  occasionally  given  you  the  key 
of  this  safe  in  order  that  you  may  replenish  your  purse  with- 
out the  necessity  of  applying  direct  to  me.  Here  is  the  key; 
you  can  restore  it  to  me  presently.  And  now,  my  dear 
Anastatia,  delay  not  in  returning  amongst  your  guests." 

Having  thus  spoken,  with  an  unusual  appearance  of  kind- 
ness, Sir  Frederick  at  once  issued  from  the  room.  The  whole 
proceeding  was  so  completely  different  from  what  Anastatia 
had  expected  that  she  was  rendered  absolutely  speechless, 
and  could  not  even  murmur  a  syllable  of  acknowledgment 
for  her  husband's  generosity.  When  the  door  closed  behind 
him,  and  she  found  herself  alone,  tears  began  trickling  down 
her  cheeks.    She  comprehended  it  all. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  within  herself,  "  he  suspects  that  I  am 
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in  debt,  that  I  have  been  extravagant,  that  I  have  concealed 
my  embarrassments  from  him,  and  he  adopts  this  nobly- 
generous  course  for  a  twofold  reason.  He  affords  me  the 
opportunity  of  acquitting  myself  of  my  supposed  liabilities, 
and  at  the  same  time  he  conveys  a  reproof  for  the  mingled 
extravagance  and  dissimulation  of  which  he  deems  me  guilty. 
Oh,  it  is  painful  to  be  thus  wrongly  judged,  —  but  on  the 
other  hand,  infinite  is  the  relief  which  I  experience  at  not 
being  compelled  to  confess  everything.  I  understand  him 
well.  He  will  speak  no  more  upon  the  subject;  he  will  not 
ask  me  who  are  my  supposed  creditors;  he  doubtless  thinks 
within  himself  that,  touched  by  his  generosity  and  goodness, 
I  shall  abstain  from  extravagance  for  the  future.  And  I  who 
have  not  been  extravagant  at  all.  I  who  have  even  been 
enabled  to  assist  my  brother  from  the  liberal  sums  which  my 
husband  has  placed  at  my  disposal. 

To  this  effect  were  the  thoughts  which  swept  rapidly 
through  the  mind  of  Lady  Anastatia  Latham,  and  drying  her 
tears,  she  hastened  to  open  the  safe.  But  she  paused  ere  she 
took  forth  the  cash-box;  she  made  a  strong  effort  to  conjure 
up  her  moral  courage,  and  she  said  to  herself,  "  What  if  I 
were  now  to  defy  these  extortioners?  " 

But  the  moral  courage  came  not  in  sufficient  force  to 
nerve  her  to  that  extent.  She  dreaded  an  explosion  of 
Shadbolt's  brutal  rage;  he  might  create  a  scene  which  would 
be  fraught  with  a  terrific  exposure  at  a  moment  when  the 
mansion  was  crowded  with  guests.  She  felt  her  own  weak- 
ness, and  with  a  profound  sigh  she  drew  forth  the  cash-box. 
There  was  a  quantity  of  gold  on  one  side,  a  layer  of  bank- 
notes on  the  other.  She  took  forth  sufficient  for  the  liquida- 
tion of  Madame  Angelique's  extortionate  demand,  and  re- 
storing the  cash-box  to  its  place,  she  locked  the  massive  door 
of  the  safe,  thrusting  the  key  into  the  bosom  of  her  dress. 

Lady  Anastatia  then  returned  to  Mr.  Shadbolt,  and  with 
dignified  demeanour,  she  said,  "  Remember,  I  totally  deny 
the  claim  which  is  made  upon  me,  but  I  do  not  wish  to  have 
any  dispute  for  such  a  sum.  Here  therefore  is  the  amount. 
Of  course  you  are  provided  with  a  receipt?  " 

"  Here  it  is,  my  lady,"  answered  Shadbolt,  infinitely  re- 
joiced at  the  success  of  his  villainous  scheme,  and  at  the 
same  time  he  drew  forth  the  receipt  from  his  pocket. 

Anastatia  examined  it,  and  perceiving  that  it  was  an 
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acquittance  in  full  of  all  demands,  signed  with  the  ex-mil- 
liner's own  name,  she  was  satisfied.  Shadbolt  took  his  de- 
parture with  the  money  in  his  pocket,  and  Anastatia  returned 
to  the  ballroom.  It  happened  that  at  the  moment  of  her 
entrance  Sir  Frederick  was  passing  near  that  door;  she  flung 
upon  him  a  look  full  of  gratitude,  —  at  the  same  time  laying 
her  hand  gently  upon  his  arm,  and  saying,  "  You  have  this 
night  done  something  which  I  can  never,  never  forget.  Here 
is  the  key  of  the  safe,"  and  she  raised  her  hand  to  her  bosom 
to  take  it  thence. 

"  Not  another  syllable  upon  the  subject,  Anastatia,"  re- 
sponded the  merchant,  "  and  as  for  the  key,  keep  it  until 
to-morrow.    We  shall  be  observed." 

He  at  once  walked  away  to  another  part  of  the  room, 
while  Anastatia  —  who  was  deeply  affected,  though  she  out- 
wardly betrayed  it  not  —  repaired  to  a  seat  at  a  little  dis- 
tance. 

Neither  the  merchant  nor  herself  had  noticed  that  her 
brother.  Viscount  Rushbrook,  had  been  close  by  at  the  instant 
this  exchange  of  a  few  words  took  place,  and  we  may  add 
that  his  quick  ear  had  caught  these  few  syllables  which 
related  to  the  key  of  the  safe. 


CHAPTER  XXV 


THE  SAFE  AND  THE  CASH -BOX 

Anastatia  repaired,  as  we  have  said,  to  a  seat  at  the 
farther  extremity  of  the  room,  and  her  brother  the  viscount, 
after  reflecting  for  a  few  moments,  lounged  round  the 
apartment  in  order  to  join  her  there.  He  was  revolving  in 
his  mind  how  to  break  to  his  sister  the  particular  subject 
of  his  difficulties,  when  Christian  and  Christina  approached. 
Anastatia's  countenance  immediately  brightened  up,  and 
she  spoke  to  the  twins  with  as  much  cordiality  as  if  they 
were  long-standing  friends  instead  of  the  mere  acquaintances 
of  this  particular  evening.  The  viscount  joined  in  the 
discourse  as  a  pretext  for  keeping  near  his  sister,  but  he 
wished  in  his  heart  that  Christian  and  Christina  would 
move  away  to  another  part  of  the  room.  It  happened 
that  while  Anastatia  was  thus  talking,  she  mechanically 
arranged  the  body  of  her  dress,  or  rather,  the  lace  which 
trimmed  it,  and  the  little  key  fell  from  her  bosom.  It 
alighted  on  the  flowing  skirt  of  her  apparel,  and  thus  did 
not  fall  at  once  upon  the  floor,  whence  the  carpet  had  been 
taken  up  for  the  sake  of  the  dancers.  The  viscount,  who 
was  lounging  against  a  table  behind  his  sister's  chair,  noticed 
that  the  key  thus  fell;  the  incident  was  however  unper- 
ceived  by  Lady  Anastatia  as  well  as  by  the  twins.  For  a 
few  minutes  Lord  Rushbrook  suffered  the  key  to  remain 
where  it  was,  in  order  to  ascertain  whether  his  sister  would 
immediately  miss  it,  but  finding  that  she  did  not,  he  dropped 
his  handkerchief  as  if  quite  accidentally.  Picking  it  up 
again,  he  took  up  the  key  with  it,  for  he  had  so  managed 
the  fall  of  the  kerchief  that  it  alighted  immediately  over 
the  key  itself. 

Another  dance  was  now  about  to  commence.  Lady 
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Anastatia,  rising  from  her  seat,  hastened  to  introduce 
Christian  to  a  partner,  while  some  young  scion  of  the  aristoc- 
racy engaged  Christina's  hand  for  that  quadrille.  Lord 
Rushbrook  was  now  at  liberty  to  act  according  to  the 
evil  promptings  of  his  own  unprincipled  mind.  He  felt 
tolerably  well  assured  that  he  possessed  the  key  of  the 
safe.  In  the  first  place,  he  thought  that  he  recollected  it, 
as  it  was  a  key  of  peculiar  construction;  and  in  the  second 
place,  the  words  which  he  had  overheard  his  sister  hastily 
whisper  to  her  husband  strengthened  the  belief  that  he 
held  in  his  possession  the  means  of  supplying  his  necessities. 
As  for  compunction,  he  had  none;  his  only  thought  now 
was  how  to  achieve  his  object  without  being  observed  or 
interrupted. 

He  sauntered  through  the  rooms  with  a  fashionable 
lounging  air;  he  passed  out  upon  the  landing,  and  watch- 
ing a  favourable  opportunity,  he  glided  down  the  stairs.  On 
reaching  the  hall,  accident  again  served  his  disreputable 
purpose,  for  it  happened  that  none  of  the  domestics  were 
within  view  at  the  moment.  In  less  than  a  minute  the 
viscount  was  in  his  brother-in-law's  study,  where  the  light 
had  been  left  burning  after  Anastatia's  brief  interview 
with  her  husband  there.  To  open  the  safe  and  take  out 
the  cash-box  was  now  the  work  of  an  instant.  A  hasty 
glance  at  the  contents  of  the  box  showed  the  viscount  that 
they  must  consist  of  at  least  fifteen  or  sixteen  hundred 
pounds,  and  he  secured  every  golden  coin  and  every  bank- 
note about  his  own  person. 

On  closing  the  safe,  —  to  which  he  of  course  returned  the 
cash-box,  —  he  happened  to  glance  toward  the  window, 
the  blind  of  which  was  not  pulled  down,  and  at  that  very 
same  moment  it  struck  the  nobleman  that  a  human  counte- 
nance was  withdrawn.  Yes,  a  human  countenance  which 
had  evidently  been  looking  upon  him,  and  which  had 
observed  this  act  of  robbery,  —  unless  indeed  it  were  a 
delusion,  a  phantom  conjured  up  by  his  own  guilty  conscience 
at  the  instant  Rushbrook  felt  the  blood  congeal  into  ice 
in  his  veins.  He  could  not  have  been  more  dismayed  if 
his  brother-in-law  had  suddenly  made  his  appearance, 
or  if  a  police  constable  had  that  moment  placed  a  hand  upon 
his  shoulder.  For  several  instants  he  stood  completely 
transfixed,  and  then  he  rushed  to  the  window.    It  was  a 
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moonlight  night;  the  window  looked  upon  a  grass-plat 
at  the  side  of  the  house.  No  human  being  was  to  be  seen, 
no  gliding  figure  amongst  the  trees.  Still  there  was  ample 
time  during  the  viscount's  consternation  for  any  individual 
to  disappear  around  the  angle  of  the  building,  and  thus 
because  he  saw  no  one  he  dared  not  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  no  one  had  looked  into  the  study. 

Rushbrook  was  irresolute  how  to  act.  Should  he  re- 
turn the  notes  and  gold  to  the  cash-box  and  drop  the  key 
somewhere,  or  should  he  keep  his  plunder  and  run  every 
risk?  Prudence  suggested  the  former  course,  his  dire 
necessities  commanded  the  latter,  so  that  at  length,  with 
that  recklessness,  half-flippant,  half-desperate,  which  charac- 
terizes unscrupulous  individuals  in  certain  circumstances, 
he  said  to  himself,  "  Well,  at  all  risks  I  will  keep  the  money.'' 

He  stole  forth  unperceived  from  the  study,  and  reas- 
cended  to  the  ballroom.  There,  still  unobserved,  he  dropped 
the  key  near  the  very  chair  in  which  Anastasia  had  been 
seated  when  it  glided  down  from  the  bosom  of  her  dress.  He 
continued  to  lounge  about  the  rooms,  but  there  was  a 
presentiment  of  evil  floating  in  his  mind.  The  possession 
of  the  money  did  not  contribute  to  his  happiness,  nor  re- 
lieve him  from  the  apprehension  that  the  mode  in  which 
it  had  come  into  his  hands  might  be  discovered.  As  for 
the  countenance  itself,  he  had  no  definite  idea  of  it;  he 
had  no  sooner  caught  a  glimpse  of  it  than  it  was  gone; 
as  soon  as  seen  it  vanished.  Yet  that  he  had  really  be- 
held that  countenance,  he  could  not  conceal  from  himself; 
he  dared  not  flatter  his  mind  that  it  was  a  mere  delu- 
sion. 

Christina  danced  the  quadrille  with  the  young  scion  of 
the  aristocracy,  and  when  it  was  over  she  was  conducted 
back  to  a  seat.  Scarcely  had  her  late  partner  quitted  her 
side  than  Lord  Octavian  Meredith  rejoined  her.  He  looked 
pale,  but  still  there  was  a  certain  expression  of  decisiveness 
in  his  regards  and  on  his  lips,  which  immediately  struck 
Christina,  for  an  instant  even  alarming  her,  for  he  had  on 
this  night  repeated  that  which  he  had  said  to  her  before, 
namely,  that  she  would  drive  him  to  despair. 

"  Will  you  favour  me  with  a  few  minutes'  conversation 
somewhere? "  he  asked,  in  a  voice  which,  though  low, 
sounded  strange  and  even  unnatural,  as  if  the  speaker 


314 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


were  under  the  influence  of  feelings  tensely  wrung,  pain- 
fully wrought  up. 

For  what  purpose,  my  lord?  "  asked  our  young  heroine, 
and  there  was  a  tremulousness  in  her  own  voice. 

"  Not  to  repeat  anything  which  you  may  not  hear," 
he  quickly  responded.  "  My  mind  is  made  up.  The  reso- 
lution I  have  adopted  will,  I  know,  afford  you  satisfaction," 

—  he  paused,  and  added,  "  perhaps  pleasure." 
Christina  hesitated  for  an  instant,  and  then,  self-reliant, 

conscious  that  she  had  the  power  to  perform  her  duty  as 
she  had  already  performed  it  an  hour  and  a  half  back  on 
this  same  evening,  she  said,  "  Yes,  my  lord,  I  will  grant  you 
a  few  minutes'  private  conversation,  if  you  know  where 
we  can  have  it." 

She  took  his  arm,  and  he  said  not  another  word  as  he  led 
her  forth  from  the  ballroom  to  the  refreshment-room, 
where  several  other  ladies  and  gentlemen  were  assembled, 
and  two  or  three  were  at  the  time  returning  from  the 
conservatory,  which  opened  from  that  apartment.  Into 
this  conservatory  Meredith  led  Christina,  and  we  should 
observe  that  it  was  lighted  with  lamps,  for  it  had  been 
thrown  open  in  order  that  the  guests  might  admire  the 
choice  exotics,  the  fruit-trees,  and  the  flowers  which  from 
tropical  climes  had  been  transferred  thither. 

Octavian  and  Christina  were  now  alone  together  in  the 
conservatory,  and  the  young  maiden,  gently  disengaging 
her  hand  from  her  companion's  arm,  glanced  for  a  moment 
at  his  countenance,  as  much  as  to  inquire  for  what  purpose 
she  had  been  brought  hither  and  what  he  had  to  communi- 
cate. 

"  Christina,"  he  said,  "  I  have  profited  by  your  own 
noble  example.    I  will  not  tell  you  how  much  I  love  you 

—  because  —  because  —  I  have  promised  that  nothing  now 
shall  flow  from  my  lips  to  which  you  may  not  listen.  Just 
now  I  felt  as  if  there  were  despair  in  my  heart.  I  came 
hither,  I  reflected  by  myself,  I  comprehended  you,  I  knew 
why  you  seemed  cold  to  me.  It  was  your  duty  which  you 
were  performing.  Ah,  and  you  have  awakened  me  to  a 
sense  of  mine!  Yes,  my  resolve  is  taken:  every  sacrifice 
shall  be  made  for  her  who  has  made,  and  is  still  making, 
such  immense  sacrifices  for  me.  I  will  not  be  outdone  in 
generosity,  in  magnanimity.     Christina,"  he  added,  in 
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a  voice  which  was  tremulous,  and  so  low  as  to  be  scarcely 
audible,  "  I  leave  England  to-morrow  —  I  set  out  to  re- 
join Zoe." 

"  Lord  Octavian,"  replied  Christina,  scarcely  able  to 
keep  back  the  tears  which  ineffable  emotions  sent  up  to 
the  very  brims  of  her  eyelids,  "  you  are  now  performing 
the  noblest  part,  you  are  taking  the  most  generous  course 
which  you  could  possibly  adopt,  and  Heaven  will  bless 
you." 

"  Alas!  Christina,"  said  Meredith,  in  a  low,  deep  voice, 
as  before,  "  happiness  and  duty  do  not  always  go  hand  in 
hand." 

Yes,  you  will  be  happy,  Lord  Octavian,"  replied  Chris- 
tina, impressively,  "  because  your  conscience  will  tell  you 
that  you  are  acting  rightly,  and  because  Heaven,  which 
ever  succours  good  intentions,  will  give  you  strength  to 
perform  your  duties  thus.  You  will  go  to  the  amiable 
Zoe,  you  will  rejoin  her,  you  know  how  deeply  and  fondly 
she  loves  you  —  " 

"  Enough,  Christina!  "  interrupted  Octavian,  now  with 
a  gust  of  vehemence.  "  Speak  not  thus,  or  you  will  deter 
me  from  my  purpose." 

"  Heaven  forbid!  "  cried  the  young  maiden,  emphatically. 
"  My  lord,  in  Zoe's  name  I  thank  you  for  this  noble  resolve 
that  you  have  adopted.    And  now  let  us  retire  hence." 

What,  not  another  word  before  we  separate,  Christina?  " 
said  Octavian,  again  speaking  passionately.  "  No  word 
of  hope,  no  word  of  promise  — " 

"  My  lord,"  she  interrupted  him,  and  it  was  now  with  a 
certain  friendliness  of  manner,  blending  with  true  maidenly 
dignity,  "  you  have  resolved  upon  a  good  deed,  you  are 
at  length  doing  an  act  of  justice;  for  Heaven's  sake  mar 
it  not  by  any  weakness  or  folly  now.  Let  us  at  once  retire, 
my  lord.  And  if  you  need  one  word,  yes,  just  one  word, 
let  me  bid  you  rest  assured  that  you  shall  have  my  prayers 
for  the  welfare  and  happiness  of  yourself  and  your  amiable 
wife." 

"  Christina,  you  are  an  angel,"  exclaimed  Meredith. 
"  You  inspire  me  with  courage  to  do  my  duty.  And  be- 
lieve me  it  shall  be  performed." 

Without  another  word  Lord  Octavian  gave  his  arm  to 
Christina,  and  led  her  forth  from  the  conservatory.  She 
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glanced  furtively  at  his  countenance;  and  perceived  that 
it  now  had  a  certain  flush  upon  it,  a  certain  animation,  as 
if  arising  from  the  heart's  satisfaction  at  a  strongly  adopted 
resolve  to  perform  a  sacred,  solemn  duty.  Christina  her- 
self was  not  unhappy;  no  she  was  happy,  for  perhaps 
stronger  in  her  mind  was  the  sense  of  duty,  and  the  self- 
martyrizing  heart,  when  truly  pure  and  virtuous,  experi- 
ences a  bliss  in  its  own  sacrifices.  They  returned  to  the 
ballroom,  and  there  Octavian  immediately  quitted  Chris- 
tina's side.  Encountering  her  brother  he  shook  the  youth 
warmly  by  the  hand,  and  held  him  in  discourse  for  a  few 
minutes,  he  himself  now  conversing  with  a  manly  calmness 
and  self-possession.  Christina  subsequently  explained  to 
her  brother  everything  that  had  passed. 

Meanwhile  Lady  Anastatia  Latham,  bethinking  herself 
of  the  key  of  the  safe,  determined  to  place  it  in  some  drawer 
or  secure  nook  until  she  should  have  an  opportunity  of 
restoring  it  to  her  husband.  She  felt  for  it  in  her  dress,  but 
it  was  gone.  For  a  few  moments  she  was  frightened;  she 
thought  she  must  have  left  it  in  the  lock  of  the  safe,  then 
she  remembered  that  she  felt  it  in  her  bosom  when  about 
to  give  it  back  to  Sir  Frederick,  and  next  she  recalled  to 
mind  the  circumstance  that  she  had  arranged  the  lace  upon 
the  corsage  of  her  dress  when  seated  at  the  extremity  of  the 
room.  Thither  she  repaired,  and  she  found  it  lying  upon 
the  quaintly  chalked  floor,  close  by  that  chair  in  which  she 
had  sat.  She  now  placed  the  key  in  one  of  the  mantel 
ornaments,  little  suspecting,  however,  for  what  purpose  it 
had  served  during  the  interval  that  it  was  lost  from  her 
possession. 

At  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  supper-rooms  were 
thrown  open,  and  a  splendid  banquet  was  given.  We 
however  pass  over  all  details  of  the  festive  scene,  inasmuch 
as  therewith  no  incident  is  connected  requiring  special 
mention  in  the  pages  of  our  tale.  Dancing  was  resumed 
after  supper,  but  several  of  the  guests  began  to  take  their 
departure.  Foremost  amongst  them  were  Christian  and 
Christina.  We  should  observe  that  Lord  Octavian  Meredith 
did  not  make  his  appearance  at  all  in  the  supper-room, 
and  amidst  such  a  number  of  guests  his  absence  was  not 
noticed  by  Sir  Frederick  and  Lady  Anastatia  Latham. 
Yet  he  had  not  quitted  the  mansion;  he  had  no  heart 
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for  the  festivity,  but  he  still  lingered  at  Tudor  House,  in 
order  to  breathe  one  last  farewell  in  Christina's  ear.  He 
seized  this  opportunity  just  before  her  departure  with  her 
brother. 

"  God  bless  you,  Christina!  he  said,  taking  her  hand 
and  for  a  moment  pressing  it  fervidly. 

The  look  that  he  flung  was  full  of  unutterable  emotions, 
and  for  an  instant  —  but  only  for  an  instant  —  her  own 
courage  seemed  to  be  giving  way  within  her.  But  the  next 
moment  it  was  regained,  and  she  hastily  whispered,  "  Re- 
member, my  lord,  it  is  in  your  power  to  achieve  Zoe's 
happiness  for  the  remainder  of  the  time  that  God  may 
permit  her  to  dwell  upon  this  earth. 

Christina  then  quickly  turned  away,  and  taking  her 
brother's  arm,  proceeded  with  him  to  the  carriage,  for 
their  adieux  had  already  been  paid  to  Sir  Frederick  and 
Lady  Anastatia. 

We  have  said  that  several  of  the  guests  took  their  de- 
parture about  the  same  time,  immediately  after  supper. 
Amongst  these  were  Viscount  Rushbrook,  for,  contrary 
to  his  usual  habit,  he  remained  not  to  take  his  fill  of  the 
delicious  wines  which  were  placed  upon  the  boards.  In 
spite  of  his  mingled  flippancy  and  recklessness,  he  felt 
uneasy;  that  countenance  haunted  him,  yet  dimly,  vaguely, 
and  impalpably,  for,  as  we  have  already  said,  he  had  not 
the  slightest  idea  of  the  individual's  features,  no  definite 
notion  of  the  lineaments  of  that  face. 

It  was  the  Queen  Indora's  carriage  which  had  brought 
Christian  and  Christina  to  Tudor  House,  and  we  must  here 
observe  that  the  groom  happening  to  be  ill,  the  coachman 
only  was  in  attendance  upon  the  equipage.  It  was  the  first 
carriage  to  issue  from  the  grounds  of  Tudor  House,  and 
while  it  was  proceeding  along  Christina  was  relating  to 
her  brother  everything  that  had  passed  between  herself 
and  Lord  Oetavian  Meredith.  All  of  a  sudden  the  carriage 
stopped,  and  the  coachman  shouted  out,  "  Now  then, 
my  man,  what  is  it  that  you  want?  " 

A  rough  voice,  speaking  what  appeared  to  be  broken 
English,  implored  that  whoever  might  be  inside  the  carriage 
would  give  alms  to  an  unfortunate  Lascar  sailor.  The 
coachman  gave  vent  to  an  ejaculation  of  impatience,  and 
was  on  the  very  point  of  urging  the  horses  on  again,  when 
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Christian,  putting  his  head  out  of  the  window,  ordered 
him  to  stop  a  few  moments  longer  while  he  complied  with 
the  mendicant's  request.  At  the  same  time  the  false  Lascar 
himself  came  up  to  the  carriage,  and  coolly  opening  the 
door,  began  thanking  the  young  gentleman  for  his  liberality. 
Christian,  setting  down  the  fellow's  presumption  to  the 
account  of  his  ignorance,  drew  forth  his  purse,  and  the 
chink  of  gold  caught  the  Lascar's  ear.  In  the  twinkling 
of  an  eye  he  snatched  the  purse  from  Christian's  hand, 
and  darted  away  with  the  speed  of  lightning.  Inspired 
with  indignation  at  this  feat,  as  audacious  as  it  was  vil- 
lainous. Christian  sprang  from  the  carriage  and  rushed  after 
the  false  Lascar. 

It  was  in  a  very  lonely  part  of  the  road  that  this  incident 
occurred,  and  the  road  itself  was  too  narrow  just  at  that 
spot  for  the  equipage  itself  to  be  turned  around  in  pursuit. 
The  reader  will  understand  that  the  daring  robber  had 
rushed  away  in  the  direction  from  which  the  carriage  had 
come,  and  therefore  toward  Tudor  House.  Christina 
screamed  as  her  brother  sprang  forth;  but  he  was  too  in- 
dignant to  think  at  the  moment  of  her  alarm,  and  too 
courageous  to  care  for  the  danger  which  he  might  have  to 
encounter.  He  flew  as  if  on  wings  of  the  wind  in  pursuit 
of  the  Lascar,  whom  he  overtook  at  a  distance  of  about  a 
hundred  yards  from  the  scene  of  the  robbery.  The  fellow 
turned  around  to  face  his  pursuer,  at  whom  he  aimed  a 
desperate  blow  with  a  large  bludgeon  which  he  carried, 
but  Christian,  nimbly  evading  it,  at  once  grasped  the 
bludgeon  and  closed  with  the  plunderer.  So  well  directed 
and  so  irresistible  was  this  attack,  that  the  false  Lascar 
was  thrown  down,  and  Christian,  wrenching  the  bludgeon 
from  his  hands,  hurled  it  to  a  distance  over  one  of  the 
high  hedges  that  skirted  the  road.  The  prostrate  robber 
endeavoured  to  gripe  our  young  hero  by  the  throat,  but 
Christian  not  merely  protected  himself  bravely  but  like- 
wise overpowered  the  Lascar  effectually.  At  that  moment 
the  sounds  of  an  advancing  equipage  were  heard;  another 
desperate  attempt  of  the  Lascar  to  free  himself  was  de- 
feated, and  finding  himself  foiled  and  powerless,  he  said, 
in  unmistakable  vulgar  English,  "  Come,  young  feller, 
take  your  purse  back  again,  and  let  me  go." 

But  Christian  kept  him  down  until  the  equipage  came 
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up  to  the  spot,  and  it  proved  to  be  the  dashing  phaeton 
belonging  to  Lord  Rushbrook. 

"  By  Heaven!  the  scoundrel  Lascar  who  robbed  me  the 
other  night!  "  ejaculated  the  viscount,  giving  the  reins  to 
his  groom,  and  springing  into  the  road. 

He  is  no  Lascar,  my  lord,"  said  Christian,  "  but  an 
English  scoundrel  in  disguise.  His  speech  has  just  be- 
trayed him." 

''Ah!  is  it  you?  "  exclaimed  Rushbrook,  now  recognizing 
Christian.  By  Heaven!  this  is  a  bold  feat  which  you 
have  evidently  performed.  Here,  let  me  fasten  a  hold 
upon  the  villain  likewise." 

Rushbrook,  although  naturally  a  coward,  was  now  brave 
enough  when  he  saw  that  the  work  was  already  done  for 
him,  and  he  took  a  firm  grasp  of  the  Burker's  garments; 
for  we  need  scarcely  inform  the  reader  that  he  was  the 
individual  of  whom  we  are  speaking.  Christian  likewise 
kept  hold  of  him,  and  they  made  him  get  upon  his  feet. 

"  Well,  I  say,"  growled  the  Burker,  "  this  is  a  pretty 
pickle  for  an  honest  chap  like  me  to  be  placed  in.  But 
blow  me,  if  this  meeting  isn't  a  queer  one!  "  Then  turning 
to  Rushbrook,  he  added,  as  he  looked  him  very  hard  in 
the  face,  "  What  about  that  there  safe  and  the  kesh-box?  " 

The  viscount's  hands  suddenly  quitted  their  hold  upon 
the  Burker's  garments,  as  if  those  hands  were  paralyzed, 
and  he  staggered  back  a  pace  or  two.  At  the  same  instant, 
by  one  desperate  jerk,  Barney  released  himself  from  the 
hold  which  Christian  Ashton  had  upon  him,  and  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  he  had  darted  right  through  the  hedge 
with  the  force  of  a  cannon-ball.  Our  hero  iflew  after  him, 
but  stopped  short  at  the  hedge,  for  it  was  a  barrier  which 
he  did  not  choose  to  attempt  the  bursting  through  after 
the  same  fashion  as  the  escaped  robber. 

"  What  did  he  mean,  my  lord?  "  demanded  Christian, 
somewhat  indignantly,  and  with  still  greater  astonishment, 
as  he  turned  toward  the  nobleman. 

"  I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  understand,"  replied  Rush- 
brook.   "  It  was  a  sudden  pain  which  seized  upon  me  —  " 

"  It  is  excessively  provoking,"  cried  our  young  hero, 
"  after  the  trouble  I  took  and  the  risk  I  incurred.  But  he 
said  something  about  a  safe  and  cash-box." 

"Did  he?"  inquired  Rushbrook.    ''Well,  I  did  not 


320 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


hear  him,  or  at  least  did  not  understand.  It  was  a  sudden 
sickness,  a  dizziness  that  seized  upon  me,  —  something  at 
supper  which  disagreed  with  me  — " 

"  It  is  indeed  provoking,"  ejaculated  Christian.  "  So 
daring  a  robbery  —  " 

"  He  robbed  you  then?  "  ejaculated  Rushbrook. 

"  Of  my  purse,  which  contained  some  twelve  or  fifteen 
pounds.  For  that  I  care  comparatively  nothing,  but  the 
annoyance  of  letting  the  ruffian  escape  — " 

"  Well,  all  I  can  say,  my  dear  fellow,"  responded  the 
viscount,  "  is  that  I  could  not  help  it,  and  I  am  exceedingly 
sorry  for  it.  I  repeat,  it  was  a  sudden  dizziness  that  came 
over  me.  And  I  say,  be  so  kind,  Mr.  Ashton,  as  to  keep 
the  matter  a  secret,  for  people  are  so  malicious  in  this 
world,  they  may  put  a  wrong  construction  on  the  affair; 
they  may  pretend  that  I  was  afraid,  and  I  should  get  un- 
mercifully laughed  at." 

I  really  have  no  inclination  to  say  anything  that  could 
annoy  your  lordship,"  responded  our  hero,  "  and  perhaps, 
too,  I  am  not  altogether  satisfied  with  myself  in  having 
let  the  ruffian  go.  But  what  was  that  ejaculation  which 
burst  from  your  lordship's  lips?  Had  the  man  robbed 
you?  " 

"  Did  I  say  so?  "  asked  the  viscount,  not  being  previously 
aware  that  in  the  sudden  excitement  of  the  moment  he 
had  thus  betrayed  that  incident. 

"  Why,  my  lord,"  said  the  groom,  now  speaking  for  the 
first  time,  "  it  must  be  the  same  person  dressed  in  white  —  " 

"  Ah,  who  tried  to  rob  me  the  other  night?  "  interjected 
Rushbrook.  That  was  what  I  meant.  But  one's  ideas 
get  so  confused  when  anything  of  this  sort  happens." 

"  Very  confused  indeed,  my  lord,"  said  the  groom,  with 
a  certain  dryness  which  showed  he  thought  that  his  master 
was  not  altogether  speaking  the  truth  in  some  way  or 
another,  —  an  impression  which  Christian  likewise  enter- 
tained, though  he  could  not  possibly  conceive  what  motive 
Rushbrook  might  have  for  such  prevarication  and  self- 
contradiction. 

"  Well,  at  all  events,  Mr.  Ashton,"  said  the  viscount, 
anxious  to  make  an  end  of  the  matter,  "  we  agree  to  keep 
it  secret.  And  pray,  above  all  tilings,  don't  say  a  word 
when  next  you  go  to  Tudor  House,  for  my  sister  would  be 
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frightened  out  of  her  wits,  and  she  would  not  sleep  a  wink 
if  she  knew  there  were  robbers  in  the  neighbourhood.  I 
will  give  a  private  hint  to  the  police  to-morrow,  and  that 
will  be  sufficient." 

Rushbrook  ascended  into  his  phaeton,  and  at  this  moment 
Queen  Indora's  carriage,  having  been  turned  around  at 
some  distance  ahead,  came  up  to  the  spot.  Christina  was 
rejoiced  to  find  her  brother  in  perfect  safety,  and  on  his 
entering  the  carriage  he  related  to  her  everything  that  had 
occurred.  They  both  agreed  that  there  was  something 
peculiar  and  unaccountable  in  Lord  Rushbrook's  conduct, 
but  it  was  impossible  to  conjecture  the  motive  thereof. 

On  reaching  London,  the  carriage  put  down  Christian 
in  Mortimer  Street,  Cavendish  Square,  and  thence  pro- 
ceeded with  Christina  to  Queen  Indora's  villa  at  Bayswater. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 


UNCONSCIOUS  REVELATIONS 

Let  us  see  what  in  the  meantime  had  been  taking  place 
at  the  queen's  villa.  Her  Majesty,  having  seen  Christina 
off  in  the  carriage,  which  was  to  take  up  her  brother  in 
Mortimer  Street  and  bear  the  twins  to  the  grand  enter- 
tainment at  Balham  Hill,  returned  to  the  Chamber  in 
which  lay  the  wounded  Sagoonah.  The  ayah  had  for  a 
week  continued  perfectly  unconscious  of  the  attentions 
bestowed  upon  her,  and  though  Indora  had  no  doubt  as 
to  some  mischievous  design  having  been  harboured  by 
her  Hindu  dependent,  she  relaxed  not  from  those  minis- 
trations which  in  the  purest  spirit  of  Christian  goodness 
were  bestowed.  And  there  lay  the  guilty  ayah,  pillowed 
in  a  luxurious  couch,  with  her  queenly  mistress  watching 
every  variation  of  her  countenance,  applying  a  cooling 
beverage  to  her  lips  when  they  appeared  to  be  dry  with 
feverish  thirst,  and  devoting  as  much  sedulous  care  to 
the  wounded  female  as  if  she  were  a  beloved  sister  whom 
Indora  was  endeavouring  to  snatch  from  the  grasp  of  death. 

Seated  upon  a  small  ottoman  by  the  side  of  that  couch, 
Indora  fell  into  a  profound  reverie,  as  she  gazed  upon  the 
sleeping  countenance  of  the  ayah. 

And  is  it  possible,  Sagoonah,''  she  thus  inwardly  apos- 
trophized the  unconscious  invalid,  "  is  it  possible  that  you 
could  have  been  culpable  of  so  much  dissimulation  and  of 
so  much  wickedness?  Methought  that  you  loved  me, 
that  you  sincerely  sympathized  with  me  in  all  I  myself 
felt  and  suffered  at  the  time  you  agreed  to  accompany  me 
from  our  far-off  Indian  home  to  this  western  clime.  But, 
ah!  you  cherished  a  passion  for  him  whom  I  also  loved, 
and  whom  I  shall  ever  love  so  tenderly  and  so  well.   I  re- 
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member  awhile  ago,  one  night  when  I  was  expecting  him 
to  call  at  the  villa,  that  I  spoke  to  you,  Sagoonah,  on  the 
subject  of  love.  I  asked  if  you  had  ever  loved,  and  I  fancied 
that  you  were  happy  in  your  supposed  ignorance  of  love's 
pangs.  But  at  that  very  time  you  loved  him  —  oh,  you 
loved  him!  —  and  how  you  dissembled!  Well,  well  do 
I  know,  Sagoonah,  that  the  human  heart  has  no  power 
over  its  volition,  and  it  cannot  shield  itself  against  the 
impressions  or  the  images  which  by  destiny's  decree  are 
to  affix  themselves  upon  it.  Nevertheless,  Sagoonah, 
there  are  duties  which  in  such  a  case  are  to  be  performed, 
and  those  duties  were  not  performed  by  you.  No,  for  you 
should  have  told  me  the  truth,  and  I  should  not  have  blamed 
you  —  I  should  have  pitied  you.  Yes,  you  should  have 
told  me  the  truth,  and  you  should  not  have  accompanied 
me  from  India.  But  you  yielded  to  your  own  infatuation, 
you  were  selfish,  you  were  egotistical;  and  in  thee  I  have 
been  cherishing  a  reptile  who  sought  to  sting  me,  instead 
of  a  faithful  dependent  to  soothe  and  comfort  me.  I  gave 
you  my  confidence,  Sagoonah,  I  told  you  all  my  love  for 
him.  At  one  time  I  explained  my  hopes,  at  another  my 
fears;  seldom  did  I  conceal  from  you  my  intentions,  and 
all  the  while  you  were  a  traitress  and  a  hypocrite." 

Indora  heaved  a  profound  sigh  as  she  reached  this  point  in 
her  musings,  and  so  deeply  were  her  feelings  touched  that 
tears  trickled  down  her  cheeks.  Her  heart  was  generous, 
her  soul  magnanimous,  and  as  she  had  embraced  the  Christian 
faith,  so  did  she  possess  the  purest  Christian  sympathies. 
Thus,  even  while  musingly  addressing  her  reproaches  to  the 
•  unconscious  Sagoonah,  she  felt  inclined  to  pity  her  as  the 
victim  of  an  infatuated  and  hopeless  love. 

"Ought  I  really  to  blame  you  thus?  "  continued  the  queen, 
still  pensively  apostrophizing  the  sleeping  ayah,  "  or  ought 
I  not  rather  to  look  for  as  much  extenuation  on  your  behalf 
as  circumstances  admit?  For,  oh,  I  myself  know  what  the 
power  of  love  is,  what  its  impulses  are,  and  how  selfish  it  at 
times  renders  its  votaries.  My  own  life  affords  an  illustra- 
tion, and  it  is  the  only  deed  on  which  I  have  to  look  back 
with  sorrow.  Yes,  for  it  was  I  who  kept  him  so  long  a 
prisoner  in  that  far-off  kingdom  of  Inderabad;  and  it  was 
cruel,  it  was  selfish,  it  was  unjust,  it  was  barbarous,  on  my 
part.    If  I  therefore  have  to  retrospect  with  compunction 
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upon  such  a  deed  as  that,  ought  I  not  to  be  lenient  in  the 
judgment  which  I  pass  upon  thee,  Sagoonah?  " 

Here  the  queen's  musings  were  suddenly  interrupted  by 
a  restless  movement  on  Sagoonah's  part;  she  tossed  her 
arms  uneasily,  and  turned  her  head  upon  the  pillow,  as  if  she 
suffered  pain  either  physically  or  mentally,  perhaps  in  both 
ways.  The  queen  rose  from  her  seat  and  hastened  to  quiet 
the  invalid.  She  took  Sagoonah's  hands  in  her  own,  she 
pressed  them;  then  she  passed  one  of  her  hands  caressingly 
and  soothingly  over  the  smooth  dusky-hued  cheek  of  the 
ayah,  and  then  she  assured  herself  that  the  bandages  of  the 
healing  wound  were  not  disturbed.  While  thus  tenderly 
ministering  to  her  dependent,  Queen  Indora  completely  lost 
sight  of  whatsoever  motives  of  dark  misgiving  and  deep  re- 
sentment she  had  against  the  sleeping  woman;  it  was  only 
the  invalid  requiring  all  her  attentions  that  she  at  the  mo- 
ment heheld.  And  if  anything  were  wanting  to  afford  a 
complete  illustration  of  the  admirable  qualities  of  Indora's 
character,  this  deficiency  was  now  supplied  by  the  unfeigned 
sincerity  and  unalloyed  tenderness  of  her  behaviour  toward 
one  who  had  proved  her  enemy. 

Sagoonah  appeared  to  have  felt  the  soothing  influence  of 
her  kind  mistress's  caresses,  though  mentally  unconscious  that 
they  were  bestowed,  for  she  relapsed  into  a  state  of  com- 
posure. The  queen  was  gently  resuming  her  seat,  when  it 
struck  her  that  some  words  were  wavering  upon  Sagoonah's 
lips.  She  stopped  short  and  listened.  Yes,  the  ayah  was 
murmuring  something,  and  this  was  the  first  time  that  a 
syllable  had  issued  from  those  lips  during  the  week  which 
had  now  elapsed  since  the  almost  mortal  wound  was  inflicted. 
It  was  evident  that  Sagoonah's  consciousness  was  returning, 
and  that  as  the  lamp  of  life  was  regaining  its  power  it  was  be- 
ginning to  light  up  the  images  and  impressions  that  were 
most  strongly  marked  in  the  cells  of  Sagoonah's  brain. 

Statue-like  did  Indora  stand  close  by  the  couch,  with  up- 
heaved bosom  breathlessly  listening  to  whatsoever  might 
first  coherently  come  from  Sagoonah's  lips.  Again  did  the 
ayah  move  her  arms,  as  if  with  a  feverish  uneasiness,  and  the 
queen  was  about  to  soothe  her  with  the  mesmeric  influence 
of  caresses  again  when  the  ayah  spoke  intelligibly  and  plainly, 
though  feebly  and  in  broken  words. 

"  Yes,  I  did  it  all,  the  wickedness  was  mine,"  she  thus 
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murmuringly  said.  "  But  it  was  that  fiend,  the  French- 
woman, who  prompted  me.  Oh,  why  did  I  listen  to  her? 
For  all  the  plotting  was  against  my  dear  good  mistress,  my 
mistress  —  the  plotting  —  Indora  —  my  mistress!" 

Now  Sagoonah  opened  her  large  dark  eyes;  she  almost 
immediately  closed  them  again,  and  for  a  few  instants  it 
appeared  as  if  she  were  dead,  so  breathlessly  silent  did  she 
lie.  The  queen  was  alarmed,  and  placed  her  hand  upon 
Sagoonah's  bosom,  but  the  heart  was  beating  within.  Again 
did  the  ayah  slowly  open  her  eyes,  and  look  up  vacantly 
at  the  countenance  that  was  bending  over  her.  Thus  for 
upwards  of  a  minute  did  she  gaze  at  her  royal  mistress,  and 
when  she  closed  her  eyes  again,  it  was  without  any  sudden 
glitter  to  show  that  she  had  recognized  the  countenance 
which  thus  bent  over  her.  But  once  more  did  her  tongue  give 
utterance  to  feebly  articulated  and  broken  sentences,  and 
once  more  did  the  queen  listen  with  breathless  attention. 

Yes,  it  was  that  fiend  the  Frenchwoman,  Madame  An- 
gelique,"  contimied  Sagoonah,  who  did  it  all.  Ah,  that 
night,  when  I  penetrated  into  the  queen's  chamber,  the 
intent  was  horrible,  —  it  was  to  take  her  life !  Christina 
saved  her.  Yes,  the  English  girl  saved  my  mistress  on  that 
occasion,  or  she  would  have  been  dead,  dead!  " 

There  was  another  long  interval  of  silence,  during  which 
Indora  listened  in  a  state  of  dismayed  and  horrified  suspense 
for  whatsoever  might  next  come  from  Sagoonah's  lips. 

"  Ah,  that  temptress,  that  vile,  vile  woman!  "  again  mur- 
mured Sagoonah.  "  It  was  she  who  urged  me  on.  Oh!  " 
and  here  the  ayah  shuddered  visibly,  and  with  a  violence  that 
shook  the  very  bed  beneath  her,  how  could  I  have  touched 
that  reptile?  Its  fangs  might  have  entered  my  flesh,  its 
venom  might  have  circulated  in  my  veins.  Ah,  my  poor 
mistress,  that  day  you  took  me  to  the  gardens  —  the  gar- 
dens —  the  —  the  —  " 

The  rest  of  the  sentence  was  lost  in  incoherent  murmur- 
ings,  but  Sagoonah  had  said  enough  to  send  a  light  horribly 
flashing  in  unto  the  brain  of  the  queen,  clearing  up  in  a  mo- 
ment the  mystery  of  that  serpent's  presence  within  the 
walls  of  the  villa  some  little  while  back.  Indora  was  shocked 
—  appalled;  the  revelation  was  as  frightful  as  it  was  un- 
expected. Sagoonah,  conscience-stricken  even  in  her  un- 
consciousness, was  thus  giving  a  species  of  subdued  delirious 
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vent  to  the  terrific  incidents  of  guilt  which  weighed  upon 
her  soul. 

"  The  messengers  from  India  came  at  the  moment," 
continued  the  ayah,  in  the  same  murmuring  broken  accents 
as  before.  "  The  reptile  was  in  the  couch  —  all  was  pre- 
pared —  death  was  in  its  sting  —  venom  in  its  fangs,  but 
Heaven  would  not  permit  my  mistress  to  perish  then.  Take 
it  from  me,  take  it  from  me,  that  hideous  reptile!  Oh,  take 
it,  take  it  from  me!   Oh,  oh!  " 

Again  was  Sagoonah's  form  convulsed  with  a  violent  shud- 
der; the  bed  shook  under  her,  she  writhed  upon  the  couch, 
she  half-turned  around  in  spasmodic  convulsion,  again  were 
her  arms  tossed  and  agitated  wildly.  This  time  Indora  had 
not  the  presence  of  mind  to  apply  her  soothing  influence; 
she  was  transfixed  to  the  spot  with  the  horror  that  like  a 
nightmare  filled  her  soul.  This  last  revelation  from  Sa- 
goonah's  lips,  in  respect  to  the  cobra  di  capello,  was  so  fright- 
fully incredible,  and  yet  all  circumstances  combined  to  pre- 
vent it  from  being  for  a  single  moment  disbelieved. 

"  That  English  girl,  Christina  Ash  ton,"  continued  Sa- 
goonah,  in  feebler  and  more  broken  accents  than  those  in 
which  she  had  last  spoken,  "  is  an  angel  in  earthly  form. 
She  has  told  me  of  the  angels  of  her  creed,  and  she  is  one,  — 
she  has  spoken  of  herself.  She  is  the  good  genius  of  my  mis- 
tress; her  presence  is  a  talisman  against  all  evil  to  Indora. 
No,  no,  vile  woman!  —  no,  no,  Madame  Angelique!  I  will 
do  nothing  more  to  Indora.  Christina's  presence  saves  her. 
Fool!  you  carry  her  off,  but  she  comes  back,  she  escapes  from 
your  toils,  she  is  an  angel,  an  angel  of  her  own  creed.  Nor 
can  you  dispose  of  her  as  you  will  —  that  angel  —  that 
angel  —  angel!  " 

Here  was  another  revelation  for  the  queen;  the  mystery 
of  Christina's  forced  abduction  was  now  cleared  up. 

"  Yes,  Christina  escaped  from  you,  vile  woman!  "  con- 
tinued Sagoonah.  "  She  came  back,  to  be  the  good  genius 
of  my  mistress,  who  is  kind  to  her.  Oh,  I  will  do  no  more  to 
Indora.  But  that  Englishman,  the  first  whom  I  ever  saw, 
the  only  one  whom  I  ever  loved  —  ah,  his  image  is  here  — 
here  —  here!  " 

Sagoonah  turned  uneasily  upon  her  pillow,  and  with  a 
low,  gasping  sigh  she  laid  her  right  hand  upon  her  heart. 
Again  she  opened  her  large  dark  eyes,  and  she  appeared  to 
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look  slowly  around  with  the  vacant  astonishment,  half- 
dismayed  and  half-inquiring,  of  a  young  child  who  awakens 
in  a  strange  bed  and  in  a  strange  room.  Indora  bent  over 
Sagoonah  to  see  if  she  would  be  recognized,  but  the  lids 
closed  gradually,  and  with  an  air  of  heaviness,  upon  the 
ayah's  eyes,  the  long  ebon  lashes  again  resting  upon  the 
dusky  paleness  of  the  cheeks.  There  was  another  interval 
of  silence,  during  which  Sagoonah  appeared  to  sleep  in  pro- 
foundest  tranquillity,  until  her  bosom  began  slowly  to 
heave  with  one  long,  deep-drawn  sigh,  and  more  words 
wavered  murmuringly  upon  her  lips. 

"  No,  not  love,  it  is  hatred  now!  "  she  said,  "  hatred, 
because  he  loves  another,  hatred  because  he  will  not  accept 
my  love.  Oh,  wretched,  wretched  Sagoonah,  to  appeal  to 
him  in  vain,  to  entreat  and  to  threaten  in  turns,  and  all  so 
fruitlessly!  And  he  so  cold,  so  reserved,  so  distant  —  ay,  and 
even  so  disdainful !  But  I  will  be  avenged.  I  will  leave  this 
house,  never  to  return.  Ah!  my  mistress  has  jewels  and 
gold,  I  may  be  rich.  Poverty  shall  not  clutch  me  with  its 
long,  lean,  withered  hands,  nor  hover  around  me  with  its 
gaunt,  squalid,  emaciated  form.  Away,  away  to  a  magis- 
trate! Let  the  blow  be  struck  at  once,  a  double  blow,  —  a 
blow  that  shall  crush  him  and  overwhelm  her  with  despair. 
Yes,  a  blow  that  shall  destroy  both  at  once.  There  has 
already  been  too  much  of  love;  the  time  has  come  for 
hatred.  But,  no,  not  in  this  white  dress  of  mine,  which 
marks  the  slave.  Who  will  believe  me?  Then  what  am  I 
to  do?  Ah,  happy  thought!  apparel  myself  in  the  queen's 
raiment,  become  a  lady  at  once,  go  richly  dressed  into  the 
presence  of  the  magistrate,  and  then,  then  he  will  believe 
me!  " 

It  was  thus  that  Sagoonah  reenacted  in  her  conscience- 
stricken  unconsciousness,  and  in  the  fever  of  her  half- 
subdued,  half-hushed  delirium,  that  last  scene  which  had 
entailed  upon  her  so  frightful  a  result.  Indora  continued  to 
listen  with  breathless  attention,  but  with  dismayed  and  hor- 
rified feelings.  Everything  was  now  revealed  to  her;  had  Sa- 
goonah made  a  regular  and  intentional  confession,  it  could  not 
have  been  more  explicit,  nor  could  its  details  have  been  more 
lucidly  defined.  The  queen  saw  that  for  some  time  past  she 
had  indeed  been  cherishing  a  serpent  who  sought  to  sting 
her;  she  had  been  standing  upon  a  mine  to  which  the  hand 
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of  the  false  Sagoonah  was  at  any  moment  to  apply  the  torch, 
and  she  was  horrified,  she  was  astounded  in  one  sense,  but 
in  another  how  grateful  was  she!  And  there,  by  the  side  of 
that  couch  on  which  the  guilty  woman  lay,  now  silently 
sleeping  once  more,  Indora  knelt,  and  in  the  fervour  of  her 
Christian  piety  she  poured  forth  her  thanksgiving  to  the 
true  God  whom  by  Clement  Redcliffe  she  had  been  taught  to 
worship.  Nothing  more  came  that  night  from  the  lips  of 
Sagoonah,  and  Queen  Indora  retired  to  rest  in  an  adjoining 
room.  Frequently,  however,  during  the  night  did  this 
royal  lady  rise  to  see  that  the  nurse  who  in  the  meanwhile 
had  taken  her  place  was  doing  her  duty  toward  the  invalid, 
for  notwithstanding  that  Indora  had  now  obtained  the  com- 
plete reading  of  the  whole  sum  of  Sagoonah's  monstrous 
iniquity,  yet  not  for  an  instant  would  she  neglect  that 
being  whom  her  own  kind  cares  had  saved  from  dissolution. 

The  queen  heard  Christina  return  home  in  the  carriage, 
and  she  could  scarcely  restrain  herself  from  hastening  at 
once  to  tell  the  young  lady  how  all  the  mysteries  of  Sa- 
goonah's  wickedness  were  cleared  up,  and  how  the  motive  of 
Christina's  forced  abduction  at  the  time  was  now  thoroughly 
comprehended.  But  Indora  resolved  to  wait  until  the  morn- 
ing, for  she  knew  that  Miss  Ashton  must  feel  fatigued  after 
the  entertainment  from  which  she  had  returned  so  late. 

The  queen  did  not  suffer  her  young  friend  to  be  disturbed 
until  she  herself  rang  the  bell  for  the  maid  shortly  after 
nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  then  Indora,  who  was 
already  up,  proceeded  to  Christina's  chamber. 

"  My  dear  girl,"  she  said,  "  there  are  many  topics  upon 
which  I  have  never  spoken  to  you  much,  or  at  which  I  have 
only  lightly  glanced,  but  it  is  now  suitable  that  you  should 
know  more  of  those  subjects." 

With  this  brief  preface  the  queen  proceeded  to  explain 
to  the  horrified  and  amazed  Christina  how  Sagoonah  in  her 
uneasy  slumbers  avowed  sufficient  to  prove  with  what 
murderous  intention  she  was  inspired,  when  penetrating 
one  night  into  her  chamber,  adding,  "  And  it  was  you,  my 
sweet  Christina,  who  were  my  guardian  angel  at  the  time. 
Yes,  Sagoonah  herself  has  declared  that  you  are  an  angel." 

The  queen  then  recited  the  ayah's  unconscious  confession 
relative  to  the  cobra  di  capello,  and  also  in  respect  to  Chris- 
tina's forcible  abduction  by  the  infamous  Frenchwoman, 
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But  Indora  said  nothing  relative  to  that  portentous  secret 
which  regarded  Clement  Redcliffe,  and  which  Sagoonah 
had  intended  to  use  as  the  means  of  dealing  a  blow  of  two- 
fold vindictiveness.  To  all,  however,  that  was  told  her 
the  young  maiden  listened  with  those  feelings  of  blended 
horror  and  wonderment  which  such  revelations  were  but  too 
well  calculated  to  excite,  and  as  she  threw  herself  into  the 
queen's  arms,  weeping  and  sobbing,  she  murmured,  Oh, 
dear  lady,  it  has  been  Heaven's  own  hand  that  has  guided 
you  safely  amidst  so  many  and  such  frightful  perils." 

In  the  course  of  the  forenoon  Mr.  Redcliffe  called,  and 
Indora  communicated  to  him  everything  that  had  issued 
from  the  lips  of  Sagoonah  on  the  preceding  evening. 

"  Rest  assured,  my  dear  Indora,"  said  Mr.  RedcHffe, 

that  all  the  affairs  in  which  I  am  in  any  way  mixed  up 
are  gradually  but  surely  approaching  a  crisis.  When  any 
circumstances  which  it  so  deeply  concerns  an  individual  to 
bring  to  an  issue  are  thus  unravelling  themselves,  when 
past  mysteries  are  being  cleared  up  as  if  by  means  simply 
accidental,  and  when  a  clearer  insight  is  afforded  into  what- 
soever was  previously  dark  and  uncertain,  rest  assured,  I 
say,  that  the  end  is  not  far  distant.  Have  no  fears  for  the 
result;  I  myself  am  full  of  confidence.  My  plans  are  work- 
ing; day  by  day  are  the  meshes  tightening  in  around  those 
whom  it  is  necessary  or  expedient  to  involve  in  such  toils, 
and  to  place  completely  at  my  mercy,  and  the  farther  I 
proceed,  the  clearer,  the  easier,  and  the  more  certain  becomes 
the  path  which  I  have  to  pursue.  Beware,  however,  lest 
Sagoonah  should  speak  in  the  presence  of  that  nurse  —  " 

"  I  have  taken  every  precaution,"  responded  the  queen. 
"  I  have  purposely  told  sufficient  to  Christina  to  render 
that  amiable  girl  interested  in  watching  Sagoonah's  bedside 
at  those  times  when  I  myself  cannot  be  there,  and  the  very 
instant  that  words  begin  to  waver  on  Sagoonah's  lips  the 
nurse  will  be  dismissed  from  the  chamber.  Besides,  as 
Christina  takes  her  turn  with  me  in  thus  watching,  there  is 
so  little  need  for  the  presence  of  the  nurse  at  all." 

The  queen  and  Mr.  Redcliffe  continued  to  discourse  for 
some  little  while  longer,  and  then  the  latter  took  his  leave, 
he  having  business  of  importance  to  attend  to  in  respect  to 
the  various  plans  which  he  had  in  operation.  Christian 
called  in  the  forenoon,  and  after  spending  a  couple  of  hours 


330 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


at  the  villa,  he  hastened  away  to  see  his  dearly  beloved 
Isabella  Vincent. 

It  was  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  dinner  was  over  at  the 
villa,  and  the  queen  said  to  Christina,  "  You  have  not  been 
out  to-day,  my  dear  girl,  and  your  cheeks  are  somewhat 
pale  after  last  night's  entertainment.  Go  and  take  an  hour's 
ramble  in  the  garden  or  in  the  neighbourhood,  so  that  you 
may  return  revivified  and  refreshed,  to  give  me  your  kind 
assistance  in  watching  by  the  side  of  Sagoonah's  couch. 

Christina,  intending  to  confine  her  ramble  to  the  garden, 
threw  on  a  large  summer  straw  hat,  and  issued  forth  from 
the  villa.  She  had  caught  up  a  volume  of  poems  before 
leaving  her  room,  and  on  passing  out  into  the  garden  she 
endeavoured  to  fix  her  attention  upon  the  book,  but  she 
could  not.  Her  cheek  was  indeed  pale,  as  the  queen  had 
noticed,  but  this  pallor  was  not  the  effect  of  the  entertain- 
ment only.  The  young  maiden  had  been  thinking  of  all 
that  took  place  between  herself  and  Lord  Octavian  on  the 
preceding  night,  and  though  not  for  a  single  instant  did 
she  regret  the  line  of  conduct  she  had  pursued,  yet  she  could 
not  help  feeling  the  influence  of  those  occurrences.  She 
loved  one  who  was  the  husband  of  another,  and  with  all  her 
sense  of  duty  it  was  impossible  to  stifle  and  crush  this  love 
in  her  heart.  Yet  there  was  a  serenity,  if  not  an  actual 
happiness,  in  Christina's  thoughts,  when  pondering  the  in- 
tention of  Lord  Octavian  to  rejoin  his  wife,  the  amiable  Zoe. 

Christina  felt  as  if  the  air  of  the  garden  did  not  do  her 
any  good,  as  if  it  wanted  that  elasticity  and  freshness  which 
could  alone  benefit  her,  and  opening  the  gate  she  passed 
into  the  road.  Thence  she  turned  into  a  lane  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, and  along  this  well-shaded  narrow  avenue  she  ram- 
bled with  the  book  in  her  hand,  but  with  her  thoughts  fixed 
on  subjects  far  different  from  its  contents.  Be  it  recollected 
that  it  is  the  month  of  September  of  which  we  are  writing. 
The  day  had  been  sultry;  it  had  left  a  portion  of  its  heaviness 
in  the  evening  atmosphere,  and  this  was  the  reason  why 
Christina  had  fancied  that  the  air  in  the  garden  had  been 
deficient  in  elasticity. 

She  was  proceeding  along  the  lane  when  all  of  a  sudden 
she  heard  footsteps  behind  her,  preceded  by  a  sound  as  if  of 
some  one  bursting  through  the  hedge,  and  on  looking  back 
our  heroine  found  herself  confronted  by  a  figure  that  filled 
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her  with  a  sudden  terror.  The  aspect  of  the  individual  was 
alone  sufficient  to  strike  her  with  this  dismay,  but  it  was  all 
the  greater  when  the  conviction  rushed  in  unto  her  mind  that 
she  beheld  before  her  the  ruffian  of  the  previous  night's 
adventure.  The  Lascar's  dress  was  just  the  same  as  it 
struck  Christina  to  be  when  the  fellow,  having  opened  the 
door  of  the  carriage,  snatched  the  purse  from  her  brother's 
hand,  —  the  same  too  as  he  subsequently  described  it  to  her. 
We  need  hardly  add  that  the  wretch  was  the  Burker,  but 
it  may  be  proper  to  observe  that  he  now  at  once  recognized 
Christina,  for  he  had  seen  her  walking  in  the  queen's  garden 
at  the  time  he  was  on  the  watch  to  consummate  his  mur- 
derous purpose. 

For  a  few  moments  Christina's  tongue  was  paralyzed 
with  dismay,  and  she  could  not  give  vent  to  the  scream  which 
rose  up  in  her  throat.  The  Burker,  who  carried  a  bludgeon 
in  his  hand,  burst  out  into  a  coarse,  chuckling  laugh,  and 
said,  "  You're  an  uncommon  pretty  gal,  and  it  would  be  a 
sin  to  frighten  you.  Come,  young  miss,  just  hand  us  over 
your  purse,  as  well  as  that  there  gold  watch  and  chain,  and 
there's  nuffin'  more  to  be  said." 

Christina  swept  her  eyes  up  and  down  the  lane,  but  no 
one  was  to  be  seen  except  the  ruffian  who  stood  before  her, 
and  the  nearest  houses  were  too  far  off  to  be  reached  by  a 
scream  if  she  sent  one  pealing  forth  from  her  lips.  She 
was  frightened,  she  was  dismayed;  the  Burker  grew  im- 
patient, and  in  a  still  more  savage  tone  than  that  in  which  he 
had  before  spoken,  he  exclaimed,  "  Out  with  the  purse, 
off  with  the  chain,  or  by  jingo  I'll  help  myself!  " 

The  imprecation  was,  however,  more  terrible  than  the 
comparatively  moderate  one  which  we  have  inserted  in  its 
place,  and  Christina  was  sinking  with  terror,  when  it  struck 
her  that  she  heard  the  sounds  of  a  horse's  hoofs  at  a  distance. 
Inspired  by  the  hope  of  aid,  she  darted  away  from  the  spot, 
but  the  ruffian  was  immediately  at  her  heels,  and  in  a  few 
moments  he  violently  seized  her  by  her  dress.  Her  screams 
rang  forth  as  she  struggled  desperately  with  the  miscreant,  and 
all  of  a  sudden  a  horseman  appeared  around  the  corner  of  a 
diverging  lane.  The  Burker's  ear  had  not  caught  the  same 
sounds  which  had  heralded  this  approach  of  succour  to  that 
of  Christina,  and  he  was  suddenly  stricken  with  alarm  on 
beholding  this  unexpected  appearance.   For  he  in  a  moment 
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recognized  the  horseman,  although  the  latter  recognized 
not  him  in  that  Lascar  garb  which  he  wore. 

Up  to  the  spot  the  horseman  rode;  he  sprang  from  his 
steed,  and  the  Burker,  who  had  let  go  his  hold  upon  Christina, 
aimed  a  tremendous  blow  with  his  club  at  the  young  maiden's 
champion.  The  latter  dexterously  avoided  it,  and  sprang 
forward  to  grapple  with  the  rufi&an,  when  the  last-mentioned 
individual  thought  it  better  not  to  hazard  a  conflict,  and 
rushing  through  the  hedge,  as  he  had  done  on  the  preceding 
night,  he  disappeared  from  the  view  of  Christina  and  her 
deliverer. 

The  young  maiden  was  sinking  with  terror,  for  at  one 
moment  she  had  fancied  that  murder's  work  would  be  done, 
and  that  nothing  could  save  her  champion  from  the  fury 
of  the  blow  dealt  against  him.  Her  deliverer  now  turned 
toward  her,  and  with  the  most  gentlemanly  courtesy  he 
spoke  a  few  reassuring  words.  Then  he  hastened  to  pick  up 
her  straw  hat  which  had  come  off,  as  well  as  her  book  and 
her  parasol,  which  she  had  dropped  in  her  fright.  The  horse 
meanwhile  had  remained  upon  the  spot,  although  its  rider 
had  let  the  bridle  go,  and  the  animal  was  now  feeding  on  the 
grass  by  the  side  of  the  lane. 

Christina  expressed  her  gratitude  in  suitable  terms,  and 
feeling  full  of  confusion  on  account  of  the  dishevelled  state 
of  her  hair  and  the  disordered  condition  of  her  toilet,  the 
blood  came  back  to  those  cheeks  which  an  instant  before 
were  pale  with  terror.  Her  deliverer  was  struck  by  her 
extraordinary  beauty,  though  there  was  nothing  disrespect- 
ful in  his  gaze;  on  the  contrary  his  entire  manner  and  con- 
duct were  marked  by  the  kindest  and  most  polished  courtesy. 
He  was  a  young  man,  a  little  past  four  and  twenty  years  of 
age,  exceedingly  handsome,  and  evidently  belonging  to  the 
best  sphere  of  society.  He  now  turned  aside  under  pretence 
of  looking  after  his  horse,  but  in  reality  to  give  Christina  an 
opportunity  of  arranging  her  hair  and  restoring  her  toilet. 
This  the  young  maiden  hastily  did,  and  when  her  deliverer 
again  turned  toward  her,  it  was  still  with  blushes,  but  with 
more  self-possession  than  at  first,  that  she  renewed  the 
expression  of  her  thanks  for  the  service  he  had  rendered  her. 

Do  not  think  the  less  of  my  courage,"  said  the  gentle- 
man, smiling,  —  "  or,  rather,  perhaps  I  ought  to  entreat 
that  you  will  not  tax  me  with  cowardice  in  not  pursuing 
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the  ruffian,  but  it  was  entirely  through  the  fear  that  you  were 
overcome  by  your  alarm  and  might  need  prompt  assistance.'* 

"  It  would  be  impossible,  sir,"  replied  Christina,  "  to 
harbour  a  thought  so  ungenerous,  so  unfounded,  and  so  in- 
sulting toward  one  who  has  served  me  so  signally." 

The  young  gentleman  bowed  in  acknowledgment  of  this 
assurance,  and  then  said,  "  I  presume  that  you  reside  in  this 
neighbourhood?  " 

"  At  a  distance  of  about  a  mile,"  answered  Christina. 

"  You  will  permit  me  to  escort  you  as  far  as  your  dwell- 
ing? "  said  her  new  acquaintance,  for  it  is  quite  possible 
that  villainous  Lascar  may  be  loitering  about  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood." 

Christina  gladly  and  thankfully  accepted  the  proffered 
courtesy;  her  deliverer  threw  the  bridle  over  his  arm  and 
walked  by  the  horse's  side,  so  that  he  might  keep  better 
companionship  with  Christina. 

"  You  are  deceived,  sir,"  she  said,  "  as  to  that  man, 
although  it  is  very  natural  you  should  be  guided  by  ap- 
pearances. He  is  not  a  Lascar,  but  some  English  robber  in 
disguise." 

Indeed!  "  exclaimed  the  stranger,  with  astonishment. 
"  Yes,  it  is  as  I  tell  you,"  rejoined  Christina.  "  He  robbed 
my  brother  last  night  as  we  were  returning  from  a  party; 
there  was  a  conflict,  a  struggle,  but,  to  be  brief,  the  man 
escaped." 

Christina's  companion  surveyed  the  young  lady  with  the 
utmost  interest  while  she  spoke,  and  yet  he  had  sufficient 
command  over  his  feeling  of  admiration  to  prevent  it  from 
bordering  upon  rudeness.  He  thought  he  had  never  seen 
any  one  so  exquisitely  beautiful  as  she  by  whose  side  he  was 
now  walking.  Her  countenance,  her  figure,  her  looks,  her 
manners,  the  silvery  tones  of  her  voice,  all  formed  a  combina- 
tion of  charms  and  attractions  that  ravished  his  heart.  He 
longed  to  know  more  of  her,  and  to  improve  his  acquaintance 
with  one  who  thus  in  a  few  minutes  had  made  so  deep  an  im- 
pression upon  him.  But  all  the  while  Christina  herself  was 
perfectly  unaware  that  her  blended  beauty  and  modesty  had 
inspired  her  companion  with  so  much  interest  on  her  behalf. 

He  now  inquired  the  exact  particulars  of  what  had  oc- 
curred between  herself  and  the  robber.  The  details  were  not 
long,  but  as  Christina  gave  them,  her  deliverer  drank  in  the 
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sounds  of  her  voice  as  if  they  were  those  of  a  delicious  music. 
When  she  had  done  speaking,  he  proceeded  to  give  her  to 
understand  that  he  was  an  officer  in  the  army,  that  he  was 
on  leave  of  absence  from  his  regiment,  and  that  he  was 
temporarily  staying  with  some  friends  at  Kensington.  He 
congratulated  himself  on  the  fortunate  occurrence  of  having 
taken  an  evening  ride  in  that  particular  direction,  and  he 
concluded  by  intimating  that  his  name  was  Captain  Stan- 
ley. 

Immediately  struck  with  this  name,  Christina  glanced 
rapidly  toward  her  companion,  and  said,  "  Might  I  ask 
whether  your  father  is  Sir  William  Stanley  who  resides 
near  Liverpool?  " 

"  The  same,''  cried  the  captain,  both  overjoyed  and 
astonished  at  this  species  of  recognition  on  the  part  of  the 
beautiful  young  lady  whose  acquaintance  he  was  so  anxious 
to  cultivate.      But  how  is  it  possible  —  " 

"  I  have  heard  Mr.  Redcliffe  speak  of  you,"  replied  Chris- 
tina, thus  anticipating  the  question. 

"Mr.  Redcliffe  —  that  kind,  generous  man!"  exclaimed 
Captain  Stanley;  "  as  brave  too  as  he  is  kind,  for  he  saved 
my  father's  life  amidst  the  jungles  of  India." 

"  Mr.  Redcliffe  is  a  kind  friend  of  mine,"  rejoined  Christina. 
"  My  brother  lives  with  him  altogether.  I  myself  am  residing 
with  an  Eastern  lady  of  rank  and  wealth,  and  our  habitation 
is  yonder  villa." 

"  Rejoiced  as  I  at  first  was,"  said  Captain  Stanley,  in 
having  been  enabled  by  circumstances  to  render  assistance 
to  a  young  lady,  even  while  believing  her  a  total  stranger, 
infinitely  more  delighted  am  I  now  on  finding  that  we  are 
not  altogether  unknown  to  each  other.  I  only  arrived  in 
town  yesterday,  and  it  was  my  intention  to  call  on  Mr.  Red- 
cliffe to-morrow.  Perhaps  —  perhaps/'  added  the  captain, 
hesitatingly,  "  I  may  venture  likewise  to  call  at  your  resi- 
dence, to  assure  myself  that  you  will  in  the  meantime  have 
perfectly  recovered  from  the  alarm  produced  by  this  in- 
cident." 

All  the  rules  of  politeness  as  well  as  the  additional  ones 
of  gratitude  prevented  Christina  from  giving  a  negative 
response  to  this  request,  and  with  artless  candour,  she  said, 
"  If  you  do  me  the  honour  of  calling.  Captain  Stanley,  the 
Lady  Indora  with  whom  I  hve  will  personally  express  her 
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thanks  for  the  service  you  have  rendered  one  for  whom  she 
cherishes  a  sisterly  affection." 

This  portion  of  the  dialogue  took  place  in  the  road  from 
which  the  lane  diverged,  and  the  gate  of  the  villa  was  now  in 
sight.  Scarcely  had  the  young  maiden  given  the  answer  just 
placed  upon  record,  when  a  gentleman  on  horseback  was  seen 
rapidly  approaching,  and  Christina  at  once  recognized 
Lord  Octavian  Meredith.  She  instantaneously  became 
aware  of  the  necessity  of  maintaining  all  her  fortitude,  her 
firmness,  and  her  feminine  dignity,  for  the  conviction  smote 
her  that  he  was  there  in  that  neighbourhood  to  seek  an  in- 
terview with  herself,  perhaps  a  parting  one,  before  he  ful- 
filled his  promise  by  going  abroad  to  rejoin  Zoe.  Captain 
Stanley  did  not  notice  that  anything  peculiar  had  at  the 
moment  transpired  to  startle  his  fair  companion,  for  she 
was  indeed  startled  for  a  single  instant  on  recognizing  Lord 
Octavian.  As  for  his  lordship  himself,  he  suddenly  drew 
in  his  bridle  and  brought  his  steed  to  a  halt  at  a  distance  of 
about  twenty  yards  from  Christina  and  Captain  Stanley. 
Then,  the  next  moment,  he  abruptly  wheeled  around  his 
horse  and  galloped  away. 

That  gentleman  appears  to  have  taken  the  wrong  road,-" 
observed  the  captain,  utterly  unsuspicious  of  how  well 
Christina  was  acquainted  with  him,  "  and  he  has  only  this 
instant  perceived  his  mistake." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  the  young  maiden,  scarcely  knowing 
what  she  did  say,  for  all  her  self-possession  abandoned  her 
as  a  sudden  thought  flashed  in  unto  her  brain. 

Was  it  possible  that  Meredith  could  have  fancied  she  was 
walking  with  a  rival,  that  it  was  a  suitor  for  her  hand  whom 
he  beheld  in  her  company,  and  who  with  the  familiarity  of 
intimacy  had  dismounted  from  his  horse  in  order  that  he 
might  the  more  conveniently  and  agreeably  enjoy  the 
pleasures  of  discourse?  Innocent  and  artless  though  Christina 
were,  yet  no  young  lady  of  her  age  could  be  so  utterly  in- 
experienced in  the  ways  of  the  world  as  not  at  once  to  per- 
ceive how  naturally  and  even  reasonably  a  suspicion  of  that 
sort  might  strike  the  mind  of  Lord  Octavian  Meredith. 

The  gate  of  the  villa  was  now  reached,  and  Captain  Stanley 
said,  with  a  polite  bow,  "  I  will  do  myself  the  pleasure  of 
calling  to-morrow.  But  you  have  not  honoured  me  by  saying 
for  whom  I  am  to  inquire?  " 
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"  This  is  the  Lady  Indora's  villa/'  answered  Christina, 
"  and  I  am  Miss  Ashton." 

Good  evening,  Miss  Ashton,"  rejoined  Captain  Stanley, 
and  springing  upon  his  horse,  he  rode  away  from  the 
spot. 

Christina's  feelings  had  been  suddenly  and  powerfully 
wrung  by  the  incident  in  respect  to  Lord  Octavian  Meredith. 
She  had  no  unmaidenly  desire  for  the  young  nobleman  to 
be  convinced  that  she  loved  him,  but,  on  the  other  hand,  she 
was  averse  to  the  idea  that  he  should  suppose  she  had  been 
favouring  the  suit  of  another.  For  she  saw  at  once  that  sup- 
posing it  to  be  really  the  case  that  she  had  thus  favoured 
another  suit,  and  if  it  were  indeed  a  reality  that  her  heart 
or  her  hand  was  engaged  elsewhere,  she  ought  at  once  to 
have  mentioned  the  circumstance  on  the  preceding  evening 
at  Tudor  House  as  the  best  means  of  silencing  the  allusions 
to  his  own  love  which  were  made  by  Lord  Octavian.  She 
perceived  that  he,  putting  his  own  construction  on  the  fact 
of  her  being  with  a  handsome  young  gentleman,  as  Captain 
Stanley  was,  would  naturally  conclude  that  she  had  acted 
coquettishly,  capriciously,  and  even  immodestly  in  not 
having  told  him  on  the  previous  night  that  her  heart  was 
engaged  to  another.  The  idea  of  all  this  was  most  repugnant 
to  the  pure  notions  and  delicate  feelings  of  our  amiable 
heroine. 

On  passing  into  the  grounds  attached  to  the  villa,  Christina 
felt  so  annoyed  and  distressed  that  she  could  not  immediately 
enter  the  house.  If  she  did,  she  would  be  courting  questions 
on  the  part  of  the  queen,  —  questions  which  might  turn  upon 
a  topic  that  she  did  not  like  to  approach.  Therefore,  to 
compose  her  thoughts  and  collect  her  self-possession,  Chris- 
tina rambled  through  the  garden.  It  is  but  the  strictest 
justice  to  our  heroine  to  declare,  most  positively  and  un- 
reservedly, that  she  had  not  the  slightest  anticipation  of  what 
was  to  follow,  or  else  not  for  worlds  would  she  have  placed 
herself  in  a  position  to  encounter  it.  Twice  had  she  slowly 
made  a  tour  of  the  garden ;  for  the  third  time  was  she  taking 
the  round,  with  the  intention  of  entering  the  villa  when  this 
last  stroll  was  completed.  She  reached  that  extremity  which 
joined  the  field,  the  point  that  was  remotest  from  the  house, 
and  was  most  enveloped  in  the  shade  of  the  umbrageous 
trees,  —  the  spot,  in  a  word,  where  Sagoonah's  interviews 
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had  been  wont  to  take  place  with  Madame  Angelique,  — 
Christina  had  reached  that  spot,  we  say,  when  there  was  a 
sudden  rustling  amongst  the  evergreens,  and  Lord  Octavian 
Meredith  stood  before  her. 

All  in  a  moment  our  heroine's  fullest  self-possession  came 
to  her  aid,  all  her  dignity  was  summoned  up,  and  what  she 
had  last  been  thinking  of  in  connection  with  the  previous 
incident  was  absorbed  in  that  of  wounded  pride,  bordering 
on  resentment,  that  the  young  nobleman  should  thus  seek 
her  after  his  solemn  promise  at  Tudor  Lodge.  He  himself 
was  ashy  pale,  but  labouring  under  a  deep,  concentrated, 
inward  excitement;  his  white  lips  were  compressed,  his  arms 
were  folded  across  his  breast,  he  stood  confronting  her  with 
the  air  of  one  who  sought  an  explanation,  was  determined  to 
have  it,  and  fancied  that  he  had  a  perfect  right  to  demand 
it. 

"  We  meet,  Christina,'^  he  said,  "  for  the  last  time,"  and 
his  voice  sounded  unnatural  in  its  lowness  and  hollow- 
ness. 

"  Our  meeting  of  last  night,  my  lord,"  responded  Christina, 
firmly,  "  should  have  no  sequence.  Remember  your  pledge, 
—  and  you  have  broken  it." 

"  Listen  to  me  —  listen  to  me  but  for  an  instant,"  he  said, 
with  such  concentrated  vehemence  that  he  seemed  as  if 
scarcely  able  to  restrain  the  outbreak  of  feelings  tremen- 
dously agitated.  Circumstances  would  not  permit  me  to 
depart  until  to-morrow,  and  I  could  not  resist  the  tempta- 
tion of  riding  around  into  this  neighbourhood,  for  accident 
made  me  aware  of  the  place  of  your  abode,  which  I  never 
knew  till  this  morning.  I  met  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  and  he 
spoke  of  you.  That  was  how  I  learned  your  place  of  resi- 
dence. I  did  not  mean  to  seek  an  interview  with  you,  I 
respected  my  pledge,  I  intended  to  observe  it.  God  knows," 
he  added,  bitterly,  "  it  is  more  than  ever  my  intention  to 
keep  it  now,  after  what  I  have  seen." 

"  What  have  you  seen,  my  lord?  "  exclaimed  Christina, 
indignantly,  and  then,  the  next  moment,  she  was  half- 
suffocated  by  the  feelings  which  surged  up  into  her  throat; 
but  she  held  back  the  words  to  which  they  would  have 
prompted  her  to  give  utterance,  for  she  was  suddenly  smitten 
with  the  conviction  that  it  would  be  more  dangerous  and 
unmaidenly  to  vindicate  herself  by  explanations  than  to 
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allow  Lord  Octavian  to  remain  under  the  impression  which 
he  had  received  from  his  own  construction  of  the  recent 
incident  on  the  road. 

"  I  tell  you,  Christina,"  he  exclaimed,  vehemently,  "  that 
I  did  not  mean  to  seek  an  interview  with  you.  I  considered 
our  parting  of  last  night  to  be  final  —  and  Heaven  knows  the 
pang  it  cost  me  to  breathe  that  word  farewell.  But  I  could 
not  resist  the  temptation  of  riding  around  here  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  your  home,  of  the  place  where  you  dwell.  Oh,  if 
I  had  foreseen  —  But  it  is  better  thus,  it  is  better  thus,'* 
he  passionately  ejaculated,  and  yet  he  made  a  movement 
as  if  to  stamp  his  foot  with  maddened  rage. 

''Yes,  it  is  better  thus,  my  lord,"  said  Christina,  who 
in  endeavouring  to  entrench  herself  with  a  becoming 
feminine  dignity  in  reality  became  surrounded  with  a 
reserve  that  was  not  merely  cold,  but  even  had  the  air  of 
haughty  defiance. 

At  least  so  Meredith  thought,  and  the  idea  was  natural 
in  his  own  morbid  state  of  feeling.  He  therefore  said,  with 
a  tone  and  look  of  bitterest  reproach,  "  You  feel  that  you 
have  dealt  ungenerously  with  me,  heartlessly,  coquettishly, 
and  you  take  refuge  within  the  circle  of  your  own  haughty 
pride.  You  may  tell  me  that  I  have  no  claim  upon  you^ 
and  you  are  right,  for  I  am  another's.  You  may  tell  me 
likewise  that  you  are  the  mistress  of  your  own  actions,  and 
that  you  owe  no  account  of  them  to  me,  and  again  you  will 
be  right.  But,  oh,  Christina,  had  you  for  an  instant  been 
candid  with  me,  had  you  suffered  me  to  know  when  last  we 
met  —  I  do  not  mean  last  night,  but  the  other  day  when  I 
rescued  you  from  the  persons  who  were  carrying  you  off — had 
you  told  me  then  that  your  heart  was  engaged  to  another  — 
because  it  must  have  been  so  even  then,  for  this  attachment 
of  yours  cannot  be  merely  of  to-day  —  oh,  Christina,  you 
would  have  awakened  me  from  a  dream,  you  would  have 
aroused  me  to  my  senses.  But  no,  no,  you  did  it  not.  I 
told  you  that  I  loved  you,  —  you  knew  it,  —  I  even  went  so 
far  as  to  declare  that  all  my  hopes  of  happiness  were  con- 
centrated in  the  idea,  the  one  idea  that  you  might  yet  become 
my  own  adored  and  cherished  wife,  and  you  did  npt  tell  me 
that  you  loved  another.  It  is  true  that  you  answered  me 
with  what  methought  was  a  becoming  maiden  dignity,  and 
I  loved  you  all  the  more  tenderly  for  it.   But  still  there  was 
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something  in  your  manner,  Christina,  which  at  that  time 
bade  me  hope  —  " 

No,  my  lord,  no! vehemently  interrupted  the  young 
maiden,  who  had  hitherto  listened  with  the  reader  may  con- 
ceive how  much  distress  and  anguish  of  mind  to  that  long 
and  passionately  delivered  speech,  which  was  full  of  accusa- 
tions that  her  sense  of  maidenly  propriety  would  not  permit 
her  to  explain  away. 

"  Oh,  but  it  was  so,  Christina!  "  exclaimed  Meredith, 
terribly  excited.  "  But  if  not  then,  what  of  last  night? 
Think  you  that  when  the  first  word  of  allusion  to  this  mad- 
dening, despairing  love  of  mine  had  fallen  from  my  lips, 
think  you,  I  ask,  whether  my  speech  would  not  have  been 
checked  if  you,  with  that  candour  which  I  fancied  you  to 
possess,  had  at  once  told  me  that  you  loved  another?  Oh, 
Christina,  it  was  not  well  of  you.  My  God,  how  much  have  I 
*  suffered  on  your  account,  and  to  be  rewarded  thus!  If  you 
loved  me  not,  it  was  your  duty  to  proclaim  that  fact.  To 
keep  it  back  was  to  bid  me  hope.  It  was  worse,  —  it  was 
playing  the  part  of  a  coquette.  It  was  heartless,  it  was 
wrong." 

Overwhelmed  with  these  reproaches,  half-believing  them 
to  be  just  so  long  as  Meredith  remained  under  his  present  im- 
pressions in  respect  to  the  circumstances  of  her  being  seen 
with  Captain  Stanley,  half-resentful,  on  the  other  hand,  at 
the  bitter  accusations  thus  hurled  against  her,  yearning  to 
explain  everything,  yet  daring  not  to  pronounce  the  words, 

I  do  not  love  another,"  for  fear  they  should  be  taken  as  the 
avowal  of  "  I  love  you,"  distressed  and  bewildered,  wanting 
to  say  something,  yet  knowing  not  what  to  say,  anxious  to 
fly  from  the  spot,  yet  transfixed  there  by  the  power  of  her 
feelings,  Christina  leaned  against  a  tree  for  support,  and  the 
tears  flowed  thick  and  fast  from  her  eyes. 

Oh,  now  you  weep,"  exclaimed  Meredith.  "  Weep  on, 
false-hearted  girl!  An  hour  ago  every  tear  you  are  at  present 
shedding  would  have  fallen  like  a  drop  of  molten  lead  upon 
my  heart,  and  I  should  have  gone  mad  with  grief.  But  now 
it  does  me  good  to  see  you  weep,  and  to  know  that  I  have 
wrung  those  tears  from  your  eyes.  Ah,  I  envy  not  the  man 
who  will  conduct  you  to  the  altar,  deceiver  that  you  are! 
Until  within  the  hour  that  is  passing  I  would  have  staked  my 
soul  on  your  candour,  your  truthfulness.     My  God,  how  I 
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should  have  been  deceived!  It  would  have  been  selling  this 
soul  of  mine  to  Satan,  and  you,  perfidious  girl,  the  cause. 
Ah,  though  I  am  married,  —  and  it  was  as  a  married  man  that 
I  dared  love  you,  Christina,  —  you  know  not  the  heart  with 
which  you  have  trifled,  and  which  you  have  broken.  Yet 
I  will  not  curse  you  —  no,  ten  thousand  times  no !  I  bless 
you,  Christina,  and  may  God  grant  you  with  another  all 
that  happiness  which,  if  circumstances  permitted,  it  would 
have  been  my  pride  and  joy  to  ensure  you." 

The  young  nobleman  made  a  hasty  movement  as  if  to  turn 
abruptly  away.  Christina,  on  her  part,  made  a  movement 
as  if  about  to  speak,  but  she  could  not  give  utterance  to  a 
word.  His  excitement  was  moderating  into  a  profound 
mournfulness,  her  distress  and  anguish  of  mind  were  rising 
into  a  terrible  excitement. 

"  Yet  one  word  more,"  he  said,  for  an  instant  arresting 
his  own  steps,  "  and  I  have  done.  Forgive  me  that  I  blamed 
you,  pardon  me  that  I  reproached  you.  I  have  been  too 
vehement,  too  impetuous.  I  was  wrong,  Christina,  I  was 
wrong.  But  my  feelings  hurried  me  away.  Once  more,  and 
for  the  last  time,  do  I  pray  Heaven  to  award  you  its  blessing. 
Yes,  may  you  be  happy  and  blessed." 

With  these  words  Lord  Octavian  disappeared  from  Chris- 
tina's presence.  She  started  forward;  his  name  was  at  the 
very  tip  of  her  tongue;  she  was  about  to  call  him  back,  but 
with  such  an  effort  of  fortitude  as  only  the  purest-minded 
and  most  virtuous  being  could  have  commanded  under  such 
circumstances,  she  restrained  herself,  the  name  was  not 
spoken,  and  he  reappeared  not  in  her  presence. 

"  Yes,  it  is  better  as  it  is,"  thought  Christina  to  herself. 
"  Let  him  fancy  that  I  love  another,  —  it  will  all  the  more 
easily  wean  him  from  that  infatuation  which  has  well-nigh 
produced  such  fatal  effects  upon  the  amiable  Zoe." 

And  now,  in  a  frame  of  mind  that  was  fraught  with  a 
marvellous  calmness,  with  all  the  pious  resignation  of  a  self- 
sacrificing,  self-martyrizing  spirit,  Christina  Ashton  reentered 
the  villa. 

Lord  Octavian  Meredith  hastened  homeward,  riding  as  if 
he  were  a  madman  mounted  upon  a  mad  steed.  On  gaining 
the  more  frequented  parts  of  the  town,  he  dashed  amidst 
the  vehicles  with  a  recklessness  which  made  every  one  who 
beheld  him  think  that  he  was  intoxicated  with  wine.  Never- 
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theless,  he  reached  his  home  in  safety.  Springing  from  his 
horse,  he  tossed  the  bridle  to  the  domestic,  who  was  half- 
astonished  and  half-frightened  at  his  master's  appearance, 
but  Meredith  saw  not  the  effect  which  his  strangely  wild 
excitement  produced.  He  rushed  into  the  house,  he  sum- 
moned his  valet,  and  gave  immediate  orders  for  his  clothes 
to  be  packed  up  and  for  the  carriage  to  be  got  in  readiness,  as 
he  intended  to  start  by  the  night  train  for  Dover.  The  valet 
was  as  astonished  as  the  other  domestic  had  been,  and  yet  he 
knew  his  master  too  well  to  suppose  for  an  instant  that  he 
had  been  drinking.  He  therefore  thought  that  some  sudden 
calamity,  or  else  some  serious  indiscretion,  must  have 
driven  Lord  Octavian  Meredith  to  the  resolve  of  this  precipi- 
tate departure.  In  order  to  lead  Octavian,  if  possible,  into 
conversation,  the  valet  inquired,  with  every  appearance  of 
completest  deference,  whether  his  lordship  did  not  intend  to 
see  Mr.  Armytage  before  he  took  his  departure. 

"  No,  it  is  not  necessary,"  replied  Meredith,  petulantly. 
"  I  will  leave  a  note,  to  be  sent  to  him  to-morrow.  Hasten 
you  to  get  everything  in  readiness ;  prepare  your  own  things 
likewise,  for  you  will  accompany  me." 

Having  thus  spoken,  Octavian  hastened  to  the  drawing- 
room,  where  he  sat  down  and  penned  a  few  lines  to  Mr. 
Armytage.  He  simply  said  that  being  alarmed  on  account 
of  Zoe's  health,  and  considering  that  he  was  not  doing  his 
duty  in  allowing  her  thus  to  remain  separated  from  him,  he 
was  about  to  rejoin  her  with  the  least  possible  delay.  He 
then  thought  of  writing  a  few  last  words  to  Christina,  but 
he  could  pen  nothing  that  satisfied  him.  Sheet  after  sheet 
did  he  tear  up,  and  when  the  valet  entered  to  announce  that 
everything  was  ready  for  immediate  departure.  Lord  Octa- 
vian was  commencing  a  new  epistle,  and  still  too  without  any 
satisfaction  to  himself.  This  last  sheet  of  paper  he  there- 
fore tore  into  fragments,  like  the  former  ones,  and  speeding 
down  the  stairs,  he  sprang  into  the  carriage. 

Now  he  gave  full  vent  to  the  excitement  which  was  tor- 
turing him;  he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  he  burst 
into  an  agony  of  weeping;  he  sobbed  like  a  woman  or  a 
child. 

"  0  Christina,  Christina,"  he  murmured,  in  a  broken 
voice,  "  to  think  that  you  could  have  loved  another!  " 
The  unhappy  young  nobleman  proceeded  to  Dover;  on 
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the  following  day  he  passed  over  to  Boulogne,  and  thence  he 
journeyed  with  all  possible  despatch  to  rejoin  that  wife  whom 
he  was  now  seeking  in  the  frenzy  of  desperation  rather  than 
under  the  influence  of  a  pure,  unalloyed  sense  of  duty. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 


THE  DESK 

It  was  the  second  morning  after  the  brilliant  entertain- 
ment at  Tudor  House,  breakfast  was  over,  Anastatia  had 
retired  to  her  boudoir  for  awhile,  and  the  great  merchant 
had  sought  his  study  to  look  over  his  letters,  it  not  being  his 
purpose  to  visit  the  City  on  this  particular  day.  Not  another 
syllable  had  been  spoken  by  Sir  Frederick  Latham  relative 
to  that  incident  of  the  ball  night  which  had  led  him  to  en- 
trust the  key  of  the  safe  to  his  wife,  and  she  on  her  own  side 
had  felt  no  inclination  to  revive  the  topic.  The  merchant 
fancied  that  Anastatia  had  been  extravagant  in  some  respect, 
and  had  therefore  contracted  a  debt  which  she  chose  not 
to  mention  to  him;  he  congratulated  himself  on  the  policy 
he  had  pursued;  instead  of  chiding  and  reproaching,  he  had 
acted  with  magnanimity,  and  he  naturally  concluded  that 
the  effect  of  such  conduct  would  be  more  salutary  and 
would  be  all  the  better  appreciated  than  if  he  had  displayed 
»  anger  and  irritation.  On  the  other  hand  Anastatia  — 
though  having  been  scandalously  plundered  by  Madame 
Angelique,  and  therefore  really  innocent  of  any  extrava- 
gance involving  her  in  debt  —  was  fully  conscious  that 
she  laboured  under  a  suspicion  of  an  opposite  character, 
and  she  was  compelled  to  bear  the  imputation  of  extrav- 
agance because  she  dared  not  enter  upon  explanations 
which  would  reveal  the  whole  truth.  She  was  not  happy 
in  her  mind;  she  deeply  felt  the  generosity  of  Sir  Frederick's 
conduct,  and  more  than  once  since  the  occurrence  of  the 
incident  had  she  said  to  herself,  "  Oh,  that  I  could  tell  him 
everything!  " 

Sir  Frederick,  as  we  have  said,  had  retired  to  his  own 
private  room,  and  there  for  a  while  did  he  busy  himself 
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with  the  letters  that  had  reached  him  that  morning.  Some 
he  answered;  on  the  backs  of  others  he  had  made  memo- 
randa for  reference  to  the  account-books  at  the  office  in  the 
City,  and  others  he  placed  aside  that  they  might  be  sub- 
mitted to  his  partners  when  in  consultation  with  them. 
Presently  the  door  opened,  and  a  footman  entered  to  state 
that  the  architect  who  had  built  Tudor  House  requested 
an  interview  with  Sir  Frederick. 

The  merchant  desired  that  the  architect  should  be  ad- 
mitted, and  in  a  few  minutes  this  individual  was  conducted 
into  the  study.  Presenting  a  paper  to  Sir  Frederick,  he 
intimated  that  he  had  called  to  receive  the  balance  of  his 
account. 

"  Which  might  have  been  settled  long  ago,  Mr.  Styles," 
said  the  merchant,  drawing  himself  up  with  a  certain  cold, 
businesslike  pomposity,  "  if  you  had  chosen  to  send  it  in." 

"  I  am  perfectly  aware  of  that,  Sir  Frederick/'  responded 
the  architect,  "  but  I  did  not  want  the  money,  I  knew  it 
was  safe,  and  moreover  I  really  had  not  time  to  go  into  the 
different  details." 

The  merchant  opened  the  document  which  had  been 
presented  to  him,  and  spreading  it  on  his  desk,  he  proceeded 
to  examine  the  items  of  the  account.  Taking  down  a  file, 
he  referred  to  former  accounts;  then  he  consulted  the  cash- 
book,  which  he  took  from  a  drawer,  and  having  thus  satis- 
fied himself  that  all  the  items  were  correct,  he  proceeded  to 
verify  the  addition  of  the  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence 
columns.  All  this  he  did  in  a  precise  and  methodical  man- 
ner, with  coolness  and  deliberation,  and  yet  with  a  certain 
perceptible  business-pride,  so  to  speak,  which  in  itself  was 
as  much  as  to  say,  Look  how  carefully  I  conduct  all  my 
business,  and  profit  by  the  example." 

Having  added  up  the  columns.  Sir  Frederick  slowly 
bent  his  cold  eyes  upon  the  architect,  and  said,  gravely, 
if  not  sternly,  "  Mr.  Styles,  might  I  ask  whether  you  have 
frequently  the  misfortune  of  making  mistakes  in  adding 
up  your  accounts?  " 

"  Errors  will  occur.  Sir  Frederick,"  was  the  answer, 
"  but  I  flatter  myself  that  I  make  them  as  seldom  as  most 
people." 

Errors  never  occur  in  my  office,  sir,"  observed  the 
merchant,  drawing  himself  up.    "  A  clerk  of  mine  who 
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should  have  the  misfortune  to  make  such  an  addition  as 
this  would  never  have  the  chance  of  making  another  within 
the  walls  of  my  establishment.  Look,  Mr.  Styles.  You 
have  set  down  a  total  of  eleven  hundred  and  thirteen  pounds, 
eleven  shillings,  and  eleven  pence  half-penny,  whereas  I  make 
it  eleven  hundred  and  thirteen  pounds,  twelve  shillings  and 
three  pence  half -penny." 

The  architect  felt  infinitely  relieved  when  he  found  that 
the  discrepancy  was  of  so  trifling  a  character,  and  as  his 
time  was  precious,  he  wished  to  settle  the  business  at  once. 
But  Sir  Frederick  appeared  to  take  a  sort  of  cold-blooded 
inward  delight  in  delaying  him  as  a  punishment  for  having 
made  a  mistake  in  his  account  to  the  extent  of  a  few  pence. 
He  therefore  sententiously  expatiated  on  the  necessity  of 
being  accurate  in  even  the  minutest  matters,  and  then  he 
slowly  and  deliberately  cast  up  all  the  colums,  with  the 
architect  looking  over  his  shoulder. 

"  And  now,  Mr.  Styles,"  he  said,  "  if  you  will  receipt 
this  account,  it  shall  be  paid." 

Rising  from  his  chair,  the  great  merchant  advanced 
toward  the  safe,  which  he  opened,  and  he  took  forth  the 
cash-box.  Meanwhile  the  architect  had  receipted  the 
account,  and  Sir  Frederick  looked  at  the  mode  in  which 
the  receipt  was  written,  to  assure  himself  that  it  was  con- 
sistent with  the  proper  formality.  He  then  opened  the 
cash-box;  he  looked  in  one  compartment,  where  the  notes 
ought  to  be,  —  it  was  empty.  Sir  Frederick  was  astounded, 
'  but  not  for  an  instant  did  he  suffer  his  features  to  betray 
the  feeling  that  had  thus  seized  upon  him.  He  opened 
the  other  compartment,  where  gold  ought  to  be;  not  a  single 
coin  was  there.  Still  Sir  Frederick  was  outwardly  as  calm, 
as  unruffled,  and  as  imperturbable  as  ever,  and  he  coldly 
said,  as  he  closed  the  cash-box,  "  After  all,  I  had  better 
give  you  a  cheque  for  the  amount." 

"  Just  as  you  please.  Sir  Frederick,"  replied  the  architect, 
making  way  for  the  merchant  to  sit  down  at  his  desk  again. 

Sir  Frederick  wrote  out  the  cheque;  Mr.  Styles  received 
it,  bowed,  and  took  his  departure.  When  he  was  gone.  Sir 
Frederick  again  rose  from  his  seat,  and  looked  into  the 
safe,  but  beheld  none  of  the  notes  nor  golden  coins  there. 
He  consigned  the  cash-box  back  into  its  place,  locked 
up  the  safe,  and  put  the  key  in  his  pocket. 
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"  There  must  have  been  upwards  of  two  thousand  two 
hundred  pounds  in  that  cash-box  the  night  before  last/' 
he  said  to  himself,    and  Anastatia  took  it  all." 

The  merchant  naturally  concluded  that  his  wife  had  been 
dreadfully  extravagant  in  various  ways,  but  he  was  be- 
wildered as  to  what  particular  debt  could  have  amounted 
to  so  large  a  sum.  He  knew  that  Anastasia  did  not  gamble 
at  the  card-table,  for  the  best  of  all  possible  reasons  that 
she  never  played  cards  at  all.  It  could  not  have  been  to 
assist  her  brother  that  she  had  been  so  suddenly  pressed 
for  money,  because  if  so,  the  intervention  of  the  man  Shad- 
bolt  would  have  been  unnecessary.  That  it  was  one  debt, 
and  not  several,  which  she  had  paid  the  night  before  last,  was 
to  be  argued  from  the  fact  that  only  one  creditor,  or  one 
creditor's  representative,  having  called  to  assert  a  pecuniary 
claim.  Who,  then,  could  be  this  one  creditor,  to  whom 
she  had  contracted  so  immense  a  liability?  for  as  a  matter  of 
course  Sir  Frederick  felt  convinced  that  Anastasia,  and 
Anastatia  only,  had  emptied  the  cash-box  of  its  contents. 

For  a  moment  the  merchant  thought  of  proceeding 
straight  to  his  wife  to  question  her  on  the  subject,  but  this 
idea  he  the  next  instant  banished  from  his  mind.  He  had 
told  her  to  say  nothing  more  on  the  subject,  he  himself  had 
avoided  it;  he  felt  that  there  would  be  something  mean, 
little,  and  paltry  in  reopening  that  topic,  inasmuch  as  the 
very  prefatory  words  which  in  such  a  case  he  would  have 
to  utter  must  be  to  the  effect  that  she  had  taken  a  much 
larger  sum  than  he  had  anticipated  or  intended.  Never- 
theless, Sir  Frederick  was  resolved  to  institute  some  inves- 
tigation. His  mind  was  troubled;  suspicions,  vague  and 
indefinite,  were  rising  up  in  his  brain.  He  remembered  his 
wife's  confusion  when  a  week  back  he  had  sought  her  in  the 
drawing-room  immediately  after  her  first  interview  with 
Shadbolt;  he  naturally  considered  that  there  was  some- 
thing strange  in  the  manner  in  which  this  same  Shadbolt 
had  come  to  persecute  her  on  the  night  that  she  was  receiv- 
ing company,  —  strange  also  that  she  should  have  been  so 
much  troubled  when  his  visit  was  announced,  and  that 
with  a  sort  of  terror  she  should  have  granted  him  an  inter- 
view instead  of  with  becoming  dignity  bidding  him  call  on 
a  future  day  and  a  more  suitable  occasion.  And  now,  too, 
Sir  Frederick  bethought  himself  of  the  way  in  which  An- 
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astatia  had  swept  her  letters  and  papers  into  her  desk 
on  that  afternoon  when  he  (Sir  Frederick)  had  sought  her 
in  the  drawing-room,  as  already  alluded  to.  All  these 
reflections  troubled  the  great  City  merchant,  and  in  spite 
of  himself  he  felt  those  suspicions  which  were  agitating 
his  mind,  gathering  strength  and  power,  although  of  so 
vague  and  indefinite  a  character. 

From  what  the  reader  has  seen  of  the  merchant's  dis- 
position, he  may  have  comprehended  that  beneath  a  cer- 
tain exterior  show  of  cold  pride  and  subdued  ostentation, 
there  was  no  small  amount  of  real  meanness  and  and  petti- 
ness. These  little  feelings  were  even  now  rising  uppermost, 
and  under  their  influence  Sir  Frederick  found  himself  leav- 
ing the  study  and  making  his  way  up  to  that  apartment 
where  Anastatia's  writing-desk  usually  stood  upon  a  small 
table  in  a  recess.  On  entering  this  apartment.  Sir  Frederick 
looked  at  the  writing-desk  with  an  expression  of  countenance 
as  if  he  were  saying  to  himself,  "  That  desk  doubtless  con- 
tains the  means  of  elucidating  this  mystery." 

As  he  immediately  afterward  slowly  glanced  around,  he 
beheld  a  small  bunch  of  keys  lying  upon  another  table. 
The  temptation  was  irresistible;  indeed  the  presence  of 
those  keys  was  precisely  what  the  merchant  was  desiring 
at  the  instant.  He  took  them  up;  the  very  first  which  he 
applied  to  the  writing-desk  was  one  that  fitted,  and  now 
that  merchant  who  was  usually  all  businesslike  deliberation 
in  his  proceedings  was  hasty,  quick,  and  even  nervous  in 
what  he  was  doing.  He  was  afraid  that  his  wife  or  a  servant 
might  enter  and  surprise  him  in  the  midst  of  an  action  which 
he  felt  to  be  mean  and  pitiful,  although  perhaps  not  alto- 
gether without  justification  under  the  circumstances.  He 
turned  over  the  papers;  he  took  up  a  pink-tinted  billet, 
and  on  reading  the  name  of  Madame  Angelique,  a  dark 
expression  came  over  his  countenance.  He  perused  its 
contents.  It  demanded  five  hundred  and  sixty-three 
pounds,  "  as  per  bill  delivered,"  and  it  intimated  that  Mr. 
Isaac  Shadbolt  was  empowered  to  receive  the  amount.  This 
individual's  two  visits  to  Tudor  House  were  therefore  no 
longer  a  mystery,  but  there  were  other  circumstances  which 
were  very  far  from  being  satisfactory  to  Sir  Frederick 
Latham. 

"  A  year  has  elapsed,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  "  since 
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I  expressly  desired  Anastatia  to  leave  off  dealing  with  that 
woman  whose  infamous  character  I  accidentally  discovered, 
and  which  I  mentioned  to  my  wife  as  my  reason  for  the 
request  that  I  made  at  the  time.  She  must  have  disobeyed 
me;  she  must  have  since  been  secretly  dealing  there!  " 

Graver  and  darker,  as  well  as  more  definite  became  the 
merchant's  suspicions,  and  he  hastened  to  look  over  the 
rest  of  the  papers  which  he  found  in  the  desk.  These  were 
all  Madame  Angelique's  bills,  duly  receipted  at  dates  shortly 
after  they  were  sent  in,  and  there  was  no  bill  of  a  date  later 
than  the  period  when,  a  year  back,  Sir  Frederick  had  so 
expressly  desired  his  wife  to  discontinue  her  patronage  of 
Madame  Angelique's  millinery  establishment.  But  amongst 
those  papers  was  the  receipt  given  by  Mr.  Shadbolt  for  the 
sum  specified  in  the  pink-tinted  billet.  Sir  Frederick's 
suspicion  flowed  into  the  correct  channel;  he  regarded  that 
billet  as  the  vehicle  of  an  extortion.  Indeed  his  wife's 
conduct  itself  naturally  appeared  to  be  replete  with  causes 
for  misgiving  and  distrust. 

"  Wherefore,"  asked  Sir  Frederick  of  himself,  "  should 
she  have  taken  upwards  of  two  thousand  pounds  to  pay  a  bill 
of  between  five  and  six  hundred?  " 

There  were  no  other  documents  in  the  desk  which  at  all 
interested  the  merchant;  he  arranged  the  papers  in  the 
order  in  which  he  had  found  them,  he  closed  the  desk,  he 
deposited  the  keys  on  the  other  table,  and  he  issued  from 
the  apartment.  His  mind  was  already  made  up  how  to  act; 
he  ordered  his  horse,  and  dispensing  with  the  attendance 
of  a  groom,  rode  forth  alone.  Brixton  Hill  was  soon  reached, 
and  giving  his  horse  to  a  loitering  boy  to  hold,  Sir  Frederick 
Latham  knocked  at  the  door  of  Madame  Angelique's  villa. 
The  retired  milliner  was  at  home,  and  the  merchant  was  con- 
ducted into  her  presence.  Personally  he  was  a  stranger 
to  her,  and  as  he  gave  no  name  to  the  pretty  servant-girl 
who  answered  the  door,  Madame  AngeHque  was  unaware 
who  the  visitor  was,  as  well  as  what  his  business  might  be. 
She  saw  that  he  was  cold  and  reserved  in  his  manner,  but 
she,  on  the  other  hand,  was  all  affability  and  courtesy  as  she 
desired  him  to  be  seated. 

Perhaps  you  will  know  my  name,  Madame  Angelique," 
began  the  merchant,  "  when  I  announce  it  as  Sir  Frederick 
Latham." 
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The  ex-milliner  was  startled,  and  her  guilty  conscience 
instantaneously  smote  her  with  the  idea  that  her  recent 
successful  extortion,  the  proceeds  of  which  she  had  duly 
shared  with  Mr.  Shadbolt,  was  known  to  the  victim's  hus- 
band. 

"  Whether  you  have  anything  to  fear  as  the  result  of  my 
visit/'  continued  Sir  Frederick,  depends  entirely  on  your- 
self. If  you  answer  all  my  questions  in  a  manner  proving 
that  you  are  responding  faithfully  and  truthfully,  you  have 
nothing  to  apprehend,  but,  if  on  the  other  hand,  you  pre- 
varicate or  attempt  to  deceive  me,  I  shall  at  once  take 
measures  which  you  will  repent." 

Good  heavens,  sir,  what  do  you  mean?  ''  faltered  the 
terrified  Frenchwoman,  now  bitterly  repenting  her  folly, 
in  having  jeopardized  herself  anew  after  having  so  well 
escaped  from  former  perils. 

"  Lady  Anastatia  Latham,"  continued  the  merchant, 
fixing  his  cold  eyes  on  the  ex-milliner,  "  very  recently 
paid  some  five  or  six  hundred  pounds  to  an  agent  of  yours 
by  the  name  of  Shadbolt.  You  see  that  I  know  everything, 
and  it  is  therefore  hardly  necessary  that  I  should  allude 
to  your  billet  in  which  you  made  that  demand." 

"  Oh,  I  will  give  back  the  money  at  once,  Sir  Frederick!  " 
exclaimed  the  terrified  Frenchwoman,  quaiUng  beneath  the 
merchant's  cold  searching  gaze. 

"  No,  that  is  not  the  object  of  my  visit,"  he  responded. 
"  I  care  nothing  for  the  money.  All  the  world  knows  that 
to  Sir  Frederick  Latham  such  a  sum  is  as  a  drop  of  water 
to  the  ocean.  You  confess  that  you  had  no  real  claim  to  that 
money?  " 

"  It  is  but  too  clear.  Sir  Frederick,"  replied  Madame 
Angelique,  "  that  you  know  this  much  already.  But  what 
do  you  want  of  me?  "  and  she  quivered  from  head  to  foot. 

"  I  want  you  to  tell  me,"  rejoined  the  merchant,  with  a 
coldly  resolute  air,  "  by  what  means  you  gained  such  power, 
such  ascendency  over  my  wife,  —  the  means  by  which  you 
were  enabled  to  exercise  this  terrorism,  this  coercion? 
Speak  candidly,  Madame  Angelique,  and  I  will  not  merely 
forgive  you  for  the  extortion,  —  an  extortion  which  would 
transport  you,  —  but  I  will  go  so  far  as  to  declare  that  no 
evil  nor  inconvenience  shall  result  to  you  from  whatsoever 
information  you  may  give  me.    Come,  shall  I  assist  you? 
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Well,  then,  let  me  at  once  proclaim  my  knowledge  that  your 
late  establishment  was  not  altogether  for  millinery  purposes. 

"  Oh,  but.  Sir  Frederick,"  exclaimed  Madame  Angelique, 
"  what  —  what  will  become  of  poor  Lady  Anastatia?" 

You  have  almost  said  sufficient  in  those  few  words," 
answered  the  merchant,  quivering  inwardly,  though  out- 
wardly he  still  betrayed  no  emotion,  to  prevent  me  from 
wishing  you  to  continue  this  discourse.  Nevertheless  you 
must  speak  out;  if  you  have  any  regard  for  yourself,  you 
will  have  none  for  Lady  Anastatia.  Come,  be  quick:  explain 
whatsoever  you  may  have  to  tell  me  without  more  useless 
palance." 

"  I  will.  Sir  Frederick,  I  will,"  repHed  Madame  Angelique. 
"  Lady  Anastatia  —  ah !  it  is  shocking  that  you  should 
drive  me  to  this  confession !  —  certainly  did  make  use  of 
my  establishment  in  a  particular  way  —  " 

"  She  received  a  paramour  there?  "  said  the  merchant, 
still  speaking  in  a  low  voice  which  trembled  not. 

Well,  yes.  Sir  Frederick.    Women  will  be  women  —  " 

"  Proceed,  madam,"  he  said,  sternly.  "  My  wife  met  a 
paramour  at  your  house?   How  long  was  this  ago?  " 

"  Well,  Sir  Frederick,  the  first  time  it  might  have  been 
between  two  and  three  years,  perhaps  quite  three  years,  as 
far  as  I  can  recollect." 

"  Profligate  even  before  marriage!  "  muttered  the  mer- 
chant to  himself.  "  Go  on,  Madame  Angelique,"  he  added, 
audibly.    "  How  often  do  you  suppose  —  " 

"  Oh,  not  very  often,  sir,  —  a  very  few  times!  "  exclaimed 
Madame  Angehque. 

"  And  has  this  ever  taken  place  within  the  last  two 
years?  "  inquired  the  merchant,  thus  including  the  period 
which  had  elapsed  since  his  marriage  with  Lady  Anastatia. 

"  Well,  Sir  Frederick,"  rejoined  the  Frenchwoman,  to 
tell  the  truth,  there  may  have  been  some  three  or  four  inter- 
views within  the  term  you  name,  but  this  was  more  than  a 
year  ago.  Indeed  for  the  last  twelvemonth  I  have  seen 
nothing  of  Lady  Anastatia,  and  she  suddenly  ceased  to  deal 
with  me." 

Now  tell  me,  Madame  Angelique,"  continued  the  mer- 
chant, "  who  was  the  paramour  that  my  guilty  wife  thus 
met?  Or  perhaps  there  was  more  than  one?  "  he  added, 
with  a  slight  perceptible  bitterness  of  tone. 
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"  No,  only  one,  of  that  I  am  certain,'^  answered  the  French 
woman.  "  But  I  really  do  not  know  his  name  —  indeed, 
I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  him." 

"No?  I  presume  because  he  was  admitted  into  your 
house  from  that  of  your  accommodating  neighbour.  Monsieur 
Bertin,  next  door?  "  and  there  was  now  a  more  perceptible 
tincture  of  bitterness  in  Sir  Frederick  Latham's  accents. 

"  Is  it  possible  that  you  were  ever  in  my  house?  "  asked 
Madame  Angelique. 

"I?  Never,  madam!  "  and  the  merchant  drew  himself 
up  with  a  cold,  disdainful  hauteur. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir  Frederick,"  said  Madame  An- 
geUque,  "  but  as  you  seem  to  know  everything,  I  thought 
perhaps  —  pray  excuse  me  —  I  intended  no  offence.  Some 
of  the  first  people  have  been  in  my  late  establishment." 

"  So  it  appears,"  said  the  merchant,  half-dryly,  half-bit- 
terly,  "  female  as  well  as  male.  But  can  you  not  afford  me 
any  clue  to  the  discovery  of  this  paramour  of  my  wife's? 
Do  you  not  know,  madam,  that  it  is  now  a  husband  who 
is  seeking  to  learn  the  author  of  his  dishonour,  the  name  of 
the  villain  who  has  wrecked  his  happiness —  No,  not 
wrecked  his  happiness.  I  will  not  admit  that  the  pro- 
fligacies of  a  vile  woman  and  of  some  unprincipled  libertine 
can  wield  so  tremendous  an  influence  over  Sir  Frederick 
Latham." 

"  Really  I  am  unable  to  give  you  any  information  on  that 
head.  I  would  if  it  were  in  my  power.  I  have  no  reason," 
continued  Madame  Angelique,  "  to  conceal  anything  from 
you.  I  very  seldom  saw  the  gentlemen  who  came  to  my 
establishment;  it  was  sufficient  for  me  that  any  lady  might 
say  she  had  made  an  appointment  there,  and  all  was  managed 
secretly  through  the  aid  of  trustworthy  domestics.'* 

"  Do  you  think  it  would  be  of  any  use,"  inquired  Sir 
Frederick  Latham,  "  if  I  were  to  go  and  question  Monsieur 
Bertin?  " 

Not  the   slightest,"   responded  Madame  Angelique. 

Monsieur  Bertin  never  knew  with  what  particular  lady 
any  particular  gentleman  might  have  had  an  appointment. 
It  was  sufficient  for  the  gentleman  to  afford  Monsieur 
Bertin  some  proof  that  he  had  no  sinister  nor  hostile  motive 
in  seeking  to  pass  through  his  house  into  mine." 

"  I  imderstand,"  interjected  Sir  Frederick.     "  There  is 
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consequently  no  means  for  me  to  discover  the  name  of 
my  guilty  wife's  paramour?  " 

"  None  that  I  can  point  out,"  replied  Madame  Angelique. 
"  But  pray  let  me  beseech  you,  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  do 
let  me  beg  and  entreat  that  you  will  deal  mercifully  with 
her  ladyship.    Ah,  sir,  consider — " 

"  Silence,  madam! "  interrupted  the  merchant  sternly. 
"  It  is  not  for  you  to  offer  these  intercessions,  it  is  for  me 
to  act  as  I  think  fit.  We  made  a  bargain  at  the  outset, 
and  I  will  keep  it.  You  have  given  me  all  the  information 
in  your  power,  and  you  shall  not  suffer  therefrom.  For 
the  present  I  enjoin  you  to  maintain  the  strictest  secrecy 
as  to  everything  that  has  now  passed  between  us.  It  is 
possible  that  I  may  have  to  see  you  again." 

"  At  any  hour,  Sir  Frederick,"  exclaimed  Madame  An- 
gelique, "  may  you  obtain  access  to  me.  And  relative  to 
that  little  sum — " 

"  Keep  it,  keep  it,"  responded  the  merchant,  disdain- 
fully; and  taking  up  his  hat,  he  speedily  issued  forth  from 
the  luxurious  apartment 

No  one  on  perceiving  Sir  Frederick  Latham  issue  forth 
from  that  villa,  deliberately  mount  his  horse,  and  methodi- 
cally take  a  shilling  from  his  purse  to  give  to  the  poor  boy 
who  held  the  animal,  would  have  conjectured  how  much 
his  feelings  had  been  inwardly  agitated  or  how  tensely 
they  were  still  wrung.  He  had  affected  in  Madame  Ange- 
lique's  presence  that  the  supposed  guilt  of  his  wife  and 
the  presumed  villainy  of  some  paramour  could  not  wield 
so  great  an  influence  over  him  as  to  wreck  his  happiness 
altogether,  but  he  had  not  in  that  declaration  expressed 
the  truth.  His  was  the  sort  of  pride  which  was  exactly 
the  one  to  be  most  wounded  by  the  exposure  of  his  dishonour. 
He  was  too  shrewd  and  coldly  calculating  not  to  be  aware 
that  if  an  explosion  took  place,  all  his  friends  and  acquaint- 
ances would  in  their  mingled  scandal  and  wisdom  observe 
"  that  it  was  just  what  he  might  have  expected  for  marry- 
ing out  of  his  own  sphere."  And  then,  too,  if  he  brought 
the  affair  before  the  tribunals  and  sued  for  a  divorce,  he 
would  have  to  parade  all  Madame  Angelique's  evidence, 
he  would  have  to  show  that  Anastatia  had  been  incontinent 
before  her  marriage,  and  those  same  scandalous  friends 
of  his  would,  with  knowing  shakes  of  the  head,  whisper 
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among  themselves  "  that  a  daughter  of  the  aristocracy- 
would  never  have  thrown  herself  away  upon  him  unless 
she  had  very  good  reasons  for  so  doing." 

But  how  was  Sir  Frederick  to  act?  To  consign  to  oblivion 
everything  he  had  heard  was  impossible;  to  live  with 
Anastatia  as  before  was  not  to  be  thought  of;  to  abstain 
from  making  her  acquainted  with  the  fact  that  everything 
was  discovered  was  even  more  than  the  cold,  calculating 
worldly  disposition  of  Sir  Frederick  Latham  could  bend 
himself  to.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  the  great  merchant 
found  himself  bewildered  how  to  act,  and  as  he  rode  home- 
ward a  thousand  painful  thoughts  conflicted  in  his  brain. 

On  reaching  Tudor  House,  he  learned  that  Anastatia 
had  gone  out  in  the  carriage,  and  that  her  ladyship  had 
left  a  message  to  the  effect  that  she  intended  to  proceed 
to  town  to  call  on  her  parents  the  Earl  and  Countess  of 
Fordwich.  Sir  Frederick  was  glad  that  his  wife  was  thus 
temporarily  absent;  it  afforded  him  an  opportunity  of 
deliberating  awhile  on  the  course  he  ought  to  pursue.  But 
feeUng  as  if  the  confined  air  of  his  study  oppressed  him, 
he  walked  forth  into  his  grounds.  While  there  he  beheld 
a  carriage  drive  up  to  the  gate,  and  as  the  equipage  entered, 
he  saw  that  it  was  Queen  Indora's.  The  queen  herself 
was  not,  however,  in  it;  the  occupants  were  Mr.  Redcliffe, 
Christian,  and  Christina.  The  twins  had  come  to  pay 
the  usual  visit  of  courtesy  after  having  been  invited  to  the 
entertainment  at  Tudor  House,  while  Mr.  Redcliffe  also 
deemed  it  suitable  to  pay  his  respects  in  the  same  quarter, 
inasmuch  as  he  himself  had  likewise  been  invited,  though 
he  declined  the  invitation;  and  moreover  Sir  Frederick 
was  the  British  financial  agent  for  that  royal  lady  whom 
Mr.  Redcliffe  was  engaged^  when  circumstances  should 
permit,  to  conduct  to  the  altar. 
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The  great  City  merchant  was  for  almost  the  first  time 
in  his  life  in  one  of  those  moods  which  are  utterly  uncon- 
genial for  the  reception  of  visitors,  but  the  occupants  of 
the  carriage  had  already  seen  him  in  the  grounds,  and  it 
was  therefore  impossible  to  deny  himself.  The  carriage 
stopped,  the  twins  and  Mr.  Redcliffe  ahghted,  and  Sir 
Frederick  Latham  advanced  to  welcome  them. 

The  merchant  maintained  his  wonted  demeanour;  no 
one  could  have  suspected  that  anything  unusual  had  oc- 
curred. After  some  little  discourse  he  requested  Christian 
and  Christina  to  ramble  about  the  grounds  and  gardens 
at  their  pleasure,  while  he  remained  conversing  with  Mr. 
Redcliffe.  The  twins  were  glad  of  the  opportunity  to 
leave  the  two  gentlemen  together,  for  they  knew  that 
Mr.  Redcliffe  proposed  to  make  a  particular  communica- 
tion to  Sir  Frederick  Latham. 

Accordingly,  after  a  little  more  conversation  on  general 
topics,  Mr.  Redcliffe  said,  Sir  Frederick,  I  think  it  my 
duty  to  inform  you  of  something  which  happened  the  night 
before  last,  and  thereby  to  put  you  on  your  guard  against 
a  character  who  is  evidently  of  a  very  desperate  description, 
and  who  appears  to  be  lurking  about  the  least-frequented 
suburbs  of  the  metropolis.'^ 

"  Do  you  mean  a  robber,  a  highwayman,  a  lurking  thief?  " 
asked  the  merchant. 

"  I  do,''  responded  Mr.  RedcHffe.  "  The  night  before 
last,  my  young  friends  Mr.  and  Miss  Ashton,  when  returning 
from  your  house  in  the  carriage,  were  intercepted  by  a 
villain  dressed  as  a  Lascar,  but  who  is  beyond  all  doubt 
an  English  ruffian  thus  disguised.    A  struggle  took  place 
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between  him  and  Christian.  Lord  Rushbrook  drove  up  at 
the  time,  and  lent  his  aid,  but  the  false  Lascar  managed 
his  escape,  and  in  a  manner  which  created  much  surprise 
in  the  mind  of  my  young  friend  Ashton.  It  further  appeared 
that  on  a  previous  night  this  very  same  disguised  Lascar 
stopped  Lord  Rushbrook  and  either  did  actually  rob  him 
or  attempted  to  rob  him,  but  which  it  really  was  I  cannot 
say,  for  his  lordship,  perhaps  from  false  pride,  sought  to 
hush  up  the  matter.  It  is  however  Christian  Ashton's 
opinion  that  the  viscount's  groom  could  tell  more  of  the 
particulars  of  that  case.  The  viscount  begged  Ashton 
not  to  mention  at  Tudor  House  a  single  syllable  of  any  of 
these  circumstances,  and  he  advanced  reasons  which  led 
Christian  to  promise  compliance  with  this  entreaty.  But 
last  evening  Miss  Ashton  was  herself  waylaid  by  the  same 
villain;  fortunately,  however,  there  was  prompt  succour 
at  hand  to  rescue  her,  and  the  false  Lascar  escaped.  It  has 
now  become  so  evident  that  the  fellow  is  a  most  desperate 
and  dangerous  character  that  I  represented  to  Ashton 
this  morning  that  it  was  a  positive  duty  to  ignore  Lord 
Rushbrook's  desire  for  secrecy  and  silence,  and  to  put  you 
on  your  guard,  inasmuch  as  twice  in  your  neighbourhood 
have  this  robber's  avocations  been  exercised.  Whether 
you  will  mention  all  these  things  to  Lady  Anastatia  is  a 
matter  for  your  own  consideration." 

"To  be  sure,"  said  Sir  Frederick,  whose  heart  sickened 
at  the  mere  mention  of  Lady  Anastatia's  name.  "  I  am 
exceedingly  obliged  to  you,  Mr.  Redcliffe,  for  all  this  in- 
formation. Rushbrook  has  not  said  a  word  of  either  of 
those  adventures,  although  I  saw  him  yesterday —  But 
how  came  it  that  he  and  Mr.  Ashton  should  the  night  be- 
fore last  have  suffered  the  villain  to  escape  them?  " 

"  I  have  already  hinted,"  replied  Mr.  Redcliffe,  "  that 
the  occurrence  is  somewhat  a  singular  one.  It  appears 
that  the  false  Lascar  was  completely  in  the  power  of  Lord 
Rushbrook  and  our  young  friend  Christian;  they  had  hold 
upon  his  garments.  All  of  a  sudden  the  Lascar  looked  very 
hard  at  the  viscount,  and  said  these  words,  *  What  about 
that  safe  and  cash-box? '  whereupon  the  viscount  suddenly 
let  go  his  hold  upon  the  villain;  he  broke  away  from  Chris- 
tian, and  thus  escaped." 

Sir  Frederick  Latham  heard  with  a  sudden  astonishment 
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the  latter  portion  of  this  explanation;  the  words  "  safe " 
and  "  cashbox  "  all  in  an  instant  appeared  by  some  in- 
comprehensible means  to  connect  what  the  merchant  was 
now  listening  to  with  all  that  for  the  last  few  hours  had 
been  so  painfully  uppermost  in  his  mind. 

"  What  were  the  words  he  made  use  of?  "  inquired  Sir 
Frederick  of  Mr.  Redcliffe. 

"  I  recollect  perfectly  well,"  was  the  latter 's  response, 
"  that  Christian  Ashton  mentioned  them  to  me  as  being 
precisely  these,  '  What  about  that  safe  and  cash-box? ' 
And  then,  it  might  have  been  imagination  on  Christian's 
part,  but  he  assures  me  it  struck  him  that  Viscount  Rush- 
brook  seemed  to  stagger  back  a  pace  or  two,  while  he  cer- 
tainly let  go  of  the  man's  garments  as  if  his  hands  had  been 
suddenly  smitten  with  paralysis.  This  description,  more- 
over, seems  to  have  been  corroborated  by  what  Rush- 
brook  himself  said  immediately  afterward,  and  which  was 
to  the  effect  that  he  had  been  seized  with  a  dizziness,  a 
sudden  sickness  or  something  of  the  kind,  and  which  he 
attributed  to  the  viands  he  had  eaten  at  supper  having 
disagreed  with  him." 

All  this  appeared  more  and  more  strange  to  Sir  Frederick 
Latham,  for  with  his  knowledge  of  Rushbrook's  character, 
he  was  naturally  led  to  surmise  that  he  had  some  very 
substantial  reasons  indeed  for  keeping  silence,  and  enjoining 
it  to  be  kept  in  respect  to  the  two  perilous  adventures  with 
the  Lascar.  And,  moreover.  Sir  Frederick  could  not  help 
thinking  that  what  had  been  taken  for  a  sudden  paralysis 
of  the  hands  was  in  reality  a  terror  inspired  by  the  words 
thrown  from  the  lips  of  the  false  Lascar,  while  the  plea  of 
sickness  from  indigestion  was  merely  an  excuse  to  account 
for  the  same.  But  still  the  merchant  was  at  a  loss  for 
any  probable  or  feasible  means  of  intelligence  connecting 
the  adventure  in  respect  to  the  Lascar  with  his  own  safe 
and  cash-box  whence  all  the  money  had  disappeared. 

I  can  assure  you.  Sir  Frederick,"  added  Mr.  Redcliffe, 

our  young  friend  Christian  was  very  much  annoyed  that 
the  false  Lascar  should  have  escaped  him,  and  all  the  more 
so  when  he  heard  that  by  this  escape  the  ruffian  had  re- 
mained at  large  to  attempt  an  outrage  against  the  youth's 
sister  Christina." 

"  I  will  assuredly  give  orders  to  have  my  premises 
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watched,"  observed  Sir  Frederick,  "  for  so  desperate  a  char- 
acter as  this  false  Lascar  may  attempt  murder  before  his 
exploits  are  cut  short  by  the  hand  of  justice." 

The  two  gentlemen  were  now  rejoined  by  Christian  and 
Christina,  who  had  been  rambling  through  the  grounds,  and 
the  party,  taking  their  leave  of  Sir  Frederick,  drove  away  in 
the  carriage. 

Sir  Frederick  continued  to  walk  in  his  grounds,  pondering 
everything  that  had  happened  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  day, 
as  well  as  everything  that  he  had  just  heard.  In  reference 
to  the  safe  and  cash-box  he  knew  not  what  to  think;  the 
Lascar's  allusion  to  those  objects  was  so  strange,  it  could  not 
have  been  a  mere  coincidence.  While  he  was  thus  in  per- 
plexity giving  way  to  his  reflections,  Lord  Rushbrook's 
phaeton  came  dashing  up  the  avenue,  the  viscount  driving, 
the  groom  seated  by  his  side. 

"  There  is  something  singular  in  these  frequent  visits  of 
my  brother-in-law,"  said  the  merchant  to  himself.  "  He 
was  here  yesterday,  he  is  here  again  to-day.  He  cannot  ex- 
pect to  get  any  more  money  out  of  me  so  soon,  and  I  am 
sure  that  it  is  not  through  love  of  either  his  sister  or  myself 
that  he  favours  us  with  such  frequent  visits." 

And  the  merchant  was  right,  though  he  suspected  not 
how,  for  Rushbrook  had  indeed  to  ascertain  whether  any- 
thing had  been  said  in  respect  to  the  adventures  with  the 
Lascar.  Sir  Frederick  went  forward  to  receive  his  brother- 
in-law,  and  they  entered  the  house  together.  After  some 
little  conversation,  the  merchant  made  a  pretext  for  tem- 
porarily leaving  the  room,  and  he  hastened  in  search  of 
Rushbrook's  groom.  He  had  said  nothing  to  the  viscount 
relative  to  all  he  had  so  recently  heard;  he  wished  in  the  first 
instance  to  learn  whatsoever  additional  information  the 
groom  himself  might  be  possibly  able  to  afford.  The  man 
was  found  at  the  stables  looking  at  Sir  Frederick's  horses, 
and  the  merchant  beckoned  him  aside. 

"  What  was  that  adventure  with  a  disguised  Lascar  the 
other  night?  "  asked  Sir  Frederick.  Come,  I  dare  say  your 
master  did  not  wish  to  frighten  us  at  Tudor  House,  and 
therefore  he  has  told  you  to  hold  your  tongue,  but  you  need 
not  hesitate  to  explain  everything  to  me,"  and  thus  speaking. 
Sir  Frederick  placed  a  guinea  in  the  groom's  hand. 

"  Why,  sir,  the  truth  is,"  responded  the  domestic,  "  there 
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were  two  adventures  with  that  Lascar,  —  one  about  a  week 
back,  and  the  other  on  the  night  of  the  party.  To  which  do 
you  allude,  sir?  " 

"  To  both,"  was  the  response. 

"  On  the  first  occasion,  sir,''  resumed  the  domestic,  "  I 
think  his  lordship  had  taken  a  little  too  much  of  your  wine, 
sir,  —  saving  your  presence,  —  and  he  upset  the  phaeton.  I 
was  stunned  on  the  spot,  and  when  I  came  to  my  senses  again 
his  lordship  was  crying  out,  '  Stop  thief! '  and  then  his  lord- 
ship went  on  swearing  terribly,  making  me  believe  that  he 
had  been  robbed.  There  was  something  strange  in  his  lord- 
ship's manner,  sir,  though  he  declared  he  had  not  been 
robbed." 

"  And  what  about  the  adventure  of  the  night  before  last?  " 
inquired  Sir  Frederick,  very  anxiously. 

"  Why,  sir,  as  we  were  driving  home  we  saw  a  fellow  in 
white  struggling  with  young  Mr.  Ashton,  and  then  his  lord- 
ship cried  out  that  he  was  the  very  same  Lascar  who  had 
robbed  him  the  other  night." 

The  groom  proceeded  to  relate  the  incident  of  the  Lascar's 
escape  from  Lord  Rushbrook  and  Christian,  just  as  Mr.  Red- 
cliffe  had  already  detailed  the  circumstances  to  Sir  Fred- 
erick; but  the  groom  of  his  own  accord  added  that  his 
lordship  seemed  struck  quite  aback  when  the  ruffian  again 
spoke  about  the  safe  and  cash-box." 

"  And  you  have  not  the  slightest  notion  what  the  villain 
alluded  to?  "  said  the  merchant,  inquiringly. 

"  Not  the  least,  sir,"  replied  the  bewildered  groom. 

"  Now  tell  me,  my  good  fellow,"  continued  Sir  Frederick, 
and  he  put  another  guinea  into  the  domestic's  hand,  "  has 
his  lordship  your  master  paid  any  considerable  sum  of  money 
yesterday  or  to-day  —  I  mean,  is  it  within  your  knowledge 
that  he  has  done  so?  Whatever  information  you  give  me 
will  do  you  no  harm,  and  you  can  keep  silent  as  to  having 
been  questioned  in  this  way." 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,  whether  his  lordship  has  paid  away 
any  large  sum  of  money,"  answered  the  groom,  "  but,  saving 
your  presence,  sir,  and  with  no  disrespect,  I  do  know  that 
there  was  an  execution  out  against  his  lordship  for  twelve 
or  thirteen  hundred  pounds,  because  he  told  me  to  take  care 
that  he  was  always  denied  if  ever  Buffer  the  sheriff's-officer 
should  happen  to  call.    Well,  sir,  yesterday  his  lordship 
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drove  to  Mr.  May's,  the  attorney's,  in  Gray's  Inn  Square, 
and  when  he  came  out  of  the  office,  he  jumped  into  the 
phaeton,  saying  he  didn't  now  care  a  curse  for  all  the  Buffers 
in  existence." 

"  Breathe  not  a  syllable  to  a  soul  that  I  have  even  been 
questioning  you,"  said  Sir  Frederick. 

As  he  separated  from  the  groom,  who  knew  not  what  to 
think  of  the  numerous  queries  that  had  been  put  to  him,  the 
merchant  looked  at  his  watch,  and  found  that  it  was  now 
three  o'clock.  He  at  once  ordered  his  carriage  to  be  got 
ready,  and  ascending  to  the  drawing-room,  he  said  to  Rush- 
brook,  "  Your  lordship  must  pardon  me  for  leaving  you  so 
abruptly,  but  I  have  just  received  a  letter  which  calls  me 
into  the  City." 

"  Well,  I  shall  be  off  likewise,"  said  the  viscount.  Shall 
I  give  you  a  lift  in  my  phaeton?  " 

"  I  thank  you,  my  lord,"  responded  the  merchant,  "  but 
I  set  a  value  upon  my  neck,  and  your  lordship's  reckless 
driving  by  no  means  suits  my  ideas  of  safety." 

During  his  ride  into  London  Sir  Frederick  Latham  con- 
tinued to  reflect  more  and  more  on  everything  he  had  heard, 
and  he  wondered  whether  the  inquiries  he  was  about  to 
institute  would  throw  any  light  upon  one  portion  of  the 
topics  which  bewildered  him.  He  was  a  man  of  remarkable 
sagacity  in  business  matters,  and  keenly  prompt  to  seize 
upon  any  clue  which  by  any  possibility  might  seem  to  prom- 
ise the  unravelment  of  a  mystery.  He  repaired  straight  to 
the  office  of  Mr.  May,  the  solicitor,  in  Gray's  Inn  Square. 
That  gentleman  was  alone  at  the  time  in  his  private  room, 
and  he  at  once  received  Sir  Frederick  Latham.  The  lawyer 
and  the  merchant  were  personally  unknown  to  each  other, 
but  the  instant  the  great  name  of  the  latter  was  announced, 
the  professional  gentleman  was  on  the  alert  to  receive  him 
with  all  possible  courtesy  and  respect. 

Mr.  May,"  said  Sir  Frederick,  taking  the  seat  which  was 
proffered  to  him,  I  am  about  to  put  three  or  four  questions 
which  may  seem  singular,  but  I  beg  you  not  to  refuse  to 
answer  them  on  that  account,  nor  to  prejudge  disparagingly 
the  nobleman  whose  name  I  shall  have  to  mention.  I  allude 
to  my  brother-in-law,  the  Viscount  Rushbrook." 

Ah,  indeed!  "  said  Mr.  May,  with  the  air  of  one  to  whom 
that  name  was  far  from  unfamiliar. 


360 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


"  You  know  the  viscount?  "  continued  Sir  Frederick,  — 
"  I  mean,  of  course,  professionally  —  " 

I  have  not  the  honour  of  being  his  lordship's  professional 
adviser,"  interjected  Mr.  May. 

"  No,  but  you  have  been  very  recently  engaged  against 
him,"  resumed  the  merchant;  "  and  yesterday,  I  understood, 
he  called  upon  you." 

"  True,  Sir  Frederick,"  responded  the  solicitor,  "  his  lord- 
ship came  to  settle  a  little  matter  —  but  to  be  candid  with 
you.  Viscount  Rushbrook  paid  me  some  thirteen  hundred 
pounds  to  settle  a  liability  on  which  I  had  been  compelled 
to  issue  an  execution  against  his  person." 

"  Precisely  so,"  said  the  merchant.  "  And  now  I  am 
about  to  ask  the  question  which  may  seem  most  singular. 
Did  you  happen  to  take  the  numbers  of  the  notes  in  which 
Lord  Rushbrook  settled  this  liability?  " 

"  Most  assuredly,"  exclaimed  Mr.  May,  "  for  I  at  once  sent 
off  the  money  to  my  banker's;  and,  as  a  matter  of  precaution, 
I  invariably  keep  the  numbers  of  bank-notes  thus  confided 
to  the  care  of  a  clerk." 

"  Would  you  oblige  by  favouring  me  with  a  sight  of  those 
same  numbers?  "  asked  Sir  Frederick. 

The  lawyer,  wondering  at  the  request,  at  once  produced 
the  list,  which  the  merchant  compared  with  a  slip  that  he 
took  from  his  own  pocketbook.  All  the  numbers  on  Mr. 
May's  list  corresponded  with  a  quantity  of  those  which  were 
on  the  merchant's  list,  but  Sir  Frederick  displayed  not  any 
particular  feeling  which  could  enable  the  lawyer  to  judge  of 
the  effect  produced  on  him  by  the  result  of  the  investiga- 
tion. 

"  I  return  you  my  best  thanks,"  said  the  merchant,  rising 
from  his  seat,  and  I  beg  that  the  subject  of  our  interview 
may  be  kept  altogether  secret." 

"  I  hope,  Sir  Frederick,"  said  Mr.  May,  "  that  there  is 
really  nothing  so  very  unpleasant  —  " 

"  Not  the  least,"  interrupted  the  merchant.  "  It  was  as 
much  for  Lord  Rushbrook's  sake  as  my  own  that  it  was 
desirable  to  ascertain  the  number  of  these  notes  which  were 
paid  into  your  hand." 

Sir  Frederick  Latham  then  took  his  leave  of  the  lawyer, 
and  entering  his  carriage,  he  ordered  the  coachman  to  return 
to  Balham  Hill.    The  point  was  now  ascertained:  the  greater 
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portion  of  the  contents  of  the  cash-box  had  evidently  found 
their  way  into  the  hands  of  Lord  Rushbrook. 

And  thus  Anastatia,"  said  the  merchant  to  himself,  "  has 
robbed  her  husband  for  the  sake  of  her  brother.  This  is  but 
too  evident.  But  yet  I  am  as  far  off  as  ever  from  compre- 
hending what  meant  the  allusion  of  that  false  Lascar  to  the 
safe  and  the  cash-box.  This  is  a  strange  mystery,  but  I 
must  strive  hard  to  unravel  it.'' 

During  the  remainder  of  the  drive  homeward  the  merchant 
continued  to  reflect  how  he  should  act  in  respect  to  his  wife, 
but  without  coming  to  any  positive  decision.  On  reaching 
Tudor  Lodge  he  found  a  note  from  Anastatia,  to  the  effect 
that  her  mother,  the  Countess  of  Fordwich,  had  been  taken 
very  ill,  and  that  she  (Anastatia)  therefore  purposed  to 
remain  with  her  parent  until  the  evening.  Sir  Frederick 
was  not  sorry;  the  delay  would  afford  him  additional  leisure 
to  settle  his  mind  as  to  the  plan  to  be  pursued  in  respect  to 
that  wife  whom  he  believed  to  have  been  so  guilty.  He  dined 
by  himself,  and  afterward  walked  forth  into  his  grounds,  it 
being  a  beautiful  moonlit  evening  in  that  autumn  season  of 
the  year  of  which  we  are  writing. 

While  thus  rambling  in  the  garden,  Sir  Frederick  Latham 
revolved  in  his  own  mind  every  particular  which  he  had  re- 
ceived from  the  lips  of  Madame  Angelique  in  the  forenoon, 
and  he  thought  to  himself  that  he  had  not  been  precise 
enough  in  his  questions  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  who 
was  the  paramour  that  had  been  spoken  of.  He  fancied  that 
there  were  other  queries  he  might  have  put,  minuter  particu- 
lars which  he  might  have  gleaned,  and  he  determined  to 
visit  Madame  Angelique  again  forthwith.  He  was  a  cautious 
man,  as  the  reader  has  seen;  he  wished  to  do  nothing  rashly; 
it  was  consistent  with  his  character  to  obtain  as  many  details 
as  possible  in  respect  to  circumstances  of  such  grave  im- 
portance. He  ordered  his  horse  to  be  saddled,  and  this 
time  he  took  a  groom  to  attend  upon  him ;  for  the  road  from 
Balham  Hill  to  Brixton  is  in  some  parts  lonely,  and  Sir 
Frederick  had  the  Lascar  prominent  amongst  other  images 
in  his  mind. 

The  evening,  as  we  have  said,  was  beautifully  moonlit,  and 
a  distance  of  about  three  miles  and  a  half  was  soon  accom- 
plished. The  merchant  did  not,  however,  wish  his  domestic 
to  perceive  where  he  intended  to  call,  for  fear  lest  the  villa 
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should  be  known  as  the  residence  of  a  retired  tradeswoman 
from  the  West  End.  Sir  Frederick  therefore  bade  his  de- 
pendent await  his  return  at  a  respectable  inn  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, and  he  proceeded  on  foot  to  Madame  Angelique's 
abode.  On  reaching  his  destination,  Sir  Frederick  beheld  no 
lights  in  any  of  the  front  rooms,  and  he  thought  that  prob- 
ably Madame  Angelique  might  be  out;  for  as  it  was  only 
half-past  nine  o'clock  he  could  not  suppose  that  she  had  thus 
early  retired  to  rest.  He  knocked  at  the  front  door,  and  at 
that  instant  violent  screams  pealing  through  the  house  reached 
the  amazed  ear  of  Sir  Frederick  Latham. 

We  must  here  interrupt  the  thread  of  our  narrative  for  a 
brief  space,  in  order  to  explain  the  reason  of  these  cries. 
There  was  a  fair  being  held  at  a  little  distance  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  Madame  Angelique  had  given  permission  to 
her  two  men  servants  (the  coachman  and  footman)  as  well 
as  to  her  cook  to  visit  the  scene.  She  therefore  remained 
alone  in  the  house  with  the  pretty  maid,  who  has  already 
been  noticed.  The  servants  who  had  received  permission  to 
visit  the  fair  had  gone  thither  at  about  seven  o'clock,  after 
their  mistress's  dinner,  and  a  short  while  afterward  the  pretty 
maid  might  have  been  seen  tripping  across  the  garden,  thence 
a  little  way  along  the  road,  to  drop  a  couple  of  letters  into 
the  local  post-office.  The  distance  was  not  altogether  a  hun- 
dred yards;  the  pretty  maid's  absence  did  not  therefore  last 
above  a  few  minutes,  but  still  it  was  sufficient  to  afford  the 
opportunity  for  a  lurking  villain  who  was  on  the  watch  to 
glide  very  noiselessly  into  the  house. 

This  was  none  other  than  Barney  the  Burker,  in  his  Lascar 
disguise.  He  had  seen  Madame  Angelique's  men  servants  at 
the  fair;  he  had  recognized  them  by  their  livery,  which  he 
had  observed  on  the  day  when  the  carriage  had  passed  him 
during  his  altercation  with  the  Duke  of  Marchmont,  and  be- 
lieving Madame  Angelique  to  be  well  off,  he  thought  he  might 
as  well  profit  by  the  comparatively  unprotected  state  of  her 
residence,  now  that  he  beheld  the  men  servants  at  the  fair. 
He  concluded  that  the  woman  whom  he  saw  with  them  was 
likewise  a  dependent  of  the  ex-milliner's  household,  and  tak- 
ing care  not  to  be  seen  by  these  domestics,  he  left  them  in 
the  vicinage  of  the  booths  and  stalls.  Making  the  best  of 
his  way  in  the  direction  of  the  villa,  he  came  within  sight  of 
it  at  the  very  moment  the  maid  servant  was  tripping  forth 
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with  her  mistress's  letters,  and  stealing  through  the  garden 
at  the  back,  Barney  the  Burker  glided  into  the  house.  The 
kitchen  was  unoccupied  at  the  moment;  he  traversed  it,  he 
entered  the  passage  leading  to  the  hall.  The  parlour  door 
happened  to  be  standing  ajar;  he  peeped  in,  and  beheld 
Madame  Angelique  taking  a  comfortable  nap  upon  the  sofa, 
which  was  drawn  near  the  table  whereon  wine  and  dessert 
appeared.  There  was  no  lamp  in  the  room,  but  the  light 
from  the  window  was  sufficient  to  reveal  the  Frenchwoman's 
sleeping  form  to  the  Burker's  eyes.  He  crept  softly  up  the 
stairs  and  entered  a  bedchamber,  which,  by  its  appearance, 
was  evidently  that  of  Madame  Angelique.  There  he  re- 
mained for  a  minute  or  two,  deliberating  whether  he  should 
ransack  the  place  at  once  and  trust  to  circumstances  to  en- 
able him  to  beat  a  retreat,  or  whether  he  should  hide  himself 
under  the  bed,  and  by  making  his  appearance  before  Madame 
Angelique  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  extort  from  her  terrors 
a  far  larger  booty  than  he  might  perhaps  succeed  in  obtaining 
from  his  own  unassisted  researches  in  the  room.  The  sound 
of  the  back  door  closing,  and  then  the  light  trip  of  footsteps 
ascending  the  stairs,  left  the  Burker  no  further  discretion  in  the 
affair.  He  comprehended  that  the  pretty  servant-maid  had 
returned,  and  that  she  was  most  probably  seeking  her  mis- 
tress's chamber  to  prepare  it  for  the  night,  so  he  accordingly 
slipped  at  once  under  the  couch.  The  girl  entered,  and  was 
for  some  time  busied  in  the  chamber,  the  Burker  being  in 
readiness  to  spring  forth  and  seize  her  by  the  throat  if  she 
should  by  any  chance  happen  to  look  under  the  bed.  Little 
suspected  the  pretty  maid  that  danger  was  so  imminent,  and 
it  was  perhaps  fortunate  for  her  that  she  did  not  plunge  her 
eyes  into  the  ruffian's  place  of  ambush. 

For  upwards  of  half  an  hour  did  the  maid  servant  remain 
in  that  chamber,  —  more,  as  it  would  seem,  for  the  purpose 
of  whiling  away  the  time  than  for  the  completion  of  any 
actual  work  which  she  had  to  do,  because  this  latter  might 
have  been  compressed  into  a  third  of  that  space.  Jane  was 
a  lively,  happy  girl,  and  sang  to  herself  during  the  interval 
she  remained  there,  unconscious  as  the  bird  upon  the  bough 
that  the  concealed,  coiled-up  reptile  was  in  readiness  to 
spring  forth.  At  length  she  quitted  the  room,  taking  the 
light  with  her,  and  the  Burker  thought  to  himself  that  as  he 
had  remained  there  secure  so  long,  it  would  perhaps  be 
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better  worth  his  while  to  tarry  until  Madame  Angelique 
should  come  up  to  the  chamber,  when,  after  sleep  had  fallen 
upon  her  eyes,  he  might  steal  forth,  he  might  awaken  her, 
and  he  might  compel  her  to  surrender  up  all  the  money  and 
valuables  she  had  in  the  house.  By  this  plan,  too,  he  would 
secure  himself  a  safe  egress  in  the  midst  of  the  night;  whereas 
if  he  now  plundered  the  chamber,  and  endeavoured  to  steal 
off,  he  might  be  perceived  by  either  the  maid  or  the  mistress, 
an  alarm  might  be  raised,  and  his  capture  would  be  the  result. 
All  things  considered,  therefore,  the  disguised  Lascar  pre- 
ferred remaining  where  he  was. 

An  hour  passed,  when  the  Burker  heard  Madame  Ange- 
lique's  steps  in  the  hall  below,  and  immediately  afterward 
her  voice  issued  an  instruction  to  the  maid.  This  was  to  the 
effect  that  as  Madame  Angelique  had  made  but  a  poor  dinner, 
she  fancied  a  lobster  for  her  supper  (for  she  was  a  very  great 
gourmand) ,  and  Jane  was  desired  to  speed  to  the  fishmonger's 
shop,  which  was  at  no  great  distance,  and  procure  the 
coveted  edible. 

Shall  I  first  take  up  lights  to  the  parlour,  ma'am?  "  asked 
Jane,  from  the  passage  leading  to  the  kitchen,  which  was  on 
the  ground  floor,  and  not  one  of  those  odious  subterraneans 
in  which  domestic  servants  are  too  often  buried  as  if  they 
were  workers  in  miniature  mines. 

"  No,  wait  till  you  come  back,"  answered  Madame  An- 
gelique, but  just  give  me  a  chamber-candle.  You  need  not 
be  afraid  to  go  across  to  the  fishmonger's;  it  is  a  beautiful 
clear  evening,  with  the  moon  shining." 

"  Oh,  I'm  not  afraid,  ma'am,"  responded  the  pretty  maid; 
and  having  given  her  mistress  the  lighted  candle,  she  issued 
from  the  house. 

Madame  Angelique  began  mounting  the  stairs  toward  her 
chamber,  on  reaching  which  she  was  about  to  change  her 
evening  toilet  for  a  comfortable  deshabille,  that  she  might  all 
the  more  pleasantly  abandon  herself  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
expected  evening  repast.  But  scarcely  had  she  put  the 
candle  upon  the  drawers  when  she  was  transfixed  with  horror 
on  beholding  a  great  coarse,  dusty  boot  protruding  from  be- 
neath the  drapery  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  For  a  moment  she 
stood  stupefied,  then  a  cry  escaped  her  lips,  and  she  was 
making  for  the  door,  when  her  feet,  kicking  up  the  floor- 
carpet,  became  entangled  therein,  and  down  she  fell. 
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Out  rushed  the  Burker  from  his  hiding-place,  and  as  the 
terrified  woman  rose  to  her  knees,  she  found  herself  con- 
fronted by  the  villainous-looking  Lascar  whom  a  few  days 
previously  she  had  relieved,  and  who  had  attacked  the  Duke 
of  Marchmont. 

Shriek  out  again,  and  you're  a  dead  'ooman! "  said  the 
Burker,  in  a  terrible  voice,  as  he  raised  his  club  in  a  menacing 
manner. 

Nevertheless  Madame  Angelique  did  cry  out  as  she  knelt 
at  the  villain's  feet;  he  uttered  a  tremendous  execration, 
and  was  about  to  strike  with  all  his  force  at  her  head,  when 
she  suddenly  left  off  screaming,  and  said,  "  For  God's  sake 
don't  murder  me!    I'll  give  you  everything  I've  got!  " 

"  That's  common  sense,"  said  the  Burker,  and  now  look 
sharp  about  it,  so  that  you  may  sit  down  all  cosy  and  com- 
fortable to  eat  that  there  lobster  which  the  gal's  gone  for." 

Meanwhile  Sir  Frederick  Latham  had  knocked  at  the  front 
door,  but  the  sound  was  not  heard  up  in  the  room  where 
this  scene  was  taking  place,  for  it  was  situated  at  the  back 
of  the  house,  the  whole  front  of  the  first  story  being  used  as 
a  drawing-room.  Immediately  after  the  merchant's  knock, 
screams  pealed  forth.  Sir  Frederick  at  once  knew  there 
must  be  something  wrong,  and  he  rushed  around  to  the  back 
part  of  the  premises.  There  he  found  the  kitchen  door 
standing  wide  open,  as  Jane  had  left  it  on  going  forth,  and  he 
entered  the  house.  On  reaching  the  passage,  he  heard  a 
gruff  voice  say,  "  Thirty-two  sovereigns?  Why,  it's  all 
gammon.    A  lady  like  you  —  " 

"  I  assure  you  I  have  no  more  ready  money  in  the  house," 
Madame  Angelique  replied,  in  accents  of  shuddering  terror. 

The  gruff  voice  gave  vent  to  some  bitter  imprecation,  and 
Sir  Frederick  Latham,  now  feeling  convinced  that  a  robbery 
was  being  perpetrated  in  the  house,  stole  up  the  staircase. 
It  was  so  well  carpeted  that  the  sounds  of  his  steps  were  not 
heard,  and  all  in  a  moment  he  burst  into  the  chamber  where 
the  ruffian  was  keeping  Madame  Angelique  in  a  state  of  such 
awful  alarm. 

"  Ah!  "  ejaculated  Sir  Frederick,  as  he  caught  sight  of  the 
Lascar's  dress. 

A  cry  of  joy  pealed  forth  from  the  lips  of  the  ex-milliner, 
but  with  a  savage  growl  did  the  Burker  spring  toward  the 
merchant.    Sir  Frederick,  who  was  far  from  deficient  in 
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courage,  at  once  closed  with  him,  Madame  Angelique  seized 
upon  the  miscreant  from  behind,  and  he  was  hurled  upon  the 
floor. 

"  Hold  him  tight,  Sir  Frederick,"  exclaimed  the  French- 
Woman,    while  I  run  for  the  police!  " 

Stop,  I  command  you!  "  cried  the  merchant,  with  his 
knee  upon  the  Burker's  chest  and  his  right  hand  at  the  mis- 
creant's throat.  "  Remain  here,  Madame  Angelique!  Do 
you  hear  me,  I  say?    Remain  here!  " 

"  But  this  villain,  Sir  Frederick  —  " 

"  Silence,  and  do  as  I  bid  you!    Now  shut  the  door." 

The  Frenchwoman,  who  was  at  present  as  much  astonished 
as  she  was  just  now  alarmed,  did  as  she  was  desired,  and  Sir 
Frederick  said  to  the  Burker,  Answer  me  a  question  or  two, 
and  I  will  let  you  go.  Refuse,  and  I  hand  you  over  to  the 
police." 

"  The  fust  is  the  best,"  responded  Barney,  gasping  for 
breath,  and  smitten  with  surprise  that  he  should  be  thus 
spoken  to.    "  Now,  then,  sir,  what  is  it?  " 

"  The  night  before  last,"  continued  the  merchant,  "  you 
had  a  certain  scene  on  the  road  near  Balham  Hill,  and  you 
said  to  a  nobleman  —  Lord  Rushbrook  —  who  had  you  in 
custody,  '  What  about  the  safe  and  the  cash-box? '  where- 
upon he  at  once  let  you  go.  Tell  me  the  meaning  of  those 
words." 

"  And  if  I  do,"  said  the  Burker,  "  how  do  I  know  —  " 
"  That  I  shall  let  you  go?  "  interrupted  the  merchant. 
"  Is  it  not  worth  your  while  to  trust  to  my  promise?  You 
cannot  make  your  position  worse,  but  you  may  make  it 
better." 

"True  enough!"  ejaculated  Barney.  "So  here  goes  — 
But  the  gal  will  be  coming  back  with  the  lobster." 

"  Go  you,  madam,"  said  the  merchant,  "  and  see  that  your 
domestics  —  " 

"  There's  only  one  at  home,  the  other  is  out,"  observed 
Barney. 

"  Go,  then,  madam,  and  keep  the  one  domestic  quiet,"  said 
Sir  Frederick  Latham.  "  Let  nothing  of  all  this  be  known. 
And  fear  nothing,  for  this  fellow  is  far  more  in  my  power  than 
he  fancies  himself." 

Madame  Angelique  quitted  the  chamber;  and  the  mer- 
chant, without  releasing  the  Burker  from  his  prostrate  posi- 
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tion,  hastened  to  say,  "  I  have  already  told  you  on  what 
conditions  I  am  inclined  to  deal  mercifully  with  you.  Speak, 
give  me  the  explanation  I  have  sought." 

"  I  will,  sir,  —  trusting  to  your  goodness,"  responded  the 
false  Lascar.  "  You  see,  the  fact  is,  sir,  —  and  there's  no 
use  in  denying  it,  —  I  thought  as  how  the  night  you  had  that 
grand  party  would  be  a  favourable  one  for  me  to  do  a  little 
business  in  my  way,  and  so  I  went  to  have  a  look  about  the 
premises;  for  it  sometimes  happens,  you  know,  that  genel- 
men's  servants  theirselves  has  no  objection  to  what  we  call 
a  put-up  affair,  —  that  means  an  arranged  and  planned  rob- 
bery. Being  rayther  skilled  in  reading  people's  counte- 
nances, I  could  pretty  easy  tell  which  servants  you  may  talk 
to  in  a  particular  way,  and  which  you  may  not  —  " 

"  Well,  well,"  interrupted  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  "  you 
were  lurking  about  my  house  the  night  of  the  party.  What 
next?  " 

"  I  took  the  liberty  of  peeping  in  at  a  window,"  replied  the 
Burker,  "  and  what  the  deuce  should  I  see  but  a  genelman 
helping  hisself  to  a  lot  of  notes  and  gold  out  of  a  kesh-box, 
and  there  was  a  safe  a-standing  open.  Oh,  ho !  thinks  I  to 
myself  —  " 

Never  mind  what  you  thought,"  interrupted  the  City 
merchant.    "  Who  was  that  gentleman?  " 

"Ah!  sir,  I  knowed  him  pretty  well,"  repHed  the  Burker, 
"  for  the  fact  is,  I'd  met  him  before.  He  was  your  brother- 
in-law,  as  I've  heerd  tell,  Lord  Rushbrook." 

"  And  he  emptied  the  cash-box?  "  demanded  Sir  Frederick. 

"  That,  by  jingo,  he  did,  and  in  no  time,  too!  "  rejoined 
the  Burker.  "  Then  he  put  the  kesh-box  back  into  the  safe, 
and  just  at  that  moment  I  do  believe  he  twigged  me  a-looking 
at  him  through  the  winder,  for  he  gived  such  a  start  and 
turned  as  pale  as  death,  but  I  bolted  away  like  a  shot.  Of 
course  I  suspected  in  a  moment  he  was  doing  summut  he 
didn't  ought  to  do,  and  so  when  I  arterward  found  myself 
in  his  power,  I  thought  I'd  just  see  what  a  little  hint  on  the 
subject  would  produce,  and  bless  you,  sir,  he  let  go  his  hold 
on  me  just  for  all  the  world  as  if  he  was  dropping  a  hot 
tater." 

And  now  one  word  more,"  said  the  City  merchant;  "  and 
you  need  not  be  afraid  to  answer  me,  for  I  have  reason  to 
know  that  you  have  just  been  telling  me  the  truth,  and  I 
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will  keep  my  bargain  with  you.  You  had  met  Lord  Rush- 
brook  on  a  former  occasion?  Did  you  rob  him  then,  and 
if  so,  of  how  much?  Now  remember,  if  you  tell  me  the 
truth,  I  am  not  going  to  take  any  step  to  make  you  disgorge 
your  plunder,  but  I  will  suffer  you  to  depart  without  any 
further  molestation." 

"  Well,  sir,  the  fact  is  I  did  rob  him,"  answered  the  Burker, 
"  but  it  was  a  precious  bad  job  for  me,  for,  like  a  cussed  fool 
as  I  am,  I  lost  all  the  money  arterward,  and  devilish  near 
got  myself  took  into  the  bargain." 

"  How  much  did  you  rob  him  of  ?  "  inquired  Sir  Frederick. 

"  Well,  it  was  exactly  two  thousand  pounds,  all  in  bank- 
notes," answered  the  Burker.  "  As  you  may  wery  well  sup- 
pose, I  was  astounded  when  I  come  to  diskiver  the  amount, 
and  as  some  of  the  notes  was  wery  high  ones,  —  fifties  and 
hundreds,  I  mean,  —  I  thought  they  was  of  no  more  use  to 
me  than  the  elephant  was  to  the  old  genelman  when  he  won 
it  in  a  raffle.  Howsomever,  I  recollected  an  old  Jew  that 
did  a  little  business  in  that  way,  —  I  mean  who  changed 
bank-notes  without  asking  no  questions,  —  so  off  I  posted  to 
him.  But  what  does  the  old  scamp  do  but  he  gives  me  a  lot 
of  little  notes,  all  five-pounders,  telling  me  he  was  only  char- 
ging a  hundred  pounds  for  the  job,  and  that  I  might  think 
myself  devilish  lucky  in  having  fallen  into  such  hands.  And 
so  at  first  I  did,  but  then,  behold  you,  sir,  when  I  afterward 
tried  to  change  one  of  the  five-pun'  notes,  the  shopkeeper 
said  as  how  it  was  a  forgery  and  roared  out  for  the  police. 
If  I  hadn't  given  him  a  tap  over  the  head  and  knocked  him 
down  senseless  behind  his  own  counter,  it  would  have  been 
all  up  with  me.  Howsomever,  I  got  clear  off,  but  every  one 
of  the  notes  the  rascally  old  Jew  had  given  me  was  bad  'uns. 
I  went  to  his  quarters  in  the  middle  of  the  night  with  the 
intention  of  telling  him  a  bit  of  my  mind,  and  perhaps  of 
giving  him  a  tap,  too,  but  the  waggabone  had  bolted;  and 
so  you  see  as  how,  sir,  I  was  most  cruelly  robbed  by  that 
precious  old  scoundrel." 

Sir  Frederick  had  listened  with  much  impatience  to  this 
long  tale,  but  he  thought  he  had  better  hear  it  to  the  end, 
and  now  that  it  was  finished  he  had  no  more  questions  to 
ask.  Keeping  possession  of  the  Burker's  club,  Sir  Frederick 
rose  from  off  his  prostrate  form,  and  stepping  back  in  a 
manner  which  showed  that  he  was  prepared  for  any  treacher- 
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ous  attack  on  the  miscreant's  part,  he  said,  "  You  may  now 
steal  forth  from  the  house.  Proceed,  I  will  follow.  And  be- 
ware how  you  are  found  again  lurking  in  this  neighbourhood, 
or  in  that  of  my  own  abode,  for  the  police  will  have  orders 
to  take  you  into  custody." 

"  Don't  you  be  afeard,  sir,"  answered  the  Burker.  "  I've 
had  quite  enow  of  these  here  parts  of  the  country  for  the 
present." 

The  ruffian  stole  down  the  stairs,  Sir  Frederick  Latham 
following  with  the  club  in  his  hand,  until  he  saw  him  safe 
out  of  the  front  door.  Madame  Angelique  had  in  the  mean- 
while been  talking  to  her  pretty  maid  servant  in  the  kitchen, 
the  girl  having  returned  from  the  neighbouring  fishmonger's; 
but  Jane  was  utterly  unsuspicious  of  the  incident  which  had 
occurred,  and  of  the  presence  of  the  desperado  in  the  house, 
although  it  struck  her  that  her  mistress  was  somewhat  flur- 
ried, and  that  it  was  likewise  singular  she  should  remain  in 
conversation  with  her  there.  The  ex-milliner  heard  the 
front  door  close,  and  she  then  quitted  the  kitchen.  Rejoin- 
ing Sir  Frederick  Latham  in  the  hall,  she  conducted  him  into 
the  parlour,  and  the  merchant  said,  "  You  may  perhaps 
think  it  strange,  Madame  Angelique,  that  I  should  have 
suffered  that  miscreant  to  escape,  but  as  you  heard  a  part 
of  that  conversation  which  I  held  with  him,  you  may  possibly 
have  understood  that  I  have  a  reason  for  dealing  thus  le- 
niently. The  truth  is,  he  has  given  me  some  information 
'  which  I  was  most  anxious  to  obtain,  and  for  which  it  was 
well  worth  my  while  to  bribe  him  by  means  of  his  own 
freedom.  More  I  need  not  say  upon  the  subject  —  unless  it 
be  to  enjoin  the  strictest  secrecy  on  your  part  in  respect  to 
all  that  has  thus  occurred." 

"  I  am  sure,  Sir  Frederick,"  answered  Madame  Angelique, 
"  after  your  kindness  to  me  of  this  morning  you  have  only 
to  express  your  wishes  in  order  to  have  them  fulfilled  by  me. 
But  how  came  you  at  the  house  in  the  very  nick  of  time?  " 

Sir  Frederick  explained  that  he  had  ridden  across  from 
Balham  Hill,  to  ask  some  more  questions  in  respect  to  the 
topic  which  had  been  discoursed  upon  in  the  morning,  but 
Madame  Angelique  could  give  him  no  further  explanations. 
She  declared  that  she  had  never,  to  her  knowledge,  seen  the 
paramour  whom  Lady  Anastatia  had  occasionally  met  at  her 
house,  and,  in  short,  Sir  Frederick  Latham  took  his  leave  of 
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the  ex-milliner  no  wiser  on  that  point  than  he  was  previous 
to  this  second  visit. 

But  the  mystery  of  the  cash-box  appeared  to  him  to  be 
now  fully  elucidated.  Indeed,  it  was  most  natural  for  him 
to  entertain  the  conviction  that  Anastatia  had  given  Lord 
Rushbrook  the  key  of  the  safe  that  he  might  help  himself  to 
its  contents. 

"  And  thus,"  said  Sir  Frederick  to  himself,  as  he  rode 
homeward,  "  has  my  own  wife  enabled  her  own  brother  to 
rob  me,  —  that  wife  who  had  already  so  grossly  deceived 
me,  that  brother  of  hers  whom  I  had  already  allowed  to  prey 
upon  my  purse.  But  there  shall  be  an  end  of  all  this. 
Maledictions  upon  my  folly  in  having  married  into  one  of 
the  families  of  the  aristocracy!  " 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

THE  DENOUEMENT 

Sir  Frederick  Latham  rose  at  an  early  hour  in  the  morn- 
ing, after  having  passed  an  almost  sleepless  night,  and  he 
immediately  sent  off  one  of  his  domestics  on  horseback  to  the 
residence  of  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Fordwich,  to  inquire 
after  the  health  of  the  latter.  It  was  not  that  Sir  Frederick 
had  the  slightest  consideration  for  the  health  of  the  countess; 
his  object  in  sending  was  to  learn  by  indirect  means  when 
his  wife  Anastatia  would  be  likely  to  return  to  Balham  Hill, 
and  whether  the  illness  of  her  mother  was  of  a  severity  cal- 
culated to  detain  her  away  from  her  home.  Lady  Anastatia 
sent  back  a  note  by  the  domestic,  wherein  she  cordially 
thanked  her  husband  for  his  kindness  in  sending  to  inquire; 
she  assured  him  that  her  mother,  having  passed  a  good  night, 
was  in  a  condition  that  inspired  no  further  apprehension,  and 
that  she  herself  should  be  at  Balham  Hill  by  lunch  time  at 
two  o'clock.  On  the  receipt  of  this  note  Sir  Frederick  sat 
down  and  penned  a  brief  letter  to  his  brother-in-law,  Lord 
Rushbrook,  requesting  him  to  call  at  Tudor  House  precisely 
at  two  o'clock,  on  business  of  considerable  importance. 
Having  sent  off  this  letter,  the  City  merchant  walked  forth 
into  his  grounds  to  deliberate  again  upon  the  plan  which 
he  had  settled  in  his  mind  during  the  past  night. 

We  should  observe  that  Lord  Rushbrook  did  not  reside 
with  his  parents,  but  had  apartments  in  some  other  fashion- 
able quarter  of  the  town.  He  did  not  know  that  his  sister 
had  passed  the  night  beneath  the  paternal  roof,  and  therefore 
instead  of  repairing  thither  to  accompany  her  back  to  Bal- 
ham Hill,  he  drove  down  in  his  own  phaeton.  It  happened 
that  the  viscount's  equipage  reached  Tudor  House  only  about 
five  minutes  before  Lady  Anastatia  herself  returned  in  her 

371 


372  REYNOLDS'  WORKS 

own  carriage,  and  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  who  was  watching 
from  an  arbour  at  the  extremity  of  his  grounds,  was  well 
pleased  to  observe  that  his  brother-in-law  and  his  wife  acci- 
dentally reached  Tudor  House  almost  at  the  same  instant. 
For  he  did  not  wish  to  be  compelled  to  speak  to  one  before 
the  arrival  of  the  other,  and  thus  did  circumstances  favour 
his  views  in  this  respect. 

The  viscount,  who  could  not  altogether  conjecture  what 
Sir  Frederick  wanted  with  him,  but  whose  guilty  conscience 
was  nevertheless  haunted  by  fears  and  misgivings,  at  once 
inquired  for  his  brother-in-law,  and  was  informed  that  Sir 
Frederick  had  left  word  that  he  should  be  in  punctually  at 
two  o'clock.  While  lingering  upon  the  steps  of  the  mansion 
to  ask  additional  questions,  the  viscount  beheld  Anastatia's 
equipage  approach,  and  as  he  helped  his  sister  to  alight,  he 
learned  from  her  lips  that  she  had  been  since  the  previous 
day  in  attendance  upon  their  mother. 

"  Sir  Frederick  has  written,  desiring  me  to  be  here  at  this 
hour,  "  said  the  viscount,  "  and  he  tells  me  in  his  letter  that 
it  is  upon  important  business.  I  wonder  what  on  earth  the 
business  can  be?  " 

"  If  you  cannot  conjecture  it,  Robert,"  answered  his  sister, 
"  you  may  be  assured  that  I  am  still  less  able,  for  Sir  Fred- 
erick seldom  or  never  speaks  to  me  upon  matters  of  business. 
Let  us  go  and  seek  him.  Perhaps  we  shall  find  him  in  his 
study." 

"  No,"  answered  the  viscount,  "  he  is  out,  but  will  be  in 
at  two  o'clock.  It  wants  ten  minutes,"  he  added,  referring 
to  his  watch. 

"  I  will  hasten  up-stairs  to  make  some  little  change  in  my 
toilet,"  said  Lady  Anastatia,  "  and  I  will  join  you  in  the 
room  where  luncheon  is  served.  I  am  happy  to  inform  you, 
Robert,  that  our  mother  is  now  out  of  danger,  but  last  eve- 
ning she  was  in  a  state  that  filled  me  with  the  greatest  appre- 
hension. She  might  have  died,  Robert,  before  you  would 
have  come  to  inquire  after  her." 

"  No  one  ever  sent  to  tell  me  she  was  ill,"  replied  the  vis- 
count, carelessly;  "  or  if  such  a  message  were  left  at  my 
lodgings,  it  was  not  delivered." 

Anastatia  heaved  a  profound  sigh  as  she  bent  upon  her 
brother  a  reproachful  look,  which  was  as  much  as  to  say 
that  she  feared  all  affectionate  interest  on  behalf  of  his 
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relatives  was  waning  in  his  breast;  but  without  another 
word  she  hastened  up  to  her  chamber,  where  she  made  some 
change  in  her  toilet,  little  suspecting  the  while  that  a  storm 
was  about  to  burst  over  her  head.  In  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  she  repaired  to  the  apartment  where  the  luncheon  was 
served  up,  and  where  she  found  her  brother  standing  at  the 
window. 

Here  comes  Sir  Frederick,"  he  said;  "he  is  just  this 
moment  entering  the  house.  I  waved  my  hand  to  him,  but 
he  did  not  appear  to  notice  it.  He  is  a  singular  fellow  at 
times,  this  husband  of  yours,  Anastatia." 

He  has  been  very  munificent  toward  you,  Robert,"  said 
the  lady,  in  a  tone  of  rebuke  and  reproach. 

"  Oh,  as  for  that  —   But  hush,  here  he  comes!  " 

The  door  opened,  and  Sir  Frederick  made  his  appearance. 
Anastatia  was  about  to  hasten  toward  him,  when  she  was 
suddenly  struck  by  the  extreme  paleness  of  his  countenance 
and  by  his  stern,  repelling  demeanour.  Lord  Rushbrook 
failed  not  likewise  to  observe  his  brother-in-law's  aspect,  and 
the  misgiving  which  had  been  floating  in  his  mind  expanded 
into  an  absolute  terror. 

"  Is  anything  the  matter.  Sir  Frederick?  "  inquired  Lady 
Anastatia,  not  daring  to  advance  toward  that  husband  who, 
instead  of  giving  her  encouragement  so  to  do,  appeared  by 
his  very  look  to  repel  her. 

The  merchant  deliberately  closed  the  door,  and  looking 
from  his  wife  toward  the  viscount,  then  back  again  at  his 
wife,  he  surveyed  them  both  with  a  gaze  wherein  scorn,  con- 
tempt, indignation,  and  aversion  were  all  commingled.  Rush- 
brook  was  ready  to  sink  with  terror,  for  he  now  felt  assured 
that  the  secret  of  the  cash-box  had  by  some  means  tran- 
spired, while  Anastatia  was  smitten  with  the  idea  that  some- 
thing fresh  had  happened  in  respect  to  Shadbolt  and  Ma- 
dame Angelique. 

"Sit  down,  both  of  you,"  said  the  merchant,  at  length 
breaking  silence,  and  speaking  in  a  voice  of  cold  command. 
"  I  have  certain  observations  to  make,  and  it  is  possible  they 
may  extend  to  some  length." 

"  But  my  dear  husband,"  said  Lady  Anastatia,  advancing 
a  step  or  two  with  trembling  hesitation,  "  your  manner  is  so 
singular  —  " 

"  Do  you  find  it  so,  madam?  "  he  asked,  flinging  upon  her 
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a  bitter  look.  "  It  is  not  likely  to  improve  as  I  proceed  with 
the  observations  I  have  to  make.  But  sit  down,  I  say,  and 
listen  to  me." 

Anastatia  sank  upon  a  chair,  and  the  tears  began  to 
trickle  down  her  cheeks.  Lord  Rushbrook,  overwhelmed 
with  terror  and  confusion,  drew  forth  his  kerchief  and  fidg- 
eted nervously  with  it,  but  his  countenance  the  while  was 
of  corpselike  ghastliness. 

"  The  reflection  of  your  guilty  consciences  is  visible  in 
your  looks,"  proceeded  Sir  Frederick  Latham,  slowly  turn- 
ing his  eyes  from  one  to  the  other. 

Anastatia  gave  a  sudden  start,  echoed  the  word  "  Guilty!  " 
and  then  sinking  back  in  her  seat,  appeared  as  if  about  to 
faint,  for  all  vital  colouring  quitted  her  cheeks.  But  still 
she  did  not  completely  lose  her  consciousness,  though  a  seal 
had  suddenly  been  placed  upon  her  lips  by  the  feehngs  which 
were  overpowering  her. 

"  You  will  admit,"  continued  Sir  Frederick,  in  a  tone  of 
withering  sarcasm,  "  that  it  is  a  splendid  family  into  which 
I  have  married,  and  that  I  ought  to  be  supremely  proud  of 
so  brilliant  an  aristocratic  connection.  No,  instead  of  being 
proud  of  it,  I  have  learned  to  loathe  and  hate  it,  and  to  curse 
the  day  on  which  I  was  guilty  of  such  besotted  folly.  But  I 
will  tell  you  where  my  pride  does  exist.  It  is  in  a  regard  for 
the  opinion  of  the  world;  for  I  would  not  have  that  world 
know  how  egregiously,  how  miserably  I  have  been  duped. 
Therefore  must  the  step  I  am  about  to  take  be  in  a  measure 
glossed  over.  An  excuse,  a  plea,  a  reason  in  such  cases  need 
never  be  wanting.  Your  temper  and  mine  do  not  suit  each 
other,  Lady  Anastatia,"  continued  Sir  Frederick,  with  a  sort 
of  sardonic  mockery  that  was  little  consistent  with  his  usual 
demeanour  and  accents,  "  and  therefore  we  have  agreed  to 
separate." 

"  Separate?  "  cried  Anastatia,  with  another  start,  and  it 
was  now  with  a  sort  of  wild  bewilderment  that  she  gazed 
upon  her  husband. 

"  Yes,  separate,"  rejoined  Sir  Frederick,  who  all  in  an 
instant  had  recovered  his  habitual  coldness.  "  You  know 
how  you  have  deceived  me.  I  might  use  far  severer  and 
harsher  expressions,  but  it  is  not  worth  while;  you  cannot 
fail  to  comprehend  my  meaning." 

"  My  God!  "  moaned  the  wretched  Anastatia,  clasping  her 
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hands  in  anguish.  I  admit  that  I  have  deceived  you.  1 
have  been  very  culpable.  But  this  chastisement  is  terrible. 
Oh,  whatsoever  plea  be  put  forward,  the  world  will  look  upon 
me  as  disgraced.  Suspicion  and  scorn  ever  attach  themselves 
to  a  woman  who  is  separated  from  her  husband.  Oh,  Sir 
Frederick  —  " 

But  here  her  voice  was  lost  in  piteous  sighs  and  sobs,  and 
so  convulsed  became  her  bosom  that  it  seemed  as  if  it  must 
burst. 

As  for  you,  my  lord,"  continued  the  merchant,  cold  and 
implacable,  as  he  averted  his  looks  from  his  agonized  wife 
and  turned  them  upon  her  brother,  "  you  will  find  a  ready 
apology  for  never  again  seeking  my  presence.  The  brother 
of  a  woman  who  is  separated  from  her  husband  is  supposed 
to  take  the  woman's  part,  and  you  need  not  hesitate,  Lord 
Rushbrook,  to  proclaim  that  you  can  never  more  think  of 
speaking  to  me  after  my  conduct  to  your  sister.  I  shall  not 
contradict  your  statement.  Let  me  rather  pass  in  the  world 
as  being  harsh,  arbitrary,  and  cruel,  if  you  will,  but  let  me 
not  be  regarded  as  that  which  I  really  am,  a  miserable, 
despicable,  contemptible  dupe." 

"  My  God!  "  murmured  Anastatia,  and  she  wrung  her 
hands  with  anguish. 

So  you  see,  my  lord,"  continued  Sir  Frederick  Latham, 
*'  you  have  an  easy  game  to  play,  and  so  long  as  you  play 
it  in  the  manner  I  am  now  dictating,  your  own  secrets  will 
,  be  safe  with  me.  But  if  through  malice  or  by  accident  you 
ever  let  slip  a  syllable  which  shall  unveil  me  as  a  dupe,  if 
you  ever  breathe  a  word  which  may  raise  a  suspicion  as  to 
how  I  have  been  deceived  by  this  accursed  marriage  of  mine, 
that  moment  will  I  proclaim  the  whole  truth  to  the  world. 
Yes,  I  will  proclaim  it  to  the  world.  I  will  tell  how  you, 
Lord  Rushbrook,  played  the  part  of  a  vile  felon,  a  villainous 
robber  in  my  house  —  " 

A  half-stifled  shriek  and  another  galvanic  start  denoted  the 
exquisitely  excruciating  torture  which  Anastatia  was  ex- 
periencing; and  then  her  half-wild,  half -dismayed  looks 
wandered  from  the  countenance  of  her  husband  to  that  of 
her  brother. 

"  Hush,  hush,  for  God's  sake,  hush!  "  exclaimed  the  vis- 
count, starting  up  from  his  seat  with  a  face  that  was  livid 
through  mingled  terror,  confusion,  and  shame,  as  he  glanced 
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in  a  frightened  manner  toward  his  sister  and  entreatingly  to 
his  brother-in-law. 

"  Lord  Rushbrook,"  said  the  implacable  merchant,  still, 
outwardly  cold,  though  inwardly  experiencing  a  burning  joy 
at  being  enabled  to  humble  the  haughty  pride  of  a  scion  of 
that  aristocratic  family  into  which  he  had  married,  "  I  tell 
you  that  you  may  proclaim  to  the  world  whatsoever  you  will 
in  respect  to  my  harsh  temper,  but  I  repeat  that  you  must 
beware  how  you  expose  me  as  a  victim  and  a  dupe,  lest  I 
on  my  side  proclaim  that  on  the  night  of  the  grand  enter- 
tainment at  Tudor  House  you.  Lord  Rushbrook  —  " 

Sir  Frederick,  for  mercy's  sake.  Sir  Frederick!  "  and  the 
viscount  was  reduced  to  the  most  abject  condition  of  an 
entreating  wretch. 

"  That  on  the  night  of  the  grand  entertainment  at  Tudor 
House,"  proceeded  the  merciless  Latham,  "  you  stole  into 
my  study  —  " 

"  Sir  Frederick!  "  moaned  the  viscount. 
And  you  plundered  me  of  many  hundreds  of  pounds  —  " 

"  My  God!  "  and  Rushbrook  sank  back  annihilated  upon 
his  seat. 

"  What  is  this  that  I  hear?  "  almost  shrieked  forth  Anas- 
tatia,  as  she  started  up  with  wild  looks.  "  Sir  Frederick, 
Robert,  speak,  tell  me  — r " 

"  It  means,  madam,"  responded  her  husband,  though 
he  himself  was  somewhat  bewildered  whether  his  wife  were 
playing  a  part  or  whether  she  could,  after  all,  have  been 
innocent  of  any  complicity  with  her  brother  in  respect  to 
the  robbery,  —  "  it  means,  madam,  that  on  the  night  when 
I  entrusted  the  key  of  my  safe  to  you,  that  you  might 
take  thence  a  certain  sum  of  money,  whatsoever  might 
answer  your  purpose  at  the  time  — " 

And  without  hearing  any  more,"  exclaimed  Anastatia, 

without  understanding  what  your  allusions  meant,  I 
declare  here,  in  your  presence,  Sir  Frederick,  in  the  presence 
too  of  my  brother,  as  solemnly  as  I  would  declare  if  standing 
in  the  presence  of  my  God,  that  I  took  from  your  safe  a  sum 
less  than  six  hundred  pounds,  and  that  I  left  twice  or  thrice 
as  much  in  the  cash-box,  though  I  had  not  the  curiosity 
to  calculate  how  much." 

"  But  the  key,  Anastatia,  the  key?  "  said  the  merchant, 
half-suspiciously  and  half  in  the  uncertainty  of  bewilder- 
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ment;  "  how  was  it  that  the  key  found  its  way  to  the  hand 
of  another,  and  that  other  your  brother,  Lord  Rushbrook? 

Sir  Frederick,  for  Heaven's  sake,  press  not  these  queries,'' 
murmured  the  viscount,  advancing  toward  his  brother-in- 
law,  laying  his  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  looking  up  into 
his  face  with  an  expression  of  the  most  anguished  entreaty. 

"  Good  Heavens,  Robert,  what  am  I  to  think?  "  shrieked 
forth  Anastatia,  what  am  I  to  understand  by  all  this? 
It  is  some  horrible  mystery.  Ah!  the  key  you  spoke  to 
me  of,  the  key,  Sir  Frederick?  Oh,  I  remember  that  on 
the  night  of  the  party  I  dropped  it,  I  lost  it  for  awhile, 
but  I  found  it  again;  methought  it  was  in  the  same  spot 
where  I  might  have  dropped  it.  Oh,  Sir  Frederick,  you 
remember  that  I  offered  it  to  you  immediately  after  I  as- 
cended from  your  study  to  the  ballroom?  Would  to  Heaven 
that  you  had  taken  it  then!  But  tell  me,  Robert,  what  in 
Heaven's  name  does  it  all  mean?  " 

"Ah!  you  may  well  ask  that  question,"  exclaimed  Sir 
Frederick  Latham,  now  getting  excited,  "  for  everything 
must  be  cleared  up.  You  lost  that  key,  you  say,  Anastatia?  " 
Then  turning  toward  the  viscount,  the  merchant  looked 
him  steadfastly  in  the  face,  adding,  "  And  you  found  it?  " 

"  Mercy! "  moaned  the  wretched  nobleman,  hanging 
down  his  head;  but  the  next  instant  recovering  something 
like  his  habitual  insolent  confidence,  he  said,  I  thought  I 
might  make  use  of  your  friendship,  —  it  was  merely  as  a 
loan.  I  took  it,  I  meant  to  have  told  you,  but  such  a  trifle 
slipped  my  memory." 

Sir  Frederick  Latham  turned  his  back  upon  the  viscount; 
it  was  with  the  coldest  scorn  that  he  did  so.  He  disdained 
a  reply  to  such  a  wretched  tissue  of  sophistical  excuses; 
he  would  have  considered  himself  degraded  by  offering 
a  comment  upon  them. 

"  Anastatia,"  he  said,  but  speaking  distantly  and  severely, 
''it  is  evident  I  have  done  you  wrong  in  this  instance. 
Circumstances  were,  however,  against  you.  A  felon  brother 
makes  his  own  infamy  to  redound  upon  his  sister.  Would 
that  I  were  enabled  to  demand  your  pardon  for  the  suspicion 
which  in  this  respect  had  naturally  arisen  in  my  mind,  but 
which,  after  all,  has  turned  out  to  be  so  unjust  toward  your- 
self. It  is  true  that  you  have  not  conspired  to  plunder  me, 
but  you  well  know,  Anastatia,  that  there  can  be  no  doubt  as 
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to  your  guilt  in  another  respect.  Just  now  you  admitted 
that  you  had  been  very  culpable  toward  me.  Therefore 
must  we  separate." 

"  Is  there  no  pardon,  no  forgiveness?  "  asked  Anastatia, 
in  bitterest  anguish  of  mind,  at  the  same  time  joining  her 
hands  in  the  most  fervid  appeal.  "  I  know  that  I  deceived 
you  — " 

"  Enough,  Anastatia!  "  interrupted  the  merchant,  with 
an  implacable  expression  of  countenance,  though  inwardly 
he  was  moved;  "  the  very  subject  itself  forbids  discussion. 
I  do  not  say  to  you,  *  Go  with  that  felon  brother  of  yours,' 
but  I  bid  you  depart  hence  in  the  course  of  this  day.  He 
is  about  to  relieve  my  dwelling  of  the  pestilential  atmosphere 
which  hangs  around  his  criminal  presence." 

"  Sir  Frederick,  you  must  be  obeyed,"  faltered  Anastatia, 
the  tears  streaming  down  her  cheeks,  and  her  bosom  con- 
vulsed with  sobs,  and  perhaps  I  deserve  it  all  for  having 
concealed  that  secret  from  you.  But  still  methinks  the 
chastisement  is  severe;  it  is  a  terrible  one  for  an  impru- 
dence —  " 

"  An  imprudence,  Anastatia? "  cried  the  merchant, 
angrily.  "  Dare  you  thus  lightly  denominate  the  profligacy 
—  you  see  that  you  compel  me  to  speak  out  — " 

"  Sir  Frederick,"  interrupted  Lady  Anastatia,  suddenly 
dashing  away  her  tears,  and  drawing  herself  up  with  an  air 
of  feminine  dignity  blended  with  indignation,  this  is 
language  which  even  from  you  I  cannot  and  will  not  tolerate. 
I  repeat,  my  conduct  was  marked  with  imprudence  per- 
haps, but  only  in  one  sense.  It  was  because  on  the  day 
when,  a  year  back,  you  desired  me  to  desist  from  dealing 
with  Madame  Angelique,  and  when  you  hinted  at  the 
reasons,  I  did  not  frankly  confess  to  you  at  the  time  that 
in  utter  ignorance  of  the  character  of  that  establishment  —  " 

"  Good  heavens!  what  is  this  that  I  hear?  "  exclaimed  Sir 
Frederick,  and  he  literally  staggered  back  as  if  smitten  a 
blow.  "  Speak,  Anastatia,  tell  me!  The  person  whom  you 
met  there,  he  whom  before  our  marriage  as  well  as  subse- 
quently—  " 

"  Ask  him.  Sir  Frederick,  ask  him!  "  exclaimed  Anastatia; 
"  he  is  here,  he  will  tell  the  truth,  he  will  not  see  his  own 
sister  trampled  down  into  the  dust.  Ask  him,  I  say,  who  it 
was  that  I  met  at  Madame  Angelique's  house." 
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But  Sir  Frederick  Latham  waited  not  for  whatsoever 
response  the  viscount  would  have  given  to  this  appeal. 
A  wild  cry  of  joy  burst  from  the  lips  of  the  City  merchant; 
it  seemed  as  if  all  in  a  moment  his  nature  had  become 
changed.  His  businesslike  coldness  vanished,  his  counte- 
nance grew  full  of  the  expression  of  excited  feelings,  and 
flinging  his  arms  around  Anastatia's  neck,  he  exclaimed, 
"  Pardon!  pardon!  " 

It  was  now  a  most  affecting  scene.  That  proud  scion  of 
the  money ocracy  was  melted  at  the  blissful  thought  that  his 
wife,  the  lovely  daughter  of  the  aristocracy,  was,  after  all, 
worthy  of  him,  and  she  forgot  everything  except  the  one 
idea  that  she  was  restored  to  her  husband's  confidence. 
And  both  alike  forgot  for  several  minutes  the  presence  of 
Lord  Rushbrook,  who,  retreating  into  a  window  recess,  sat 
watching  this  scene  with  an  interest  which,  though  deep, 
was  nevertheless  altogether  selfish,  for  it  occurred  to  him 
that  while  there  was  peacemaking  in  one  quarter,  there 
might  be  forgiveness  for  himself. 

And  now  Sir  Frederick  Latham  led  his  wife  into  an- 
other window  recess,  and  there  they  sat  down  and  con- 
versed together.  It  was  the  moment  for  explanations,  and 
Anastatia's  were  given  in  the  following  manner: 

"  You  remember,  my  dear  husband,  that  the  first  incident 
which  rendered  you  intimate  with  our  family  was  that 
dreadful  circumstance  of  my  brother's  crime,  —  the  forgery 
which  he  committed  in  the  name  of  the  Marquis  of  Swale- 
cliffe.  That  bill  fell  into  your  hands;  my  father  went  to 
you,  and  you  promised  to  save  my  brother  from  exposure. 
But  the  Marquis  of  Swalecliffe  himself  appeared  to  be  in- 
exorable. My  brother  was  not  really  upon  the  Continent; 
he  was  concealed  at  the  house  of  his  tailor.  Monsieur  Bertin. 
Oh,  how  painful  it  is  for  me  to  review  all  these  things!  And 
yet  it  is  needful  now,  for  the  explanation  must  be  given. 
Yes,  do  not  interrupt  me;  I  will  proceed.  My  father  and 
mother  had  vowed  that  never  again  would  they  see  Robert; 
he  dared  not  come  to  the  house,  he  dared  not  go  to  you. 
What  was  he  to  do  in  that  fearful  dilemma?  He  wrote 
a  letter  to  me,  he  besought  me  to  meet  him;  he  told  me 
that  my  own  milliner,  who  lived  next  door  to  his  tempo- 
rary lodging,  would  arrange  an  interview.  Utterly  unsus- 
picious of  the  frightful  risk  which  my  reputation  was  in- 
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curring,  I  went  to  Madame  Angelique's.  I  dared  not  men- 
tion my  brother's  name,  for  he  knew  not  at  the  time,  nor 
did  I,  whether  the  Marquis  of  Swalecliffe  might  not  have 
given  information  to  the  police  to  capture  him,  and  it 
was  therefore  requisite  to  use  every  possible  precaution. 
I  merely  asked  for  the  gentleman  who  was  waiting  to  see 
me.  Oh,  that  Robert  should  have  so  frightfully  perilled 
the  good  name  of  his  own  sister!  " 

Anastatia's  tears  rained  down  her  cheeks.  Sir  Frederick, 
with  more  kindness  than  he  had  ever  displayed  toward 
her,  besought  her  to  desist  from  her  explanations,  for  that 
he  himself  was  perfectly  satisfied;  but  again  wiping  away 
her  tears,  she  insisted  upon  proceeding. 

"  I  saw  Robert  there,  I  met  him  in  that  place  which  I 
little  indeed  suspected  to  be  a  scene  of  gilded  infamy.  He 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  Marquis  of  Swalecliffe,  dated  from 
Brussels,  and  beseeching  him  to  be  merciful.  This  letter 
Robert  implored  me  to  forward  to  the  marquis,  with  a 
note  from  myself  to  the  effect  that  I  would  receive  whatso- 
ever reply  his  lordship  might  vouchsafe.  In  that  note 
which  I  penned  to  the  marquis  I  added  a  prayer  in  support 
of  the  one  my  brother  had  already  addressed  to  him.  His 
lordship  sent  me  a  prompt  answer.  He  said  that  for  my 
sake  he  would  do  that  which  otherwise  he  had  been  re- 
solved not  to  do.  It  was  necessary  that  I  should  see  my 
brother  again,  to  communicate  this  response,  and  I  saw 
him  at  the  same  place.  Two  or  three  times  subsequently 
I  saw  him  there,  to  report  how  the  negotiation  was  pro- 
gressing with  yourself.  Through  your  means  the  difficulty 
was  settled,  and  my  brother  in  due  time  affected  to  have 
returned  from  the  Continent.  Now,  my  dear  husband, 
you  comprehend  how  it  was  that  I  visited  the  interior  of 
Madame  Angelique's  establishment  on  a  few  occasions 
prior  to  my  marriage." 

"  And  doubtless,  Anastatia,"  observed  Sir  Frederick, 
it  was  for  a  similar  reason,  after  marriage,  when  your 
profligate  brother  again  fell  into  difficulties,  and  when 
some  usurious  attorney  threatened  to  proceed  against 
him  criminally  —  " 

"  Yes,"  responded  Anastatia,  "  again  did  he  pretend  to 
fly  to  the  Continent,  again  was  it  given  out  that  he  had 
gone  to  Paris  or  Brussels,  that  the  officers  of  the  law  might 
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be  thrown  ofP  the  scent.  You  remember,  my  dear  husband, 
you  strictly  forbade  me  to  hold  any  communication  with 
my  brother;  but  what  could  I  do  when  he  privately  trans- 
mitted to  me  the  most  pathetic  letters,  declaring  that  he 
was  in  poverty,  imploring  me  to  see  him?  In  a  word,  I 
went.  Alas,  it  was  so  easy  to  pretext  a  visit  to  my  milliner's; 
and  as  Heaven  is  my  witness,  I  suspected  not  the  character 
of  that  house.  And  I  am  convinced,  my  dear  husband,  that 
by  many  and  many  a  lady  friend  of  mine  was  its  character 
equally  unsuspected." 

"  No  doubt,  Anastatia,"  interjected  Sir  Frederick;  ^'  and 
it  was  by  the  merest  accident  that  I  myself  one  day  learned 
from  the  impertinent  communicativeness  of  some  fashionable 
debauchee  the  infamous  traffic  which  Madame  Angelique 
was  carrjdng  on.  I  was  astounded,  and  as  a  matter  of 
duty  I  at  once  warned  you  of  the  character  of  that 
house.'' 

"  And  I  also  was  astounded,"  answered  Anastatia,  "  and 
I  had  not  the  moral  courage  to  make  you  that  confession 
which,  if  candidly  given  at  the  time,  would  have  saved 
us  so  much  misery  to-day.  But  a  sense  of  shame,  deep, 
burning  shame,  or  shall  I  say  wounded  modesty,  sealed 
my  tongue.  I  could  not  look  my  husband  in  the  face  and 
confess  to  him  that  I  had  penetrated  within  the  walls  of 
that  den  of  infamy.  I  therefore  held  my  peace.  But, 
oh,  when  next  I  saw  my  brother,  how  bitterly  did  I  reproach 
him  for  the  frightful  risk  which  he  had  made  me  run!  Alas! 
you  know  his  manner;  he  endeavoured  to  laugh  it  flippantly 
away,  and  then  he  pleaded  ignorance  of  the  nature  of  that 
establishment,  and  if  I  did  not  altogether  believe  him,  at 
least  I  forgave  him.  Yet  ever  since  that  day  on  which  your 
revelation  of  the  infamy  of  that  establishment  came  like 
a  thunderbolt  upon  my  ears,  I  have  been  haunted  with 
terrors  lest  you  should  discover  that  only  secret  of  my 
life  which  I  studied  to  conceal  from  you.  At  last  the  ex- 
tortioner came,  and  then  a  great  battle  took  place  within 
me.  I  longed  to  reveal  everything  to  you,  but  I  had  not 
the  moral  courage  to  do  it.  Alas,  no,  I  had  not,  and  I 
submitted  to  that  villainous  demand.   You  know  the  rest." 

"  And  now,  my  dear  Anastatia,"  responded  Sir  Fred- 
erick, taking  his  wife's  hand  and  pressing  it  to  his  lips,  "  it 
is  my  turn  to  give  you  explanations.    I  will  tell  you  how 
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my  suspicions  were  aroused,  how  they  were  strengthened, 
how  they  were  fostered." 

Sir  Frederick  accordingly  narrated  all  those  incidents 
which  have  been  described  to  the  reader,  —  how  he  had 
first  missed  the  contents  of  his  cash-box,  how  he  had  ex- 
amined the  papers  in  the  desk,  how  he  had  visited  Madame 
Angelique,  how  he  had  traced  some  of  his  lost  bank-notes 
to  Lord  Rushbrook's  possession,  and  how  he  had  dis- 
covered the  final  secret  from  the  false  Lascar. 

"  It  is  I  who  have  now  to  ask  your  pardon,  my  Anastatia," 
added  the  merchant,  "  for  having  violated  the  sanctity 
of  your  writing-desk." 

"  You  were  justified,"  answered  the  lady;  "  and  more- 
over this  is  not  merely  the  day  of  revelations,  but  also  the 
day  of  forgiveness." 

"  And  to  a  certain  extent,"  rejoined  Sir  Frederick,  "  for 
your  sake  —  at  least  so  far  as  forgiveness  in  such  circum- 
.  stances  can  extend  —  shall  it  be  accorded  to  that  guilty 
one  who  has  been  the  cause  of  so  much  mischief." 

Meanwhile  Lord  Rushbrook  had  remained  sitting  in  the 
window  recess,  but  he  had  not  caught  a  single  syllable  of 
all  that  was  thus  taking  place  between  his  sister  and  his 
brother-in-law.  The  merchant  approached  him,  and  spoke 
in  the  following  terms: 

"  It  were  a  mere  waste  of  words  to  endeavour  to  reason 
with  your  lordship  upon  the  profligacies  and  villainies 
of  the  career  which  you  have  been  pursuing.  The  perils 
and  difliculties  of  the  past  operate  not  with  you  as  a  salu- 
tary warning  for  the  present  or  the  future.  What  conduct 
could  have  been  more  abominable  than  yours  when  you 
would  even  have  sacrificed  the  reputation  of  your  own 
sister  to  the  selfishness  of  your  personal  safety?  Because 
you  could  not  stir  abroad  at  the  time,  you  induced  her  to 
meet  you  in  a  place  of  infamy,  where,  if  you  had  the  ordi- 
nary feelings  of  a  man,  your  blood  would  boil  with  indig- 
nation at  the  idea  of  your  pure-minded  sister  ever  having 
set  her  foot.  I  fear  that  you  are  incorrigible,  my  lord; 
for  this  last  act  of  yours,  the  robbery  of  your  own  sister's 
husband,  a  felon's  foulest  crime,  proves  you  to  be  so  thor- 
oughly black-hearted  and  unprincipled  that  there  is  no  hope 
for  you." 

Anastatia  had  remained  in  the  window  recess,  where 
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she  was  now  weeping  and  sobbing;  the  sounds  of  her  grief 
were  wafted  to  the  ear  of  her  husband,  and  Sir  Freder- 
ick, turning  upon  her  a  look  of  such  kindness  and  com- 
passion as  never  before  he  had  displayed,  said,  "  Weep 
not,  Anastatia.  Your  brother  is  not  worthy  of  these 
tears." 

Viscount  Rushbrook,  having  a  presentiment  that  some- 
thing was  about  to  be  done  for  him,  thought  it  better  to 
preserve  the  humblest  demeanour;  and  indeed  he  was 
completely  overwhelmed  with  shame  and  confusion,  not- 
withstanding his  recent  endeavour  to  carry  off  the  affair 
with  an  insolent  self-sufficient  flippancy. 

"  I  know  that  I  have  behaved  bad,  Sir  Frederick,"  he 
said,  "  but  look  at  my  position.  An  appearance  to  keep 
up,  and  nothing  to  maintain  it  with,  or  at  least  only  such 
a  beggarly  income  that  any  small  tradesman  is  better 
off  than  I.  Come,  you  have  said  enough  in  the  shape  of 
reproach.  I  am  glad  it  is  all  right  between  you  and  Anas- 
tatia—" 

''Lord Rushbrook, listen  to  me,"  interrupted  the  merchant, 
"  for  this  scene  shall  now  be  brought  to  an  end.  It  is  totally 
impossible  that  you  can  ever  again  set  foot  within  these 
walls,  nor  will  I  permit  you  —  if  it  be  possible  for  me  to 
prevent  it  —  to  remain  in  the  British  metropolis,  where 
your  proceedings  are  so  incessantly  calculated  to  damage 
every  one  who  is  connected  with  you.  I  have  a  propo- 
sition to  make:  accept  or  refuse  it  as  you  will.  If  you 
choose  to  go  upon  the  Continent,  I  will  make  you  an  allow- 
ance of  one  thousand  pounds  a  year,  but  it  shall  be  paid 
in  monthly  portions,  and  only  to  yourself  personally,  —  not 
by  written  order  nor  cheque,  —  so  that  there  may  be  a 
guarantee  that  you  remain  altogether  in  Paris,  or  where- 
soever else  you  may  choose  to  fix  your  abode.  But  if, 
on  the  other  hand,  you  refuse  this  proposition,  I  warn  you. 
Lord  Rushbrook,  that  you  will  receive  no  further  pecuniary 
assistance  from  me,  and  whatsoever  difficulty  you  may 
plunge  yourself  into,  you  must  bear  the  consequences  of. 
Decide  this  moment,  and  if  you  accept  my  terms,  you 
will  leave  the  British  metropolis  to-morrow." 

We  need  hardly  inform  the  reader  that  Viscount  Rush- 
brook was  only  too  glad  to  accept  an  offer  which  promised 
him  so  liberal  a  permanent  addition  to  the  limited  allowance 
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he  received  from  his  father,  and  he  took  his  departure 
from  Tudor  House. 

When  he  was  gone,  Anastatia  expressed  her  warmest 
gratitude  to  her  husband  for  the  munificence  he  had  thus 
displayed  toward  her  brother,  as  well  as  for  his  great  le- 
niency and  forbearance  in  tacitly  pardoning  him  for  the 
foul  robbery  which  had  been  brought  to  light. 

"  These  incidents,  my  dear  Anastatia,"  answered  the 
merchant,  "  although  so  painful,  may  not  have  been  with- 
out their  uses.  In  the  first  place,  your  erring  brother  will 
be  compelled  to  leave  London,  where  he  has  constantly 
disgraced  and  imperiled  himself;  and  let  us  hope  that 
with  a  handsome  income  in  a  foreign  clime,  he  may  enter 
upon  a  new  path.  In  the  second  place,  your  soul,  Anasta- 
tia, is  now  relieved  from  the  necessity  of  maintaining  a 
secret  which  you  were  always  afraid  would  transpire;  and 
in  the  third  place,  methinks  that  our  hearts  have  been 
drawn  nearer  toward  each  other  than  ever  they  were  be- 
fore. Certain  it  is  that  I  feel  different  toward  you.  There 
may  have  been  pride  and  coolness  in  my  former  demeanour. 
I  have  treated  you  too  little  as  a  wife  and  a  friend,  but 
henceforth  it  shall  be  different." 

Anastatia  threw  herself  into  her  husband's  arms,  and 
he  folded  her  to  his  breast  with  a  real  and  loving  tenderness. 


CHAPTER  XXX 


THE  STETHOSCOPE 

We  must  now  return  to  that  chateau  in  the  south  of 
France  where  Lady  Octavian  Meredith  had  for  some  while 
been  staying  with  Monsieur  Volney  and  his  daughter  Clarine. 
The  reader  will  not  have  forgotten  the  many  extraordinary 
incidents  which  were  revealed  to  Zoe's  knowledge  at  that 
chateau,  —  how  Monsieur  Volney  had,  long  years  back, 
amidst  the  wild  sublimities  of  Alpine  scenery,  taken  the 
life  of  the  author  of  his  dishonour,  and  how  Alfred  Delorme, 
the  son  of  that  murdered  victim,  had  been  led  by  a  variety 
of  circumstances  to  bestow  his  love  upon  Clarine.  It  was 
through  Zoe's  representations,  be  it  Ukewise  remembered, 
that  Monsieur  Volney  had  finally  assented  to  the  union  of 
his  daughter  with  the  young  Viscount  Delorme,  but  he 
resolved  that  immediately  after  the  bridal  he  would  repair 
to  some  far-off  spot,  there  to  bury  himself  and  his  sorrows, 
as  well  as  his  remorse,  for  the  remainder  of  his  existence. 
But  to  Zoe  only  was  Monsieur  Volney's  dreadful  secret 
communicated.  Clarine  remained  in  perfect  ignorance  of 
the  stupendous  crime  that  sat  upon  her  father's  soul,  while 
Alfred  Delorme  was  equally  far  from  suspecting  that  the 
father  of  her  whom  he  loved  and  wooed  was  his  own  de- 
ceased sire's  murderer. 

On  the  night  when  Alfred  Delorme's  presence  in  the 
chateau  was  discovered,  he  had  penetrated  thither  in  a 
fit  of  utter  desperation,  to  obtain  an  interview  with  Clarine 
that  he  might  induce  her  to  revoke  the  decision  she  had 
conveyed  to  him  in  the  letter  she  had  penned  to  old  Mar- 
guerite's dictation.  He  was  in  a  state  of  mind  which  for- 
bade the  exercise  of  the  prudence  and  caution  previously 
observed  in  his  stealthy  visits  to  the  chateau,  and  thus 
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was  his  presence  detected.  But,  after  all,  the  incident  was 
a  fortunate  one,  inasmuch  as  it  brought  about  the  denoue- 
ment we  have  already  described;  and  on  the  morning  after 
that  eventful  night,  Alfred  Delorme  repaired  to  the  chateau 
to  learn  Monsieur  Volney's  decision.  It  was  given,  and  he 
beheld  himself  the  acknowledged  suitor  for  the  hand  of 
Clarine.  Monsieur  Volney  proposed  that  the  bridal  should 
be  celebrated  with  the  least  possible  delay,  and  this  was 
a  proposition  to  which  the  young  couple  were  by  no  means 
likely  to  offer  any  objection. 

A  fortnight  passed,  and  Alfred  Delorme  was  a  daily 
visitor  at  the  chateau.  Monsieur  Volney  had  a  difficult 
as  well  as  painful  part  to  play.  Zoe  comprehended  it; 
she  could  not  help  pitying  him,  but  she  regarded  it  as  a 
portion  of  that  chastisement  which  Heaven  decreed  that 
he  should  experience  in  this  world  for  the  crime  he  had 
committed.  In  order  to  avoid  the  suspicion  that  he  any 
longer  objected  to  the  marriage  of  his  daughter  with  that 
young  nobleman,  in  order  likewise  to  avoid  throwing  a 
damp  upon  the  spirits  of  the  loving  couple,  Monsieur 
Volney  forced  himself  to  be  frequently  in  their  society, 
so  that  he  was  now  more  in  the  sitting-room  and  less  in 
his  own  study  than  was  his  wont  at  any  other  period  during 
his  residence  at  the  chateau.  But  what  efforts  it  cost  him 
to  look  Alfred  Delorme  calmly  in  the  face,  to  meet  the 
looks  of  him  whom  his  own  hand  had  rendered  fatherless! 

A  fortnight  had  passed,  we  said,  and  it  was  now  the 
eve  of  the  day  fixed  for  the  bridal.  This  was  to  be  solem- 
nized with  comparative  privacy,  and  after  the  ceremony 
the  viscount  was  to  bear  his  bride  away  to  his  own  palatial 
mansion  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Fontainebleau.  To  Zoe 
only  had  Monsieur  Volney  spoken  of  his  own  intentions, 
namely,  to  repair  to  some  distant  and  retired  spot,  where 
he  might  dwell  for  the  remainder  of  his  existence.  Clarine 
and  the  viscount  thought  that  he  purposed  to  continue  at 
the  chateau,  and  they  entertained  the  hope  that  in  process 
of  time  he  would  return  to  his  own  seat,  also  in  the  vicinage 
of  Fontainebleau.  As  for  Zoe  herself,  she  had  agreed  to 
accompany  her  friend  Clarine  and  the  viscount  to  their 
future  home,  and  there  to  remain  with  them  for  a  few 
weeks,  until  she  should  have  formed  some  other  plan  for 
her  future  arrangements. 


"RAMBLING  ALONE  TOGETHER" 

Photogravure  from  original  by  Merrill. 
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It  was  the  eve  of  the  bridal;  the  month  of  September 
was  drawing  toward  a  close,  and  on  a  beautiful  afternoon 
Zoe  and  Clarine  were  walking  forth  together.  Alfred  had 
passed  several  hours  that  day,  as  usual,  at  the  chateau,  and 
he  had  then  gone  to  some  neighbouring  town,  to  make  a 
few  purchases  of  such  articles  as  he  required  for  wedding 
presents,  and  which  could  not  be  obtained  in  the  village. 
Thus  was  it  that  the  two  young  ladies  were  rambling  alone 
together  amidst  that  beautiful  scenery  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  Pyrenees. 

"  To-morrow,  my  dear  Clarine,"  said  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith,  "  will  be  a  happy  day  for  you.  You  will  accom- 
pany to  the  altar  one  who  is  in  every  way  worthy  of  the 
devoted  love  you  bear  him,  and  you  are  about  to  enter 
on  a  complete  change  of  existence.  It  is  no  longer  in  a 
lonely  chateau  that  you  will  henceforth  reside,  but  in  an 
elegantly  furnished  mansion." 

And  you  will  accompany  me  thither,  my  dearest  friend," 
said  the  happy  and  grateful  Clarine;  "  and  though  you 
have  hinted  at  other  arrangements  to  be  carried  into  effect 
after  awhile,  yet  shall  I  hope  to  keep  you  altogether  with 
me  until  —  " 

But  here  Clarine  stopped  short,  evidently  aware  that  the 
enthusiasm  of  her  feelings  toward  her  friend  Zoe  had  borne 
her  suddenly  upon  the  frontier  of  dehcate  ground. 

"  Until  a  change  takes  place  in  my  own  position,  you 
would  say?  "  observed  Lady  Octavian,  in  accents  of  mildest 
melancholy.  "  If  you  mean,  dear  Clarine,  that  happiness 
with  my  husband  yet  awaits  me  in  this  world,  you  are 
mistaken  —  oh,  you  are  mistaken!  The  only  change  to 
which  I  now  look  forward  is  that  which  the  hand  of  death 
itself  must  accomplish." 

Speak  not  thus,  my  beloved  friend,"  exclaimed  Clarine, 
the  tears  trickling  down  her  cheeks.  "  You  know  not  how 
it  afflicts  me  to  listen  to  these  mournful  presentiments  from 
your  lips.    You  are  so  mild  and  resigned  —  " 

"  Yes,  resigned,"  observed  Zoe,  "  because  with  Christian 
fortitude  can  I  look  my  destiny  in  the  face." 

"  If  you  were  to  give  way  to  lamentations  and  repinings, 
and  to  vehement  outbursts,"  continued  Clarine,  "  they 
would  not  have  upon  me  the  same  effect  which  this  mild, 
placid  melancholy  of  yours  produces.    Oh,  believe  me, 
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dearest  Zoe,  I  feel  deeply,  deeply  on  your  account.  There- 
fore pray  listen  to  me.  I  am  convinced  that  you  enter- 
tain unfounded  ideas  in  respect  to  your  own  health. 
The  mind  is  suffering,  and  in  its  sufferings  influences  the 
body;  but  if  the  mind  were  restored  to  its  natural  tone, 
the  physical  sufferings  would  themselves  cease.  You  have 
lately  looked  better  than  I  have  seen  you  ever  since  you 
first  came  to  the  chateau.  There  is  a  colour  upon  your 
cheeks  —  Now  do  not  interrupt  me,  not  for  worlds  would 
I  deceive  you,  and  I  positively  declare  that  it  is  not  a  hectic 
glow,  spotlike  and  unnatural,  but  it  is  a  natural  bloom 
shading  gradually  off  —  " 

"  Enough,  Clarine,"  interrupted  Zoe,  gently.  "  I  compre- 
hend the  excellence  of  your  motive,  I  appreciate  all  your 
kindness.  But  there  is  within  me  a  feeling,  which  I  cannot 
explain,  but  which  is  nevertheless  an  unmistakable  warn- 
ing-" 

"  Would  to  Heaven,"  exclaimed  Clarine,  vehemently, 
that  you  would  take  proper  professional  advice  upon  this 
subject.  If  it  be  really  as  you  think,  there  can  be  no  harm 
in  your  receiving  the  conviction  that  it  is  so;  but  if,  on  the 
other  hand,  you  should  find  that  you  have  deceived  yourself, 
ah,  dearest  Zoe,  will  it  not  be  your  duty  to  cling  to  life? 
Did  you  not  a  little  while  back  assure  me  that  if  you  were 
walking  on  the  edge  of  a  precipice,  and  that  if  there  were 
danger  of  your  falling  into  the  abyss,  you  would  retreat 
rapidly,  because  you  hold  life  to  be  a  sacred  gift  from  Heaven, 
—  a  gift  which  you  are  to  preserve  with  all  possible  care 
until  it  be  taken  away  from  you  by  Him  who  originally  gave 
it?" 

"  This  is  true,  Clarine!  "  answered  Zoe,  slowly  and  thought- 
fully. 

Therefore,  my  beloved  friend,"  continued  Mademoiselle 
Volney,  "  however  bitter  may  be  your  cup  of  affliction,  you 
are  too  good  and  have  too  profound  a  sense  of  your  religious 
obligation  to  put  an  end  to  your  own  existence.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  ought  you  to  suffer  yourself  to  fade  and  perish 
prematurely  if  there  be  on  earth  the  means  of  restoration? 
That  God  who  breathed  into  our  mortal  clay  the  breath  of 
life  has  stored  the  world  with  herbs  and  minerals  and  various 
substances  expressly  intended  for  the  preservation  of  that 
life  by  warding  off  disease,  or  grappling  with  it  and  conquer- 
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ing  it;  and  within  the  scope  of  human  intelligence  he  has 
given  a  skill  for  comprehending  how  all  these  curatives  and 
preventives  may  be  used.  What  is  more  beautiful  than  the 
medical  art?  Does  it  not,  with  all  its  appliances  and  its 
wondrous  capabilities,  prove  itself  to  be  an  effluence  from 
Heaven,  and  does  not  the  mere  existence  of  that  art  teach 
us  the  highest  moral  lessons?  If  we  may  not  suddenly  escape 
from  life  by  means  of  suicide,  neither  must  we  suffer  our- 
selves to  perish  under  the  influence  of  illness  or  disease  with- 
out invoking  the  aid  of  that  sublime  art  which  Heaven  has 
associated  with  the  destiny  of  man." 

Zoe  listened  with  mingled  interest,  admiration,  and  sol- 
emnity to  the  eloquent  language  which  was  thus  flowing  from 
her  friend's  lips.  She  recognized  all  the  truthfulness  of  the 
reasoning;  the  whole  matter  assumed  a  new  aspect  to  her 
view,  and  her  soul  received  the  conviction  that  if  she  felt 
it  to  be  wrong  to  harbour  even  the  slightest  thought  of 
self-destruction,  it  was  scarcely  less  repugnant  to  the  will  of 
Heaven  to  yield  herself  up  to  the  ravages  of  disease  without 
a  single  effort  to  baffle  them. 

You  have  convinced  me,  my  dear  Clarine,"  Zoe  at  length 
said,  in  a  low,  deep  voice;  "  you  have  opened  my  eyes  to  a 
new  and  sublime  truth.    Yes,  I  will  follow  your  counsel." 

Clarine,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  her  joyous  feelings,  caught 
Zoe's  hands  in  her  own  and  pressed  them  fervidly. 

"  This  very  day,  this  very  hour,  dearest,  dearest  friend," 
cried  Mademoiselle  Volney,  must  you  enter  upon  this  new 
path.  Do  you  not  remember  Alfred  told  us  yesterday  that 
Baron  Louis,  the  celebrated  Parisian  physician,  he  who  has 
acquired  such  renown  in  the  use  of  the  stethoscope,  has  ar- 
rived in  the  village  to  pass  a  few  weeks  for  the  benefit  of  his 
own  health?  Come  at  once,  let  us  proceed  to  his  residence. 
Nothing  will  now  satisfy  me  until  you  have  received  this 
eminent  man's  opinion." 

After  all  that  had  just  taken  place,  with  the  new  impres- 
sion upon  her  mind,  and  considering  the  assurances  she  had 
within  the  last  few  minutes  given  to  her  friend,  Zoe  could  not 
possibly  refuse  the  proposition  that  was  thus  made.  They 
were  close  upon  the  outskirt  of  the  village,  and  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood was  the  picturesque  little  villa  which  Baron  Louis 
had  hired  for  the  few  weeks  he  purposed  to  remain  in  that 
district.    With  a  palpitating  heart  Zoe  suffered  herself  to  be 
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led  along;  and  with  enthusiastic  hopefulness  did  Clarine  con- 
duct her  beloved  friend  toward  the  villa.  It  was  now  about 
five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and  Baron  Louis  was  just  re- 
turning from  an  excursion  on  horseback.  On  learning  the 
object  of  the  two  ladies,  —  or  rather,  we  should  say  one  of 
them,  —  he  courteously  invited  them  to  enter,  though  with 
a  smile  giving  them  to  understand  that  when  visiting  this 
Pyrenean  district  he  had  no  thought  of  pursuing  his  pro- 
fessional avocations.  Zoe  would  have  retired,  but  the  zeal- 
ous Clarine  led  her  onward,  and  they  entered  the  neatly 
furnished  parlour  of  the  villa. 

Baron  Louis  awaited  such  explanations  as  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith  might  have  to  give  him.  She  hesitated  and  spoke 
nervously,  but  Clarine  came  to  her  aid.  The  young  lady 
said  enough  to  make  the  physician  comprehend  that  Zoe  had 
certain  causes  for  sorrow  and  unhappiness,  and  that  she  had 
recently  fancied  she  was  labouring  under  a  pulmonary  com- 
plaint. The  baron  proceeded  to  make  the  usual  examination 
by  means  of  the  stethoscope,  and  Clarine  awaited  the  result 
with  perhaps  far  more  anxiety  than  that  which  Zoe  herself 
experienced.  At  length  the  opinion  was  delivered,  and  it 
was  to  the  effect  that  Lady  Octavian  Meredith  needed 
nought  but  skilful  and  competent  professional  treatment  in 
order  to  be  restored  to  perfect  physical  health.  Zoe  was 
well-nigh  overcome  by  her  feelings  on  receiving  this  intelli- 
gence, but  Clarine  clapped  her  hands  with  an  almost  childish 
ebullition  of  joy,  and  folded  her  beloved  friend  in  her  arms. 

When  the  first  gush  of  feelings  on  the  part  of  the  young 
ladies  was  over,  and  when  they  grew  somewhat  more  com- 
posed, they  both  thanked  the  learned  physician  for  the 
trouble  he  had  taken  and  the  delicate  kindness  he  had  shown 
in  the  proceeding,  and  then  Zoe  placed  a  considerable  fee 
upon  the  mantelpiece.  But  Baron  Louis  would  not  accept 
the  amount;  he  declared,  with  all  that  exquisite  politeness 
which  characterizes  a  French  gentleman,  that  not  being  in 
this  neighbourhood  for  a  professional  purpose,  he  could  only 
exercise  his  skill  in  the  way  of  friendship,  and  therefore  would 
not  think  of  being  rewarded.  In  short,  he  used  so  many 
arguments  that  it  was  impossible  for  Zoe  to  persevere  in  her 
endeavour  to  force  the  fee  upon  him,  and  with  renewed 
expressions  of  gratitude  she  took  her  departure,  accompanied 
by  her  friend  Clarine. 
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"  I  know  not,  my  dear  Zoe,"  said  Mademoiselle  Volney,  as 
they  were  returning  homeward  to  the  chateau,  "  that  I  ever 
experienced  more  heartfelt  satisfaction  than  at  the  instant 
when  this  good  and  kind  man  pronounced  his  opinion.  Oh, 
what  a  change  of  prospect  is  now  opened  before  your  mental 
vision!  But  good  heavens!  you  are  weeping  —  oh,  how  you 
are  weeping,  my  sweet  friend,  and  there  is  an  agony  in  the 
source  of  these  tears!  " 

If  it  be  Heaven's  will  that  my  life  should  be  prolonged 
to  a  span  greater  than  I  had  anticipated,"  answered  Lady 
Octavian  Meredith,  "  I  must  submit.  But,  oh,  Clarine,  how 
can  you  expect  me  to  be  joyous  and  happy?  There  might 
have  been  that  feeling  for  a  moment,  and  yet  I  know  not 
whether  there  was ;  but  now  that  I  have  leisure  for  reflection, 
I  am  compelled  to  ask  myself,  and  I  ask  you  likewise,  what 
have  I  worth  living  for?  " 

"  You  must  live  in  the  hope  that  happiness  may  yet  be 
yours,"  replied  Mademoiselle  Volney.  Ah!  my  dear  friend, 
I  am  about  to  say  something  which  costs  me  a  pang,  but  I 
am  impelled  by  a  sense  of  duty.  I  love  you;  a  variety  of 
circumstances  has  tended  to  establish  a  firm  bond  of  friend- 
ship and  affection  between  us,  a  bond  which,  I  hope,  death 
alone  shall  be  enabled  to  break,  and  therefore  does  it  afllict 
me  to  think  of  separation.  Nevertheless  we  must  separate, 
and  perhaps  sooner,  too,  than  I  had  expected,  because,  my 
dear  Zoe,  it  is  your  duty  to  return  to  your  husband." 

"  What,  to  render  him  unhappy?  "  exclaimed  Lady  Oc- 
tavian. "  Ah,  my  dear  Clarine,  if  that  physician  has  just 
now  told  me  that  I  may  expect  to  live,  you  are,  on  the  other 
hand,  telling  me  how  to  invite  the  presence  of  death  in  the 
shortest  and  most  effective  manner,  for  my  heart  would  break 
if  I  were  to  return  to  England  to  encounter  all  that  I  passed 
through  for  some  months  ere  I  came  upon  the  Continent.  I 
had  hoped  to  die  soon,  Clarine  —  yes,  I  had  hoped  to  die 
soon,  in  order  that  I  might  leave  Octavian  free  to  follow  the 
bent  of  his  own  inclinations." 

"  You  have  already  made  too  many  sacrifices  on  that  point, 
dear  Zoe,  and  you  must  make  no  more.  It  is  not  for  you  to 
martyrize  yourself  utterly  and  completely  for  the  sake  of 
others,  but  it  is  for  them  to  make  sacrifices  also.  Have  you 
not  told  me  that  your  husband  is  naturally  good  and  gener- 
ous, and  that  Christina  Ashton  is  herself  a  model  of  purity 
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and  virtue,  and  if  it  is  with  such  beings  that  you  have  to 
deal;  wherefore  should  all  the  sufferings  and  the  sacrifices  be 
upon  your  side?  Think  you  that  your  husband  will  not  do 
everything  to  conquer  his  own  passion,  and  think  you  that 
Christina's  sense  of  delicacy,  her  feminine  pride,  and  her  good 
feeling,  have  not  already  led  her  to  stifle  whatsoever  love 
Lord  Octavian  may  have  inspired  her  with?  " 

"Ah,  Clarine,"  responded  Zoe,  "  can  you  ask  me  these 
questions,  —  you  who  have  loved  and  still  love  so  tenderly 
and  so  well?  Did  you  find  it  so  easy  to  stifle  love  in  your 
bosom?    Did  even  a  father's  mandates  or  injunctions  —  " 

Zoe,"  interrupted  Clarine,  speaking  in  a  low,  half-hushed 
voice,  "  it  is  the  truth  which  you  are  proclaiming  from  your 
lips,  and  everything  you  state  affords  an  additional  proof  of 
the  weakness  of  us  poor  mortals.  But,  good  heavens,  what 
will  you  do?  The  skill  of  science  has  just  ascertained  the 
fact  that  your  young  life  may  be  prolonged  until  it  grows  old, 
and  are  you  to  pass  all  these  years  in  misery,  voluntarily 
separated  from  the  husband  whom  you  love,  expatriated  afar 
from  your  sire,  your  friends,  and  acquaintances?  Oh,  the 
affection  which  I  bear  for  you  might  prompt  me  selfishly  to 
rejoice  at  the  prospect  of  having  you  altogether  and  for  ever 
with  me,  but,  on  the  other  hand,  I  have  a  regard  for  your 
happiness,  and  that  very  friendship  which  I  experience  for 
you  will  prevent  me  from  seeing  you  make  the  most  unheard- 
of  sacrifices,  and  martyrizing  yourself  to  an  extent  that  has 
no  parallel  in  the  history  of  woman." 

And  yet,"  said  Zoe,  in  that  same  sweet  voice  of  mild 
resignation  in  which  for  a  long  time  past  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  speak,  "  those  sacrifices  must  be  made,  that  self 
martyrization  must  be  accomj)lished.  If  circumstances  pre- 
vent me  from  ensuring  my  own  happiness,  I  may  at  least  be 
permitted  the  satisfaction  of  doing  my  best  to  ensure  the 
happiness  of  others.  And  now,  my  dear  friend,  you  will 
oblige  me  by  abandoning  this  topic  for  the  present.  It  is 
not  on  the  eve  of  your  bridal  day  that  you  are  to  be  saddened 
by  the  infectious  influence  of  my  sorrows.  Besides,"  con- 
tinued the  amiable  lady,  smiling,  "  I  wish  to  be  gay  —  and  — 
and  —  happy,  —  as  happy  as  possible  on  this  occasion.  Am 
I  not  to  accompany  you  to  Fontainebleau,  and  shall  we  not 
some  days  or  weeks  hence  have  ample  leisure  to  discuss  all 
the  circumstances  which  regard  myself?   Then,  my  dear 
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Clarine,  you  shall  proffer  me  your  counsel,  but  for  the  pres- 
ent/^ added  Zoe,  somewhat  abruptly,  "  let  us  avert  our 
attention  from  the  subject." 

"  At  least  there  is  one  thing  you  promise  me?  "  said  Mad- 
emoiselle Volney,  "  one  thing  upon  which  I  must  insist,  — 
that  you  follow  the  advice  which  Baron  Louis  has  given,  and 
that  you  will  seek  the  earUest  opportunity  of  obtaining  com- 
petent medical  treatment?  Doubtless  at  Fontainebleau  we 
shall  find  trustworthy  and  talented  practitioners." 

Yes,  Clarine,"  answered  Zoe,  "  I  shall  fulfil  my  duty  in 
that  respect,  for  you  have  this  evening  convinced  me  by 
your  eloquent  reasoning  that  the  life  of  us  mortals  is  not  our 
own  to  be  disposed  of  as  we  will,  but  it  is  a  trust  confided  to 
us,  to  be  cherished,  watched  over,  and  cared  for  to  the  ut- 
most of  our  power." 

Mademoiselle  Volney,  yielding  to  her  friend's  wishes,  aban- 
doned the  topic  upon  which  they  had  previously  been  con- 
versing, although  it  was  with  reluctance  that  she  did  so ;  for 
she  experienced  the  warmest  affection  for  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith,  and  she  did  not  like  the  mood  into  which  Zoe  had 
relapsed,  nor  the  representations  she  had  made  since  that 
interview  with  the  physician  the  result  of  which  Clarine  had 
hoped  would  have  a  very  different  effect  upon  her  friend. 
And  now,  as  she  glanced  furtively  at  Zoe's  countenance, 
while  they  were  bending  their  way  back  to  the  chateau,  she 
could  not  help  thinking  there  was  something  unnatural  in  the 
serenely  sad  and  placidly  mournful  air  of  pensive  resignation 
which  sat  upon  the  features  of  Lady  Octavian  Meredith. 
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THE  FOREST 

The  last  beams  of  the  setting  sun,  on  that  same  Septem- 
ber evening  of  which  we  have  just  been  writing,  were  flicker- 
ing in  ruddy  hues  upon  the  western  outskirts  of  one  of  those 
great  forests  which  are  still  to  be  found  in  the  southern  parts 
of  France.  The  progress  of  civilization  creates  so  many  new 
wants  for  mankind  that  it  renders  it  needful  to  redeem  as 
much  territory  as  possible  from  its  wild  and  savage  primitive 
condition,  and  thus  it  is  that  the  great  forests  of  all  well- 
populated  countries  are  gradually  yielding  to  the  axe,  and 
the  space  which  has  been  occupied  by  giant  trees,  whose 
growth  indicated  the  lapse  of  centuries,  has  been  progressively 
brought  into  cultivation  that  the  golden  harvest  might  wave 
in  its  luxuriance.  But  still,  as  we  have  just  now  said,  there 
are  many  of  these  grand  old  forests  still  remaining,  and  some 
in  the  south  of  France.  We  do  not  mean  woods  of  limited 
extent,  nor  of  puny  growth,  nor  spaces  with  mere  patches  and 
isolated  groups  of  stunted  trees  upon  them,  such  as  in  Eng- 
land we  find  dubbed  by  the  name  of  "  forests,"  and  rather 
indicating  what  might  have  once  been  there  than  what  now 
exists.  But  we  are  speaking  of  forests  in  the  true  meaning 
of  the  term,  —  miles  and  miles  of  uninterrupted  mazes  of 
stately  trees,  forming  in  the  warmer  seasons  of  the  year  one 
vast  canopy  of  verdure  through  which  the  sunbeams  cannot 
penetrate. 

It  was  upon  such  a  forest  as  this  that  the  last  rays  from 
the  west  were  flickering  in  ruddy  hues  as  a  post-chaise  and 
four  entered  upon  the  road  intersecting  the  vast  maze  of 
verdure.  The  horses  had  been  changed  at  a  village  which 
stood  at  the  entrance  of  the  forest;  the  two  postilions 
cracked  their  whips  to  inspire  the  fresh  animals,  which  ap- 
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peared  to  be  of  somewhat  sluggish  disposition.  A  valet  in 
plain  clothes  was  seated  on  the  box,  and  a  young  man,  of 
exceedingly  handsome  appearance,  was  the  sole  occupant  of 
the  interior  of  the  chaise.  Not  to  observe  any  unnecessary 
mystery,  we  may  as  well  at  once  inform  our  reader  that  this 
was  Lord  Octavian  Meredith,  who  was  on  his  way  to  the  chateau 
where  he  knew  that  his  wife  resided,  —  that  wife  whom  he 
was  prepared  to  rejoin.  With  arms  folded  across  his  chest, 
and  in  a  profoundly  meditative  mood,  was  Lord  Octavian 
lying  back  in  the  vehicle.  The  forest  was  plunged  in  ob- 
scurity, though  not  so  complete  as  to  render  the  road  diffi- 
cult to  be  followed,  or  to  entail  the  necessity  of  having  the 
lamps  lighted.  Besides,  as  there  are  always  the  same  pos- 
tilions for  the  same  stages,  these  men  were  perfectly  con- 
versant with  the  route,  and  could  pursue  it  blindfold.  Yet 
the  forest  was  obscure,  as  we  have  said,  and  inside  the 
vehicle  it  was  quite  dark.  If,  however,  it  had  been  possible 
to  study  Octavian's  countenance  under  such  circumstances, 
it  would  have  been  perceived  that  though  exceedingly  pale 
and  bearing  the  traces  of  a  strong  mental  conflict  of  very 
recent  date,  it  wore  an  expression  of  firmest  resolve.  Yes, 
he  had  determined  to  rejoin  Zoe;  he  believed  that  Christina 
loved  him  not,  that  she  had  trifled  coquettishly  with  his  feel- 
ings, that  her  heart  was  not  so  thoroughly  good  and  in- 
genuous as  he  had  originally  deemed  it  to  be;  and  thus 
every  hope  being  destroyed  in  that  quarter,  it  was  with  a 
species  of  desperation  that  he  had  plunged  headlong,  as  it 
were,  into  the  performance  of  the  duty  which  he  owed  to  his 
wife. 

Deeper  into  the  forest  did  the  equipage  proceed.  The 
stage  was  an  unusually  long  one,  for  the  unbroken  maze  of 
trees  stretched  onward  for  a  distance  of  thirteen  or  fourteen 
miles,  and  in  the  interval  there  occurred  no  post-house  for 
relays.  The  chaise  had  accomplished  about  half  that  dis- 
tance, the  obscurity  had  now  deepened  into  almost  total 
darkness,  when  on  a  sudden  the  equipage  came  to  a  stop, 
but  with  a  jerking  abruptness  that  threw  Meredith  forward 
from  his  seat.  The  next  moment  he  heard  the  plunging  of 
horses,  ejaculations  of  terror  mingled  with  others  of  threats, 
the  trampling  of  feet,  the  sounds  of  blows,  and  then  the  re- 
port of  firearms.  All  these  alarming  noises  were  so  rapid 
in  succession,  or  indeed  might  almost  be  described  as  so 
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blended,  that  Octavian  found  the  conflict  over  by  the  time 
he  leaped  forth  from  the  vehicle.  For  a  conflict  it  really 
was,  though  he  scarcely  comprehended  its  circumstances,  and 
knew  nothing  at  all  of  its  results  until  a  little  while  after- 
ward. And  this  was  the  reason,  that  no  sooner  had  he 
sprung  forth  than  a  desperate  blow  was  dealt  him  either  by 
a  bludgeon  or  the  butt  end  of  a  pistol,  and  he  was  stricken 
down  senseless. 

As  Lord  Octavian  slowly  came  back  to  consciousness,  he 
gradually  grew  aware  that  he  was  lying  by  the  side  of  the 
road,  and  the  beams  of  a  lantern  moving  about  showed  him 
the  dark  shape  of  the  vehicle.  He  heard  footsteps;  they 
were  those  of  a  single  person,  and  by  this  person  the  lantern 
was  being  carried.  Meredith's  ideas  were  at  first  in  a  be- 
wildering confusion,  but  conspicuous  amongst  them  was  the 
sense  of  extreme  danger,  and  he  therefore  lay  perfectly  still 
until  he  might  glean  something  more  of  the  circumstances 
which  surrounded  him. 

A  pain  in  his  head  reminded  the  young  nobleman  of  how 
he  had  been  stricken  down;  and  fortunate  for  him  was  it 
that  he  had  on  his  hat  at  the  time,  or  else  the  blow  which 
merely  stunned  would  have  proved  fatal.  All  was  silent 
with  the  exception  of  those  footsteps  that  accompanied  the 
movements  of  the  lantern.  There  was  not  so  much  as  the 
impatient  stamping  of  a  horse,  nor  the  rattling  of  the  har- 
ness. But  no  wonder,  for  by  the  light  of  the  lantern  Mere- 
dith in  a  few  minutes  perceived  that  the  horses  had  been 
detached  from  the  chaise  and  were  no  longer  there.  At  the 
same  time  he  observed  that  the  lantern  was  borne  by  a 
female,  and  that  as  she  carried  it  in  one  hand,  she  sup- 
ported herself  with  a  stick  held  in  the  other.  He  could  not 
as  yet  see  her  face,  but  he  beheld  enough  to  convince  him 
that  she  was  a  crone  bowed  with  age. 

He  watched  her  movements,  not  choosing  as  yet  to  give 
any  sign  of  life  which  might  attract  her  attention,  for  fear 
lest  she  should  be  connected  with  the  ruffians  who  had  per- 
petrated the  outrage,  and  that  they  might  still  be  within  the 
summoning  range  of  her  voice.  Of  the  extent  of  this  out- 
rage he  was  as  yet  ignorant,  although  he  dreaded  the  worst, 
because  he  beheld  not  his  valet  nor  the  postilions,  and  be- 
cause he  recollected  the  violence  of  the  blows  and  the  report 
of  the  firearms  which  he  had  heard.    Raising  himself  very, 
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very  gently  upon  his  elbow,  he  endeavoured  to  penetrate 
more  scrutinizingly  through  the  gloom  which  prevailed 
around  save  and  except  where  the  lantern  glimmered  like  a 
will-o'-the-wisp.  The  crone  was  stooping  down;  something 
dark  lay  underneath  the  lantern.  Octavian  shuddered  with 
the  horrible  suspicion  which  swept  through  his  brain,  but 
the  next  instant  he  shuddered  more  deeply  and  coldly  still 
as  the  rays  of  that  lantern  fell  upon  the  white  face  of  a  human 
being,  and  he  recognized  his  own  valet. 

In  a  moment  he  was  upon  his  feet;  he  sprang  toward  the 
old  woman,  who  shrieked  out  in  affright,  and  clutching  her 
violently  by  the  arm,  he  exclaimed,  in  the  French  tongue, 
*'  Wretch!  are  you  plundering  the  dead  whom  your  accom- 
plices have  murdered?  " 

"  No,  sir,  no!  Heaven  forbid! "  responded  the  crone,  with 
so  sudden  a  regaining  of  her  self-possession  that  Meredith 
felt  convinced  she  was  innocent  of  the  charge  he  had  levelled 
against  her.  I  am  here  to  render  assistance,  if  possible, 
but  it  is  too  late  for  the  others.  You  only  appear  to  be 
safe." 

"Too  late!"  exclaimed  Meredith,  horrified  at  the  idea 
which  these  words  conveyed.      God  forbid!    Let  us  see." 

He  snatched  the  lantern  from  the  woman's  hand,  and  he 
now  perceived  that  his  first  impression  was  correct,  that  she 
was  a  very  aged  crone,  and  that  the  exceeding  ugliness  of 
her  countenance  might  well  under  existing  circumstances  be 
taken  for  doubly  and  trebly  sinister  in  its  aspect.  Lord 
Octavian,  holding  the  lantern  high  up,  so  as  to  fling  its  light 
upon  the  scene,  prepared  himself  for  something  dreadful, 
and  he  prepared  himself  not  in  vain.  Near  one  of  the  fore- 
wheels  of  the  chaise  lay  his  unfortunate  valet;  the  mark 
where  a  pistol  bullet  had  entered  was  in  the  middle  of  the 
forehead,  and  thence  the  blood  was  trickling.  A  little 
farther  on  lay  one  of  the  postilions,  with  his  skull  horribly 
shattered,  evidently  by  a  bludgeon;  and  farther  on  still  was 
the  other  postilion,  lying  lifeless  over  the  trunk  of  a  tree 
which  had  been  cut  down  in  such  a  manner  as  to  fall  com- 
pletely across  the  road.  The  cause  of  the  sudden  stoppage 
of  the  vehicle  was  thus  explained,  and  from  the  position  in 
which  this  last-mentioned  postilion  was  found  Meredith  con- 
cluded that  he  must  at  the  outset  have  been  pitched  over 
the  horse's  head  by  the  abruptness  with  which  the  animal 
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had  come  to  a  full  stop  on  encountering  the  tree.  Then,  no 
doubt,  the  villains  had  set  upon  the  unfortunate  postilion, 
and  had  despatched  him  on  the  spot,  for  his  skull  was  like- 
wise battered  in. 

Such  was  the  harrowing  spectacle  which  in  the  ghastliness 
and  fearfulness  of  its  details  was  shadowed  forth  to  the 
young  nobleman  by  the  light  of  the  lantern.  The  horses, 
as  we  have  already  said,  were  gone,  and  on  pursuing  his  in- 
spection, he  perceived  that  his  own  trunks  and  that  of  his 
unfortunate  valet  had  been  carried  off.  Bethinking  himself 
of  something  which  had  not  before  smitten  him,  he  felt  about 
his  person.  His  watch  and  his  purse  were  gone,  a  pocket- 
book  containing  bank-notes  had  likewise  been  taken  from 
him,  the  very  rings  from  his  fingers  had  been  stripped  off; 
he  was  completely  despoiled,  even  to  a  gold  pencil-case 
which  he  was  wont  to  carry  in  his  waistcoat  pocket.  He 
now  examined  the  person  of  his  valet,  but  as  he  had  only  too 
well  anticipated,  it  was  similarly  rifled.  The  entire  investi- 
gation of  the  scene  and  of  all  these  particulars  had  occupied 
but  a  few  minutes.  Stupendously  shocking  as  the  details 
were,  there  was,  alas,  no  difficulty  in  embracing  them  with 
a  too  frightful  accuracy  at  a  few  rapid  glances,  and  all  the 
while  Octavian  so  managed  as  not  to  lose  sight  of  the  crone. 
For  if  she  had  attempted  to  escape  he  would  at  once  have 
brought  her  back,  and  he  would  naturally  have  regarded  the 
circumstance  as  a  proof  of  her  guilty  complicity  with  the 
perpetrators  of  the  whole  satanic  outrage.  But  she  showed 
no  inclination  to  quit  the  spot,  and  now  Octavian  accosted 
her  once  more. 

"  How  came  you  here?  "  he  asked,  narrowly  watching  her 
countenance  as  he  held  the  lantern  up  for  the  purpose. 

"  I  live  in  a  cottage  hard  by,"  she  responded,  "  and  hear- 
ing a  noise  in  the  road,  I  got  up,  dressed  myself,  and  came 
out.  I  thought  at  first  it  was  a  carriage  which  had  upset, 
but  on  reaching  the  spot  I  found  how  dreadful  was  the  work 
that  had  been  done,  and  I  was  looking  to  see  if  any  of 
the  victims  yet  lived,  when  you  started  up  and  accosted 
me." 

Her  countenance  changed  not  in  a  suspicious  manner,  and 
even  despite  her  hideous  ugliness,  there  was  upon  it  an  ex- 
pression of  rude,  rough  peasant-like  frankness.  She  was 
very  poorly  clad;  indeed  her  appearance  was  indicative  of 
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the  utmost  poverty.  Her  tale  seemed  probable  enough,  and 
Meredith  was  inclined  to  believe  it. 

"  This  is  a  dreadful  crime  which  has  been  perpetrated," 
he  said,  and  I  am  bewildered  how  to  act.  Are  there  no 
habitations  nearer  than  the  villages  at  the  entrance  and  at 
the  extremity  of  the  forest?  " 

"  Only  a  few  such  poor  cottages  as  the  hut  that  I  live  in," 
was  the  woman's  answer.  "  But  perhaps  some  of  the 
mounted  police  may  come  this  way  presently." 

"  Does  the  forest  bear  a  bad  repute?  "  inquired  Meredith. 

"  People  have  been  sometimes  robbed  here,"  answered  the 
woman,  "  but  they  have  generally  been  solitary  travellers, 
either  on  horse  or  foot,  and  I  never  before  knew  of  such  a 
desperate  performance  as  this.  I  have  lived  for  years  and 
years  in  the  depth  of  this  forest,  with  my  poor  deceased 
husband  for  a  long  time,  and  since  his  death  by  myself,  but 
I  never  till  now  knew  of  blood  being  shed.  I  suppose  it  is 
some  gang  that  has  gathered  in  the  forest,  but  the  police  will 
soon  hunt  them  down  after  such  a  crime  as  this." 

Meredith  suffered  the  old  woman  to  go  on  talking  without 
interruption,  as  he  wished  still  to  study  her  looks  as  much 
as  possible  in  order  to  ascertain  what  degree  of  confidence  he 
might  place  in  her.  She  continued  to  address  him  with  the 
same  air  of  rude,  uncouth,  but  honest  bluntness  which  he 
had  previously  remarked,  and  thus  his  impression  grew 
stronger  and  stronger  in  her  favour. 

"  Do  you  think,"  he  asked,  "  that  I  should  be  likely  to 
obtain  the  loan  of  a  horse  at  any  one  of  the  cottages  of  which 
you  speak?  I  would  in  that  case  ride  back  to  the  village  at 
the  entrance  of  the  forest." 

"  A  horse?  No,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  woman.  "  They  are 
only  poor  people  like  myself  who  have  huts  in  this  forest; 
they  get  their  little  bit  of  a  livelihood  as  woodmen." 

"  Then  what  am  I  to  do? demanded  Meredith,  with  a 
bewildered  air. 

Indeed  he  was  sorely  perplexed,  and  had  every  reason  to 
find  himself  so.  If  he  left  that  spot  to  walk  to  either  of  the 
villages,  he  might  fall  in  with  the  brigands,  who  would  most 
probably  despatch  him,  as  they  already  believed  they  had 
done  and  had  intended  to  do.  If  he  remained  where  he  was, 
to  await  the  arrival  of  the  mounted  police,  the  murderers 
might  come  back.   His  predicament  was  bewildering  to  a  de- 


400 


REYNOLDS'  WORKS 


gree;  he  was  utterly  penniless,  all  his  jewelry  was  gone,  his 
pocketbook,  containing  his  passport  and  other  papers,  had 
likewise  disappeared;  he  had  not  even  the  means  of  proving 
his  identity  as  an  English  nobleman  and  thus  obtaining  a 
supply  of  money  at  the  next  village  if  he  were  to  bend  his 
way  thither.  According  to  previous  inquiries  which  he  had 
made,  he  was  full  fifty  miles  from  the  chateau  where  his  wife 
dwelt,  and  which  he  had  hoped  to  reach  at  an  early  hour  on 
the  following  morning.  He  was  cruelly  shocked  and  dis- 
tressed likewise  at  the  death  of  his  valet  and  of  the  two 
unfortunate  postilions,  and  he  suffered  severe  pain  from  the 
blow  received  on  the  head. 

"  After  all,''  he  thought  to  himself,  "  the  best  thing  I  can 
do  is  to  remain  in  the  forest  for  the  night,  if  I  can  obtain  an 
asylum  where  I  shall  be  in  safety,  and  then  in  the  morning 
I  might  get  back  to  the  village  where  the  last  relay  was  ob- 
tained. The  landlord  of  the  inn  at  which  we  stopped  to  take 
refreshments  would  perhaps  furnish  me  with  funds  to  carry 
me  forward  to  my  destination,  or  the  mayor  or  some  other 
local  authority  would  have  this  much  confidence  in  me. 
Even  if  the  worst  should  happen,  I  could  but  remain  at  the 
inn  until  I  had  time  to  communicate  with  Zoe." 

Such  were  the  thoughts  that  now  passed  through  the  mind 
of  the  young  nobleman,  and  having  more  or  less  come  to  a 
decision  on  the  point,  he  again  turned  to  the  old  woman,  to 
whose  hand  he  had  in  the  meanwhile  restored  the  lantern. 

"  Those  villains  have  robbed  me  of  everything  I  possess," 
he  said,  "  and  I  have  not  at  this  moment  the  means  of  be- 
stowing the  slightest  recompense  upon  any  person  at  whose 
hands  I  might  receive  a  civility.  Do  you  think  that  one  of 
the  cottagers  of  whom  you  have  spoken  would  give  me  an 
asylum  for  a  few  hours?  " 

I  am  sure  they  would,"  answered  the  crone,  with  her 
rough  air  of  confidence.  "  Though  we  are  all  poor  in  these 
parts,  yet  we  are  not  savages." 

"  Whose  is  the  nearest  cottage?  "  inquired  Meredith. 

"  Mine,  for  that  matter,"  responded  the  old  woman;  "  and 
if  you  like  to  turn  in  and  rest  yourself  there,  you  are  truly 
welcome.  But  I  can  offer  nothing  more  than  the  humblest 
accommodation,  and  as  for  recompense,  a  civil  word  at  part- 
ing is  everything  that  will  be  required  by  Dame  Roquette." 

"  You  shall  have  the  civil  word,  Dame  Roquette,"  an- 
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swered  Meredith,  "  and  a  much  more  substantial  reward 
shall  follow  so  soon  as  I  obtain  the  means  of  bestowing  it. 
We  will  not  leave  the  remains  of  these  unfortunate  men  to 
become  a  prey  to  the  vermin  or  birds  of  the  forest.  Hold 
you  the  lantern  while  I  drag  the  bodies  into  the  chaise." 

This  task  was  shortly  accomplished,  and  Meredith  then 
said,  "  Now  lead  the  way,  good  dame,  to  your  abode,  and  I 
will  follow.'' 

The  woman  Roquette,  carrying  the  lantern  in  her  hand, 
hobbled  off  from  the  spot,  leaning  upon  her  stick,  and  plun- 
ging into  the  deeper  forest  mazes  which  skirted  the  road,  she 
proceeded  for  a  distance  of  about  a  mile.  Meredith  was  just 
wondering  how  the  noise  of  the  conflict  in  the  road  could 
possibly  have  reached  the  ears  of  the  old  woman  if  her 
dwelling-place  were  thus  remote,  when  she  stopped  at  the 
door  of  what  proved  to  be  a  little  hovel.  It  stood  so  com- 
pletely embowered  in  the  depth  of  the  forest  that  even  in  the 
daytime  a  stranger  in  the  district  would  have  failed  to  notice 
that  there  was  a  human  habitation  there  until  he  came 
altogether  upon  it.  Dame  Roquette  pushed  open  the  door, 
and  Octavian  followed  her  into  the  place. 

The  hut  was  divided  into  two  compartments,  one  contain- 
ing a  great  quantity  of  the  small  brushwood  which  the  crone 
had  gathered  in  the  forest,  and  also  a  number  of  logs  rudely 
chopped  up.  The  other  compartment,  which  was  the  larger 
of  the  two,  displayed  a  meagre  and  wretched  assortment 
of  furniture,  all  of  the  roughest  materials.  There  was  a 
bed  in  one  corner,  and  the  half-opened  door  of  a  cupboard 
showed  a  scanty  supply  of  food  of  the  most  frugal  descrip- 
tion. 

"  If  it  weren't  for  the  kindness  of  the  woodmen  toward  a 
poor  lone  body  like  me,"  said  Dame  Roquette,  "  I  don't 
know  what  would  become  of  me.  They  give  me  logs  for  fir- 
ing, and  when  they  take  their  own  fagots  to  the  village  in 
the  hand-cart  which  half  a  dozen  of  them  have  in  common 
amongst  them,  they  take  mine  likewise.  The  forest-keepers 
are  also  good  enough  in  their  way,  and  often  when  I  come 
home  I  find  a  loaf  and  a  piece  of  cheese,  with  occasionally  a 
hare  or  a  rabbit,  upon  my  table." 

Good  heavens,  what  a  life  for  a  human  being  to  lead!  " 
thought  Meredith  to  himself.  "  How  little  do  the  dwellers 
amidst  the  luxuries  of  great  cities  and  towns  know  of  the 
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fearful  struggles  which  so  many  of  their  fellow  creatures  have 
to  make  to  keep  body  and  soul  together!  " 

"  You  can  have  this  room,  sir,  and  welcome,"  continued 
Dame  Roquette.  ^'  I  will  stretch  myself  on  a  bit  of  straw 
that  there  is  amongst  the  fagots  and  logs." 

"  I  will  not  deprive  you,  my  good  woman,  of  your  resting- 
place.  I  could  not  do  such  a  thing,"  answered  Meredith. 
"  I  will  stretch  myself  on  the  fagots  there,  and  thanks  for 
the  accommodation.    But  you  are  sure  —  " 

He  was  about  to  ask  whether  the  crone  was  confident  that 
the  robbers  were  not  likely  to  revisit  her  cottage;  he  how- 
ever checked  himself,  as  it  struck  him  in  the  first  place  that 
there  was  something  pusillanimous  in  the  query,  and  in  the 
second  place  that  it  was  a  useless  one,  as  she  could  not 
possibly  tell  what  the  lawless  ruffians  might  do,  —  unless 
indeed  she  were  an  accomplice  of  theirs,  which  however  he 
no  longer  suspected. 

"  Good  night,  dame,"  he  said,  and  passing  into  the  ad- 
joining room,  he  closed  the  door  of  communication  between 
the  two  compartments. 

Octavian  threw  himself  down  upon  the  straw  which  lay 
on  the  ground  in  that  place,  but  he  had  not  been  long  there 
before  his  mind  underwent  a  sudden  and  complete  revulsion 
in  respect  to  Dame  Roquette.  Something  had  struck  him 
like  a  flash  of  lightning.  She  had  told  him,  when  they  were 
in  the  road  together,  that  on  hearing  certain  noises  she  had 
got  up,  dressed  herself,  and  issued  forth.  But  this  tale  was 
far  from  being  consistent  with  the  fact  that  her  humble  pallet 
in  the  next  room  showed  that  it  had  not  been  disturbed  that 
night;  the  patchwork  coverUd  was  spread  neatly  and 
smoothly  over  the  bedding,  and  the  bolster,  covered  with 
the  sheet  of  coarse  unbleached  linen,  which  may  be  seen  in 
the  humblest  hovel  in  France,  bore  not  the  impression  of  a 
human  head  having  reposed  there. 

The  dame  therefore  had  evidently  told  a  falsehood,  and  a 
most  unnecessary  one  if  she  were  honest.  Again  too  arose 
in  Octavian's  mind  the  thought  that  the  hut  was  too  far 
from  the  road  for  any  sounds  occurring  in  the  one  place  to  be 
heard  at  the  other,  especially  by  an  old  crone  whose  age 
forbade  the  belief  that  her  sense  of  hearing  was  any  of  the 
keenest.  And  then,  too,  even  if  she  did  hear  the  sounds, 
how  could  she  possibly  mistake  them  for  the  upsetting  of  a 
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vehicle,  when  the  loudest  of  the  noises  was  the  report  of  the 
firearms?  All  points  considered,  Meredith  felt  convinced 
that  there  was  something  wrong  about  the  woman,  —  per- 
haps even  the  very  worst,  namely,  that  she  might  be  an 
accomplice  of  the  brutal  brigand  murderers. 

What  course  should  he  pursue?  If  he  were  suddenly  to 
pounce  upon  her  and  accuse  her  of  treachery,  her  cries  might 
bring  the  rujfiSans  to  her  succour,  and  to  the  accomplishment 
of  his  own  destruction,  for  who  could  tell  how  close  they 
might  be  in  the  vicinage  of  the  hovel?  But  if,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  were  to  endeavour  to  steal  forth,  she  might  hear 
him,  and  a  similar  result  would  ensue.  Again,  he  thought 
to  himself  that  if  he  lingered  there  the  villains  might  come 
to  the  place,  it  might  be  their  rendezvous,  and  they  would 
perhaps  despatch  him  for  fear  lest  the  information  he  might 
give  should  lead  to  their  detection.  All  things  considered, 
Octavian  resolved  to  seize  upon  the  old  woman,  and  by 
threats  of  wreaking  a  prompt  vengeance  upon  her,  make 
her  confess  whatsoever  he  might  be  enabled  to  extort. 
But  scarcely  had  he  come  to  this  determination  when 
his  ear  caught  the  sounds  of  footsteps  approaching  the  cot- 
tage. 

It  will  be  deemed  no  derogation  to  his  natural  bravery  if 
we  admit  that  Meredith  was  for  a  moment  seized  with  a 
mortal  terror  as  the  hideous  idea  struck  him  that  he  was  now 
indeed  completely  in  the  power  of  the  murderers.  But  as 
that  glacial  shudder  passed  rapidly  off,  his  first  impulse  was 
to  seize  upon  a  log  of  wood  and  sell  his  life  as  dearly  as 
possible.  He  was  enveloped  in  utter  darkness,  and  scarcely 
had  he  snatched  up  the  billet,  when  he  heard  the  front  door 
gently  open.  It  was  Dame  Roquette  stealing  forth;  the 
heavier  footsteps  outside  instantaneously  ceased.  Octavian 
felt  assured  that  she  had  encountered  the  brigands,  —  she 
was  telling  them  that  he  was  there.  The  idea  now  struck 
him  that  he  would  seize  the  opportunity  to  attempt  an  escape 
by  gliding  forth  and  plunging  into  the  mazes  of  the  forest. 
He  opened  the  door  communicating  with  the  room  whence 
the  old  woman  had  just  emerged,  but  the  light  was  still 
burning  there,  he  would  be  seen  on  crossing  the  threshold, 
bullets  would  be  discharged  at  him,  death  would  in  that  case 
be  inevitable;  he  felt  that  he  had  better  trust  to  the  chapter 
of  accidents.    At  the  very  instant  that  he  came  to  this 
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decision  he  heard  a  man's  voice  say,  "  Well,  go  your  ways 
now,  and  remember  the  business  for  to-morrow." 

Yes,  yes,"  answered  three  or  four  whispering  voices,  and 
then  the  sounds  of  retreating  footsteps  met  Octavian's  ears. 

He  still  held  the  door  of  communication  ajar,  and  now  he 
heard  the  same  voice  which  had  just  given  the  order  to  the 
gang  to  disperse  say,  in  a  low  tone,  "  Do  you  really  think 
he  is  asleep?  " 

"  I  believe  so,"  replied  Dame  Roquette,  "  for  he  looked 
dreadfully  tired,  as  well  as  completely  overcome  by  the 
scene." 

^*  Good,"  rejoined  the  man.  "  If  he  sleeps  there  is  no  use 
in  doing  him  a  mischief,  as  he  has  nothing  more  to  be  robbed 
of.    But  we  shall  see." 

Octavian  gently  closed  the  door,  and  at  once  laid  himself 
down  on  the  straw,  for  his  mind  was  suddenly  made  up  what 
course  to  adopt.  He  perceived  that  there  was  no  intention 
to  commit  an  unnecessary  murder;  he  comprehended  like- 
wise that  the  man  who  had  remained  behind,  and  who  ap- 
peared to  be  the  chief  of  the  gang,  was  going  to  confer  with 
Dame  Roquette,  and  he  saw  that  if  it  were  possible  to  hear 
their  discourse  he  might  not  only  ascertain  what  the  con- 
templated business  was  for  the  morrow,  but  likewise  glean 
enough  to  enable  the  police  authorities  to  make  a  capture 
of  the  whole  gang. 
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Lord  Octavian  Meredith  knew  perfectly  well  that  cir- 
cumstances were  now  compelling  him  to  play  a  very  perilous 
game,  but  all  his  fortitude  and  self-possession  were  at  his 
command,  especially  as  he  believed  and  hoped  there  was  now 
only  one  male  ruffian  to  deal  with  in  case  of  emergency.  He 
deposited  himself  upon  the  straw,  assuming  the  attitude  of 
one  who  slept;  he  composed  his  features  in  a  suitable  manner, 
he  breathed  as  if  he  were  indeed  an  unconscious  slumberer. 

He  heard  the  old  woman  and  her  ruffian  companion  steal 
into  the  hut;  the  outer  door  was  then  gently  closed.  The 
door  of  communication  between  the  two  rooms  was  next 
opened,  with  an  evident  study  to  avoid  making  the  slightest 
disturbance,  and  this  was  an  additional  proof  to  Meredith 
that  an  unnecessary  crime  was  not  contemplated.  He  kept 
his  eyes  closed;  the  footsteps  of  a  man  advanced  toward 
him,  but  they  were  only  just  audible.  The  light  was  passed 
three  or  four  times  across  his  countenance;  he  moved  not, 
he  maintained  the  most  perfect  self-possession,  his  eyelids 
quivered  not.  He  looked  what  he  feigned  to  be  —  fast 
asleep.  The  ruffian  retreated  as  noiselessly  as  he  had  en- 
tered. Meredith  would  not  trust  himself  even  to  the  slight- 
est raising  of  an  eyelid,  for  fear  lest  the  robber  should  still 
be  looking  toward  him,  and  he  knew  that  the  faintest  dis- 
closure of  the  eyeball  would  reflect  upon  the  lantern.  The 
man  passed  out,  and  the  door  closed  behind  him,  the  whole 
proceeding  being  conducted  with  extremest  caution  on  his 
part. 

Meredith  now  heard  the  voices  of  Dame  Roquette  and  the 
man  whispering  in  the  adjoining  room,  and  with  the  utmost 
caution  did  he  move  toward  the  door  in  the  thin  partition. 
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There  he  listened.  Never  was  breath  more  suspensefully 
held,  never  were  ears  more  keenly  set  to  catch  the  sounds  of 
low  speaking  tongues.  And  as  the  eyes  get  accustomed  to 
the  darkness  and  gradually  perceive  objects  through  them, 
so  do  the  ears  get  habituated,  as  it  were,  to  the  accents  of 
the  voice,  however  low  the  whispering  may  be,  for  it  is  thus 
that  the  human  faculties  at  times  develop  their  wondrous 
powers.  So  it  was  with  Meredith  now,  and  if  he  could  not 
catch  all  that  was  being  said  in  the  adjoining  room,  he  at 
least  heard  sufficient  to  make  him  aware  of  a  most  ramified 
piece  of  villainy  that  was  in  embryo,  and  also  sufficient  to 
make  him  rejoice  inwardly  that  he  was  enabled  thus  to 
listen. 

Presently,  when  Octavian  thought  that  the  conversation 
betwixt  the  man  and  the  woman  in  the  adjoining  room  was 
drawing  to  a  close,  he  was  about  to  creep  back  to  his  place 
upon  the  straw,  but  a  question  put  by  the  male  villain  led 
him  to  tarry  at  the  threshold  a  little  longer. 

And  after  all,  then,"  he  said,    it  was  a  false  alarm?  " 

"  Yes,  no  one  passed  the  spot,  no  one  came  near  it,"  re- 
plied Dame  Roquette,  "  and  there  I  consequently  very  soon 
was,  with  my  lantern  in  my  hands.  I  had  just  stripped  the 
valet  of  his  watch  and  purse  when  the  gentleman  himself 
came  to  his  senses." 

"  But  you  had  previously  rifled  him  likewise?  " 

"  Of  course,  —  or  how  could  I  have  just  now  given  you 
all  the  things  I  found  about  him?  It  was  a  wonder,"  con- 
tinued Dame  Roquette,  "  that  he  didn't  come  to  his  senses 
while  I  was  dipping  my  hands  into  his  pockets  and  pulling 
off  his  rings,  but  he  did  not.  Ah,  how  he  startled  me 
for  a  moment  when  he  afterwards  came  rushing  toward 
me!" 

"  Oh,  but  you  have  got  such  a  brazen  hardihood,"  rejoined 
her  ruffian  companion,  "  you  are  seldom  or  never  taken 
aback." 

"  Hush,  hush!  —  not  too  loud!  "  said  the  dame. 

"  Oh,  he  was  sleeping  as  soundly  as  possible,"  answered 
the  chief  of  the  gang,  for  such  Meredith  had  discovered  him 
actually  to  be.  "  And  now  I  must  be  off,  for  I've  got  many 
good  miles  to  ride  before  daylight.  Remember  all  I  have 
said." 

"  Yes,  yes,  there's  no  fear,"  responded  Dame  Roquette. 
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"  Directly  Moulin  returns  to-morrow,  I  will  send  around  the 
word." 

Meredith  now  considered  it  expedient  to  creep  back  to  the 
straw,  and  this  move  he  accomplished  with  a  most  scrupulous 
caution.  About  five  minutes  afterward  the  brigand  again 
entered  the  little  room  with  the  lantern  in  his  hand;  again 
did  Meredith  submit  with  admirable  presence  of  mind  to  the 
process  of  having  the  light  passed  before  his  eyes,  and  the 
desperado  retreated,  with  the  full  conviction  that  the  young 
nobleman  was  sound  asleep.  He  then  issued  from  the  cot- 
tage, and  Octavian  felt  within  himself  that  he  was  now 
altogether  safe. 

He  might  have  availed  himself  of  the  present  opportunity 
to  seize  upon  the  old  woman  according  to  one  of  the  ideas 
which  had  originally  struck  him,  but  he  no  longer  thought 
it  expedient  to  adopt  this  course.  The  facts  he  had  learned 
from  the  whispered  conversation  decided  him  upon  going  on 
altogether  another  tack.  He  therefore  lay  quiet;  hour 
after  hour  passed;  he  felt  not  the  slightest  inclination  to 
sleep,  and  the  reader  may  rest  assured  that  he  did  not 
voluntarily  court  the  advance  of  slumber. 

The  gray  dawn  of  morning  at  length  began  to  glimmer 
through  a  little  square  window  which  there  was  in  the  room 
where  Octavian  lay,  and  he  now  resolved  to  depart.  He 
knocked  at  the  partition  door;  Dame  Roquette,  who  was 
already  up  and  dressed,  bade  him  enter  the  room,  and  he 
did  so.  He  assumed  the  most  courteous  demeanour,  thanked 
her  for  her  hospitality,  and  promised  to  take  the  earliest 
opportunity  of  rewarding  her. 

She  had  already  begun  to  prepare  breakfast,  and  she  in- 
vited him  to  remain  to  partake  of  it;  but  he  declined,  plead- 
ing his  anxiety  to  get  to  the  nearest  village  and  continue  his 
journey  onward. 

Bidding  Dame  Roquette  farewell.  Lord  Octavian  Meredith 
issued  from  the  cottage,  and  made  the  best  of  his  way  through 
that  part  of  the  forest  which  led  toward  the  road  where  the 
foul  crime  of  the  preceding  night  had  been  perpetrated. 

On  reaching  the  spot  he  found  half  a  dozen  of  the  mounted 
police  there;  they  had  only  just  discovered  the  chaise  and 
the  hideous  tragedy  which  its  ghastly  contents  revealed. 
Meredith  was  at  once  enabled  to  give  those  fearful  explana- 
tions which  are  already  known  to  the  reader,  and  the  officer 
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who  was  in  command  of  the  party  requested  the  young  noble- 
man to  accompany  them  to  the  village  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  forest.  A  couple  of  the  gendarmes'  horses  were 
attached  to  the  chaise,  and  toward  the  village  did  the  pro- 
cession repair. 

It  will  be  seen  that  Dame  Roquette  was  still  suffered  to 
continue  at  large,  although  Octavian  communicated  to  the 
officers  all  that  he  knew  concerning  her  complicity  with  the 
organized  gang.  The  reason  that  she  was  not  at  once  ar- 
rested will  presently  transpire. 

On  the  village  being  reached,  immense  was  the  sensation 
produced  amongst  its  inhabitants  by  the  tidings  of  the 
hideous  tragedy  in  the  forest,  and  by  the  spectacle  of  the 
corpses  as  they  were  borne  forth  from  the  chaise.  Lord 
Octavian  and  the  officer  of  the  mounted  police  lost  no  time 
in  holding  a  conference  with  the  mayor,  but  this  was  of  the 
most  private  character,  and  nothing  of  its  nature  transpired. 
Immediately  it  broke  up  Lord  Octavian  resumed  his  journey 
in  another  equipage,  he  having  received  a  loan  from  the 
mayor  to  meet  his  immediate  pecuniary  requirements. 

It  was  a  little  past  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  the 
young  English  nobleman  thus  pursued  his  journey,  —  now 
unattended,  and  having  to  deplore  the  loss  of  a  valet  who 
had  served  him  faithfully.  The  forest  was  traversed,  the 
fatal  spot  where  the  hideous  tragedy  had  taken  place  was 
passed,  and  when  once  the  maze  of  countless  trees  was  left 
behind,  the  road  lay  through  an  open  country  over  which 
the  eye  could  range  to  a  considerable  distance  on  either  side. 
Upwards  of  thirty  miles  were  so  accomplished,  and  it  was 
between  one  and  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  when  the  post- 
chaise  entered  a  town  where  Octavian  purposed  to  tarry  a 
brief  space  that  he  might  procure  the  refreshment  of  which 
he  stood  so  much  in  need,  for  he  had  not  as  yet  broken  his 
fast. 

The  equipage  drove  up  to  the  door  of  the  principal  hotel 
in  the  place,  and  on  alighting,  Lord  Octavian  observed  two 
handsome  travelling-carriages  which  had  evidently  only  ar- 
rived a  few  minutes  previous,  as  the  post-horses  which  were 
now  to  be  changed  had  not  as  yet  moved  away  from  the 
vicinage  of  the  hotel.  A  couple  of  domestics  in  handsome 
liveries  were  conversing  with  a  third  menial  in  plain  clothes, 
and  who  was  evidently  a  valet  in  the  same  service  as  the 
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footmen  themselves.  Octavian  therefore  concluded  that 
some  family  of  distinction  had  halted  at  this  same  hotel 
where  his  own  equipage  had  stopped,  but  his  mind  was  too 
much  engrossed  with  a  variety  of  subjects  to  have  scope  for 
any  curiosity  on  that  particular  point.  Inquiring  for  a 
private  room,  his  demand  was  attended  to  by  a  waiter  of  the 
establishment,  who  requested  him  to  ascend  to  the  first 
floor.  Octavian  followed  the  domestic  up  the  staircase,  and 
at  the  moment  they  reached  the  landing  the  door  of  an  apart- 
ment suddenly  opened  and  a  lady  came  forth.  Ejaculations 
burst  from  the  lips  of  this  lady  as  well  as  from  those  of  Octa- 
vian, for  it  was  the  wife  who  was  thus  unexpectedly  met  by 
the  husband  at  that  place. 

Zoe's  first  impulse  was  to  spring  forward  and  throw  herself 
into  Octavian's  arms,  but  all  in  a  moment  a  sickening  sensa- 
tion came  over  her  as  she  remembered  that  he  loved  another. 
She  staggered  against  the  door-post,  and  would  have  fallen, 
were  it  not  that  Lord  Octavian  himself  rushed  toward  her 
and  caught  her  in  his  arms. 

"  Zoe,  my  dearest  wife!"  he  murmured,  as  he  strained 
her  to  his  breast.  "  I  was  coming  to  seek  you,  I  was  on  my 
way  to  join  you,  to  do  my  duty  by  you  henceforth.  But  by 
what  lucky  chance  is  it  that  I  meet  you  here?  " 

"  Octavian,  is  it  possible,"  said  Zoe,  in  accents  tremulous 
with  mingled  joy  and  wonderment,  "  that  I  have  heard 
aright,  or  do  my  ears  deceive  me?  " 

It  is  true,  Zoe,"  responded  Meredith;  "  but,  oh,  I  have 
so  much  to  tell  you."  Then  suddenly  recollecting  that  the 
hotel  servant  was  a  spectator  of  this  scene,  he  turned  to  him, 
saying,  "  Conduct  us  to  the  private  room  that  I  have  asked 
for." 

The  waiter  at  once  obeyed;  Zoe  and  Octavian  were  now 
alone  together. 

"  Can  you  forgive  me,  Zoe?  "  asked  her  husband,  seating 
himself  by  her  side,  taking  her  hand,  and  gazing  upon  her 
with  looks  of  earnest  entreaty;  "  is  it  possible  that  you  can 
forgive  me,  that  you  can  receive  me  again  as  I  wish  to  be 
received,  for  I  am  aware,  Zoe,  that  you  know  everything  — 
alas,  I  have  long  been  convinced  of  it." 

For  some  minutes  the  amiable  young  lady  was  so  over- 
powered by  her  feelings  that  she  could  give  no  response ;  the 
tears  trickled  down  her  cheeks,  but  through  them  she  gazed 
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with  the  most  earnest  and  devoted  affection  upon  her  hus- 
band. Again  and  again  did  he  press  her  to  his  heart,  but 
his  own  voice  was  now  stifled  by  the  emotions  which  agitated 
within  him. 

"  Zoe,"  he  at  length  said,  sinking  at  her  feet,  "  on  my 
knees  do  I  implore  your  pardon  for  the  past.  I  have  in- 
dulged in  a  dream.  I  was  its  victim;  it  was  a  delusion  — 
yet  while  it  lasted  it  had  the  power  to  render  me  faithless 
in  thought  and  in  feeling  unto  yourself.  Oh,  bitterly,  bit- 
terly do  I  repent  everything  that  has  occurred!  I  have  been 
very,  very  wicked,  I  have  requited  all  your  love  in  a  manner 
which  I  blush  to  look  back  upon.  But  forgive  me,  Zoe,  for- 
give me,  and  henceforth  shall  it  be  my  constant  and  un- 
wearied study  to  make  every  atonement.'' 

"  Octavian,"  answered  Zoe,  in  a  voice  which  flowed  as 
softly  as  the  tears  themselves  that  were  trickling  from  her 
eyes,  ^'  I  never  had  expected  to  hear  such  language  as  this 
from  your  lips.  And,  oh,  if  it  be  sincerely  spoken,  if  it  do 
indeed  faithfully  represent  any  change  which  may  have  taken 
place  in  your  own  heart,  you  are  at  this  moment  rendering 
me  the  happiest  of  women." 

"  As  God  is  my  judge,"  exclaimed  Meredith,  starting  up 
from  his  knees,  "  I  am  proclaiming  from  the  lips  all  that  is 
truly  felt  in  the  heart." 

Again  they  embraced,  and  words  have  no  power  to  de- 
scribe the  joy,  the  paradise  of  feeling  which  Zoe  now  ex- 
perienced. Indeed,  it  was  a  happiness  almost  too  much  for 
her  to  endure,  and  this  sudden  change  in  her  circumstances 
was  naturally  accompanied  by  a  proportionate  revulsion  in 
all  the  feelings  of  the  heart  itself.  Without  as  yet  being  ac- 
quainted with  a  single  particular  of  the  incidents  which  had 
brought  this  change  about  and  recalled  her  husband  to  her 
arms,  she  accepted  the  assurances  which  Octavian  had  given 
her;  she  felt  convinced  they  were  sincere,  his  presence  there 
was  a  proof  of  it,  and  she  consequently  abandoned  herself 
to  the  full  tide  of  that  sunlit  stream  of  joy  on  which  her  soul 
was  now  floating.  A  dizziness  came  over  her,  and  she  felt 
as  if  she  were  about  to  faint,  as  if  indeed  she  must  swoon 
off  in  the  very  ecstasy  of  happiness  itself,  but  she  exerted 
all  her  powers  to  save  herself  as  it  were  from  unconsciousness, 
and  she  succeeded. 

"  Oh,  my  beloved  Octavian,"  she  murmured,  as  her  head 
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reposed  upon  his  shoulder,  and  though  her  voice  was  low, 
yet  was  there  a  thrill  of  exultation  in  its  tone,  "  what  bliss 
has  this  day  brought  forth  for  me!  And  yesterday,  too,  — 
I  ought  to  have  looked  upon  it  as  the  harbinger  of  some 
most  happy  change  that  was  to  take  place." 

"  Yesterday,  my  beloved  Zoe?  "  said  Octavian,  "  what 
mean  you?  " 

"  Until  yesterday,"  rejoined  the  now  happy  wife,  "  me- 
thought  that  there  were  within  me  the  seeds  of  an  incurable 
disease;  methought  that  consumption  had  fastened  upon  my 
vitals,  and  that  I  had  not  long  to  remain  in  this  world. 
Indeed,  Octavian,  for  your  sake  I  wished  that  death  would 
come  speedily,  and  I  cared  not  how  speedily.  But  yesterday 
the  skill  of  a  physician  enabled  him  to  ascertain  that  all  my 
forebodings  were  erroneous." 

"  Heaven  be  thanked!  "  cried  Meredith;  and  it  was  indeed 
with  sincerity  that  he  gave  vent  to  this  ejaculation.  "  Yes, 
Heaven  be  thanked,  for,  oh,  my  beloved  Zoe,  it  is  happiness 
to  know  that  you  will  live  long  in  order  that  the  atonement 
of  your  contrite  husband  may  be  all  the  more  complete. 
Ah,  think  you  that  I  have  not  comprehended  all  the  sacri- 
fices which  you  in  your  sublime  magnanimity  were  making 
on  my  behalf?    Yes,  I  have  been  a  wretch  toward  you  —  " 

"  Speak  not  thus,  my  dearest,  dearest  husband,"  inter- 
rupted Lady  Octavian;  "  there  was  nothing  that  I  would  not 
have  done  to  ensure  your  happiness;  there  was  no  sacrifice 
of  my  own  feeling  that  I  would  not  have  made  in  order  to 
save  you  from  being  unhappy.    But  tell  me,  Octavian  —  " 

"  Yes,  I  will  tell  you  everything,"  exclaimed  the  young 
nobleman.    "  Yet  in  so  doing  I  must  mention  a  name  —  " 

"  I  know  it,"  said  his  wife,  firmly,  —  "  the  name  of  Chris- 
tina Ashton.  But  Heaven  forbid,  Octavian,  that  you  should 
have  to  tell  me  aught  which  may  henceforth  prevent  me 
from  regarding  her  as  my  friend." 

"  Zoe,"  responded  the  young  nobleman,  "  if  she  were  not 
virtuous  I  should  not  dare  to  look  you  in  the  face,  I  should 
not  be  worthy  of  this  pardon  which  you  have  bestowed  upon 
me.    Christina  loves  another  —  " 

"  She  loves  another?  "  cried  Zoe,  with  a  thrill  of  joy  in 
her  soul.  "  Is  it  possible  that  I  have  all  along  been  mistaken 
as  to  the  nature  of  her  feelings  toward  you  —  " 

"  SuJB&ce  it  to  say,  Zoe,"  interrupted  Meredith,  "  she  loves 
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another.  Of  this  I  have  received  the  most  incontestable 
proof.  It  aroused  me  from  my  delusion,  it  awoke  me  with 
a  sudden  start  from  my  dream.  I  beheld  all  the  enormity 
of  my  conduct  toward  yourself;  I  set  off  to  join  you  in 
France.  I  lost  not  an  instant,  I  was  resolved  to  throw  my- 
self at  your  feet  and  implore  your  pardon  for  the  past.  For, 
oh,  I  knew  that  you  loved  me,  Zoe,  and  I  despaired  not  of 
obtaining  that  pardon. 

"  Oh,  it  is  granted,  it  is  granted!  "  exclaimed  the  happy 
wife,  "  and  henceforth,  Octavian,  you  need  never  entertain 
a  remorseful  thought  nor  cherish  a  mournful  memory  on 
account  of  the  incidents  which  are  gone  by." 

"  Admirable  Zoe!  "  exclaimed  Meredith,  "  how  could  I  ever 
have  been  vile  and  base  enough  to  do  violence  to  a  heart  so 
loving  and  tender  as  yours?  But  I  repeat,  the  remainder  of 
my  life  shall  be  devoted  to  the  duty  of  ensuring  your  happi- 
ness, and,  oh,  that  duty  will  be  a  pleasant  one.  But  tell  me, 
Zoe,  how  is  it  that  you  are  here?  Has  the  bridal  already 
taken  place,  and  are  you  accompanying  the  bridal  party? 

"  Yes,  it  is  so,"  responded  Zoe;  and  then,  with  a  look  of 
surprise,  she  asked,  "  But  how  did  you  learn  that  the  marriage 
was  fixed  for  to-day?  Because  you  must  have  left  London 
before  my  last  letter,  which  was  only  written  a  few  days  ago, 
could  possibly  have  reached  you." 

"  True,  Zoe,"  answered  Octavian,  "  but  it  was  from  an- 
other source  that  I  accidentally  heard  of  the  bridal  that  was 
fixed  for  to-day.  And  now  that  I  find  you  here,  and  recol- 
lect having  seen  the  travelling-carriages  in  front  of  the 
hotel  —  " 

"  Your  conjectures  are  right,"  said  Lady  Octavian,  "  I  am 
accompanying  the  bridal  party.  This  morning  my  beloved 
friend  Clarine  has  become  the  bride  of  Viscount  Delorme." 

"  And  who  accompanies  the  happy  pair  in  addition  to 
yourself?  "  asked  Meredith. 

"  The  first  carriage  is  occupied  by  that  happy  pair  and 
myself,"  responded  Zoe.  "  The  other  carriage  is  for  the 
accommodation  of  the  notary  who  drew  up  the  marriage 
contracts  according  to  the  French  form,  and  who  with  his 
wife  came  all  the  way  from  Fontainebleau  to  be  present  at 
the  ceremony,  for  they  have  known  the  Viscount  Delorme 
for  some  years  and  are  much  attached  to  him.  And  in  that 
same  second  carriage  a  friend  of  Alfred  Delorme's  travels 
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with  the  notary  and  his  wife.  He  is  the  Baron  De  Margaux; 
he  was  invited  to  attend  the  bridal,  and  he  came,  though  he 
arrived  late.  The  bridesmaids  were  the  daughters  of  a  gen- 
tleman dwelling  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  old  chateau, 
and  it  was  the  worthy  priest  of  the  village  who  procured  their 
assistance  on  the  occasion.  They  of  course  returned  to  their 
home  after  the  ceremony.  As  for  Monsieur  Volney,  the 
bride's  father,  he  remains  at  the  chateau  for  the  present  — 
But  you  seem  to  be  musing,  my  dear  husband? 

"  I  was  thinking  how  my  presence  might  interfere  with  the 
arrangements  you  had  previously  made.  From  your  letters 
I  have  been  enabled  to  judge  how  great  is  the  friendship 
which  has  sprung  up  between  the  Viscountess  Delorme  and 
yourself.  You  have  doubtless  promised  to  remain  with  her 
for  the  present;  she  will  be  disappointed  if  you  be  separated 
from  her." 

"  And  why  should  I  be  separated?  "  asked  Zoe.  "Oh, 
you,  my  dear  Octavian,  will  be  truly  welcome  amongst  this 
bridal  party,  and  you  know  not  how  rejoiced  will  the  amiable 
Clarine  prove  at  our  reunion.  You  will  not  be  angry  with 
me,  Octavian,  if  I  confess  that  I  made  her  my  confidante." 

"  I  can  be  angry  with  you  for  nothing.  But  think  you  # 
that  I  dare  intrude  myself  —  " 

"  It  will  be  no  intrusion,"  exclaimed  Zoe,  "  and  well  con- 
vinced am  I  that  the  Viscount  Delorme  will  most  cheerfully 
invite  you  to  be  of  the  party  and  offer  you  a  seat  in  one  of 
the  carriages.  Come  at  once,  for  our  halt  was  not  to  be 
long  here.  We  were  told  that  it  might  be  half  an  hour,  in 
consequence  of  some  little  delay  with  regard  to  the  post- 
horses." 

"  One  word  more,  Zoe,"  said  Octavian.  "  A  terrible  crime 
was  perpetrated  last  night,  a  crime  of  which  I  was  nearly 
being  rendered  the  victim  —  " 

"  Good  Heavens,  is  it  possible?  "  and  Zoe  clung  to  her 
husband  as  if  she  feared  that  it  was  possible  for  him  even 
now  to  be  snatched  from  her. 

He  related  the  particulars  of  the  tragedy  in  all  their  de- 
tails, and  his  wife  listened  with  shuddering  horror.  For 
some  minutes  more  they  remained  alone  together  in  that 
room,  in  deep  and  earnest  conversation,  and  then  they  re- 
paired to  the  apartment  where  the  bridal  pair  and  their 
friends  were  gathered. 
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Lord  Octavian  Meredith  was  now  presented  to  the  Vis- 
count and  Viscountess  Delorme,  and  from  both  did  he  re- 
ceive a  cordial  welcome.  The.  viscount  then  proceeded  to 
introduce  him  to  the  other  persons  present,  and  Clarine 
availed  herself  of  this  opportunity  to  draw  Zoe  aside  and 
to  offer  her  felicitations  that  her  husband  was  restored  to 
her. 

Meanwhile  the  other  introductions  to  which  we  have  just 
alluded  took  place.  First  of  all,  Octavian  was  presented  to 
the  notary  and  his  wife,  who  were  a  middle-aged  couple,  of 
very  excellent  dispositions  and  very  pleasing  manners. 

"  And  now,  my  lord,"  said  the  Viscount  Delorme,  thus  ad- 
dressing Octavian,  "  permit  me  to  present  you  to  my  friend 
the  Baron  De  Margaux,  a  gentleman  whom  I  have  for  some 
time  known,  and  from  whom  I  have  on  various  occasions 
received  great  kindnesses." 

The  introduction  was  effected;  and  we  may  here  observe 
that  the  Baron  De  Margaux  was  about  forty  years  of  age, 
of  tall  figure,  and  if  not  exactly  handsome,  at  least  very  pre- 
possessing in  his  looks.  He  was  elegantly  dressed;  he  had 
dark  hair,  and  a  glossy  moustache  gave  him  a  certain  military 
appearance.  He  was  considered  to  be  exceedingly  fascinat- 
ing in  his  manners,  —  one  of  those  men  who  have  the  power 
of  rendering  themselves  agreeable  without  any  visible  effort, 
or  without  any  study  after  effect.  He  immediately  began 
conversing  in  an  affable  strain  with  Lord  Octavian  Meredith, 
until  the  Viscount  Delorme's  valet  entered  to  announce  that 
the  equipages  were  now  in  readiness. 

The  viscount  at  once  gave  Lord  Octavian  a  pressing  in- 
vitation to  accompany  the  party  to  Fontainebleau  and  make 
his  mansion  a  home  so  long  as  he  might  find  it  agreeable. 
The  offer  was  accompanied  by  the  intimation  that  a  seat  in 
one  of  the  carriages  was  also  at  Oct  avian's  service,  and  the 
young  nobleman  accepted  all  these  proposals  with  grateful 
acknowledgments. 

"  I  must  however  observe,"  said  Meredith,  "  that  I  join 
your  party  under  circumstances  alike  peculiar  and  painful. 
I  have  neither  valet  in  attendance  upon  me  nor  a  change  of 
garments,  and  the  very  money  which  I  now  have  in  my 
purse  is  a  loan  which  I  procured.  Last  night  a  horrible 
crime  was  perpetrated  in  a  forest  some  thirty  miles  distant; 
murder's  dreadful  work  was  done,  —  my  faithful  domestic 
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and  the  two  postilions  of  the  vehicle  in  which  I  journeyed 
fell  by  the  hands  of  brigands." 

Ejaculations  of  horror  burst  from  several  lips  as  this  in- 
telligence was  imparted  by  Lord  Octavian. 

I  myself  was  stricken  down  senseless,"  continued  the 
young  nobleman,  "  and  I  was  indebted  to  a  poor  old  peasant 
woman  living  in  the  forest  for  an  asylum  for  the  night.  At 
an  early  hour  this  morning  I  bent  my  way  to  the  village  that 
was  nearest  to  the  scene  of  the  tragedy,  and  on  representing 
my  position  to  a  person  in  that  place,  I  procured  the  money 
for  a  draft  upon  my  London  banker." 

And  is  there  no  clue  to  the  miscreants  who  perpetrated 
this  crime?  "  asked  Alfred  Delorme,  his  countenance  ex- 
pressing mingled  horror  and  indignation. 

You  may  conjecture,"  responded  Octavian,  *'  how  little 
was  the  trace  which  the  villains  left  behind  them,  when  they 
assassinated  my  valet  and  the  two  postilions,  and  left  me 
for  dead  upon  the  spot." 

And  that  is  the  very  forest,"  observed  the  Viscount 
Delorme,    which  we  shall  have  to  traverse  presently." 

It  will  be  in  the  broad  daylight,"  observed  Lord  Octa- 
vian, "  and  consequently  there  is  nothing  to  fear.  Besides, 
our  party  is  too  numerous,  —  and,  moreover,  the  villains 
would  scarcely  venture  upon  an  attempt  at  another  crime 
so  close  on  the  heels  of  the  former.  I  did  not  mention  those 
dreadful  circumstances  with  the  idea  of  making  you  alter 
your  previously  arranged  plans." 

"  A  portion  of  these  plans,"  interjected  the  Viscount  De- 
lorme, "  was  to  the  effect  that  we  should  halt  for  the  night 
at  a  town  about  ten  miles  beyond  the  forest." 

And  by  all  means  keep  to  your  arrangements,"  said  Lord 
Octavian.  It  were  downright  pusillanimity  on  my  part  to 
counsel  you  otherwise,  and  it  were  unnecessary  for  you  to 
think  of  a  change  in  your  projects." 

"  Most  unquestionably,"  said  the  Baron  De  Margaux;  "  for 
if  I  understood  you  aright,  my  dear  friend,  the  people  of  the 
hotel  at  the  town  where  you  have  all  along  purposed  to  stop 
have  received  their  instructions  to  prepare  for  the  reception 
of  this  large  party  which  we  now  form." 

Finally,  it  was  agreed  that  the  journey  should  be  contin- 
ued, and  the  plan  should  remain  the  same  as  if  Lord  Octa- 
vian's  fearful  intelligence  had  not  been  communicated  at  all. 
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It  was  three  o'clock  when  the  equipages  started  in  con- 
tinuation of  the  journey.  The  first  carriage  contained  the 
Viscount  and  Viscountess  Delorme,  Lord  and  Lady  Octavian 
Meredith;  the  second  contained  the  Baron  De  Margaux,  the 
notary  and  his  wife.  The  three  male  domestics  and  three 
lady's-maids  (two  belonging  to  Zoe,  and  one  to  the  vis- 
countess) were  distributed  on  the  dickies  of  the  two  vehicles. 
We  should  observe,  in  order  to  avoid  leaving  anything  un- 
accounted for,  that  immediately  after  the  Viscount  Delorme 
had  received  the  assent  of  Monsieur  Volney  to  his  marriage 
with  Clarine,  he  had  sent  for  these  equipages  from  Fontaine- 
bleau  to  that  village  which  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
old  chateau. 

It  was  about  six  o'clock  when  the  carriages  halted  at  a 
village  at  the  extremity  of  the  forest  in  which  the  dreadful 
tragedy  of  the  previous  night  had  been  enacted.  On  driving 
up  to  the  post-house,  the  travellers  were  informed  that  they 
must  wait  about  half  an  hour  for  horses,  there  having  been 
an  unusual  number  of  equipages  passing  along  that  road  for 
the  last  day  or  two ;  and  as  the  whole  posting  arrangements 
are  a  monopoly  in  the  hands  of  the  French  government,  it  is 
forbidden  for  any  private  enterprise  to  interfere  therewith. 
So  that  it  is  by  no  means  a  rare  occurrence  for  travellers  to 
be  thus  temporarily  inconvenienced,  as  was  the  case  with 
those  of  whom  we  are  now  writing. 

The  consequence  of  the  delay  was  that  the  party  had  to 
proceed  to  the  village  inn,  which  was  totally  distinct  from 
the  post-house.  As  a  matter  of  course  some  refreshments 
were  ordered,  but  the  Viscount  Delorme  expressed  his  an- 
noyance at  the  delay,  as  he  naturally  wished  to  get  to  the 
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end  of  the  day's  journey  for  the  sake  of  the  ladies,  who  he 
was  afraid  would  be  frightened  to  pass  through  the  forest  as 
evening  approached,  after  the  dreadful  tale  told  by  Lord 
Octavian  Meredith. 

"  I  will  go  and  see  how  long  these  horses  are  likely  to  be,'' 
said  the  Baron  De  Margaux. 

"  And  I  also  will  endeavour  to  urge  them  on  at  the  post- 
house,"  said  Lord  Octavian  Meredith. 

"  I  beg,"  observed  the  baron,  "  that  your  lordship  will 
not  give  yourself  the  trouble;  the  remonstrance  of  one  will 
be  suflBLcient." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  exclaimed  Meredith,  "  if  they  see  that 
we  are  impatient  they  may  perhaps  hasten  their  arrange- 
ments to  serve  us;  for  these  delays  are  truly  scandalous, 
when  we  consider  that  the  laws  do  not  admit  the  alternative 
of  obtaining  relays  elsewhere." 

"  And  yet  methinks,"  urged  the  baron,  "  that  if  I  were  to 
act  alone  in  the  matter,  I  might  with  more  effect  use  that 
persuasiveness  which  is  of  a  golden  character,"  and  he  smiled 
significantly  as  he  tapped  the  pocket  which  might  be  sup- 
posed to  contain  the  purse. 

"  By  all  means  do  as  you  think  fit,"  said  Octavian,  with  a 
courteous  bow,  which  was  as  much  as  to  imply  that  he  re- 
nounced his  intention  of  accompanying  the  baron. 

"  Yes,  I  think,"  said  the  notary,  *^  that  the  baron  can  man- 
age the  matter  very  well  by  himself,  —  the  more  especially 
as  you,  my  lord,  are  a  foreigner,  to  whom  the  postmaster 
might  not  be  inclined  to  show  any  extraordinary  attention." 

"  Rest  assured  that  I  will  do  my  best,"  said  the  Baron  De 
Margaux,  and  he  issued  from  the  room. 

Immediately  after  the  door  had  closed  behind  him,  Octa- 
vian said  to  Zoe,  in  a  hurried  whisper,  "  Engage  them  in 
conversation  for  a  few  minutes,  so  that  they  may  not  think 
my  absence  strange,  nor  immediately  remark  it." 

Lady  Octavian  did  as  she  was  desired,  and  her  husband 
stole  forth  from  the  apartment. 

"  Your  friend  the  baron,"  said  Zoe  to  the  Viscount  De- 
lorme,  "  appears  to  be  even  more  impatient  of  this  delay 
than  you  yourself  are.  He  trusts  to  his  powers  of  persuasion 
to  abridge  it  as  much  as  possible." 

"  Yes,  he  is  a  man  who  is  not  to  be  imposed  upon  by 
these  public  functionaries,"  answered  the  viscount. 
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"  You  have  known  the  baron  a  long  time?  "  said  Zoe, 
inquiringly. 

"  I  first  met  him  in  Madrid  about  three  years  ago/'  an- 
swered the  viscount.  "  He  was  then  engaged  to  be  married 
to  a  young  lady  of  great  wealth  and  beauty,  the  daughter  of 
an  old  hidalgo.  I  know  not  how  it  happened,  but  the  match 
was  suddenly  broken  off.  A  great  mystery  pervaded  the 
circumstance,  and  the  baron  himself  observed  the  strictest 
silence  upon  the  point.  It  was  however  supposed  by  his 
friends  that  he  had  discovered  something  prejudicial  to  the 
lady's  character,  and  that  he  himself  was  the  author  of  the 
rupture.  While  at  Madrid  he  rendered  me  an  essential  serv- 
ice, for  one  night,  when  returning  late  from  a  party  at  the 
residence  of  some  French  friends  in  that  city,  I  was  attacked 
by  three  or  four  ruffians,  who  struck  me  down  senseless. 
When  I  returned  to  consciousness,  the  baron  was  bending 
over  me;  he  had  saved  my  life  from  those  miscreants,  but 
unfortunately  he  had  not  come  up  in  time  to  prevent  them 
from  making  off  with  my  pocketbook,  which  was  full  of 
bank-notes.  It  appears  they  were  about  to  despatch  me  at 
the  instant  the  baron  so  fortunately  made  his  appearance." 

"  That  is  a  service,"  said  the  notary,  "  which  you  can 
never  forget." 

"  Assuredly  not,"  answered  the  Viscount  Delorme.  "  We 
afterward  met  in  Barcelona,  for  I  have  travelled  much  in 
Spain,  and  have  visited  all  the  principal  cities  and  towns. 
I  resided  for  some  months  in  the  Catalonian  capital,  and  the 
baron  was  there  during  the  whole  time.  We  dwelt  at  the 
same  hotel,  and  we  were  both  alike  sufferers  from  a  piece  of 
villainy  that  was  perpetrated  in  the  establishment." 

"  And  what  was  that?  "  asked  the  notary. 

"  There  was  some  grand  ecclesiastical  procession  one  day," 
continued  the  viscount,  "  which  absorbed  universal  atten- 
tion. The  hotel  where  we  resided  was  deserted  by  its  in- 
mates, who  were  anxious  to  behold  the  ceremony.  When  I 
returned  I  found  that  my  trunks  had  been  rifled  of  all  their 
valuables,  and  a  considerable  number  of  bank-notes  had  been 
taken  from  one  of  them.  But  my  loss  was  comparatively 
trivial  when  I  came  to  learn  that  of  the  Baron  De  Margaux. 
His  trunks  had  likewise  been  pillaged,  and  he  lost  a  sum 
three  or  four  times  greater  than  that  of  which  I  was  plun- 
dered.   Two  or  three  other  guests  in  the  same  establishment 
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were  similarly  served,  and  it  was  therefore  evident  that  the 
thieves  had  made  the  best  of  their  time  during  the  pro- 
cession." 

"  And  were  they  never  detected?  "  asked  the  notary's 
wife. 

Never,"  replied  the  viscount.  "  On  several  subsequent 
occasions  I  have  met  the  Baron  De  Margaux;  but  there  is 
one  thing  to  which  I  must  especially  direct  your  attention, 
as  we  are  conversing  on  the  subject.  The  scene  was  at 
Naples,  and  one  day  I  was  invited  by  a  foreign  friend  whom 
I  met  in  that  city  to  accompany  him  to  the  rehearsals  at  the 
grand  theatre  La  Scala.  Thither  we  accordingly  repaired, 
and  there  I  again  met  my  friend  the  Baron  De  Margaux. 
Having  listened  to  the  singing,  we  remained  to  witness  the 
ballet,  and  as  it  was  a  new  one,  the  director  of  the  theatre 
had  according  to  custom  ordered  the  dancers  to  appear  in 
precisely  the  same  costume  which  they  were  to  wear  in  the 
evening  at  the  public  performance.  Amongst  these  dancers 
was  one  of  great  eminence;  she  came  in  her  carriage,  she  was 
attended  by  a  couple  of  lady's-maids;  and  whether  it  were 
out  of  vanity,  or  whether  it  were  for  the  purpose  of  consult- 
ing the  ballet-master  as  to  the  effects  which  would  be  pro- 
duced by  bedizening  herself  with  gems,  I  know  not.  All  I 
can  say  is  that  this  celebrated  danseuse  brought  with  her 
on  the  occasion  a  casket  of  the  most  magnificent  diamonds. 
She  did  not,  however,  put  them  on  for  the  rehearsal,  and  they 
were  left  in  her  dressing-soom  in  the  care  of  her  principal 
lady's-maid.  This  danseuse  and  two  others  were  in  the  midst 
of  an  elegant  pas  de  trois,  when  all  of  a  sudden  there  was  a 
cry  of  *  Fire! '  from  the  back  part  of  the  stage.  Only  imagine 
the  confusion  and  terror  which  immediately  ensued  amongst 
the  whole  company  of  singers  and  dancers  assembled  for  the 
occasion,  as  well  as  amongst  the  other  theatrical  officials  and 
the  number  of  spectators  whom  the  courtesy  of  the  director 
had  admitted.  It  was  but  too  true  that  through  the  negli- 
gence of  a  carpenter  or  a  scene-shifter  the  place  was  on  fire. 
I  remember  that  some  of  the  young  females  were  so  paralyzed 
by  consternation  as  to  be  utterly  unable  to  help  themselves; 
their  brains  appeared  to  be  turned.  All  the  gentlemen  pres- 
ent rendered  their  services  with  promptitude  and  presence 
of  mind,  but  it  was  to  the  daring  conduct  of  the  Baron  De 
Margaux  that  the  flames  were  extinguished  and  the  whole 
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theatre  was  saved  from  conflagration.  The  event  had,  how- 
ever, an  unfortunate  sequence,  for  the  diamonds  of  the  cele- 
brated danseuse  to  whom  I  have  been  alluding  were  nowhere 
to  be  found  when  order  was  again  restored.  The  danseuse 
was  a  prey  to  the  most  distracting  grief,  and  she  levelled  the 
bitterest  reproaches  against  her  tire-women.  There  was, 
however,  much  excuse  for  those  poor  creatures,  for  it  was  in 
the  immediate  vicinage  of  the  dressing-rooms  that  the  fire 
had  caught,  and  therefore  the  instant  the  alarm  was  given 
they  had  rushed  forth  in  wildest  terror,  thinking  only  of 
saving  their  lives  and  utterly  regardless  of  the  casket  of 
jewels." 

"  And  were  they  never  discovered?  "  asked  the  notary's 
wife. 

I  am  convinced  they  were  not,"  murmured  Zoe,  thus 
involuntarily  giving  an  audible  expression  to  the  idea  which 
was  passing  in  her  mind. 

The  words  were  not,  however,  precisely  caught  by  any  one 
present,  and  the  Viscountess  Delorme  inquired,  "  What  were 
you  saying,  my  dear  friend?  " 

"  Nothing,"  responded  Lady  Octavian  Meredith.  I 
meant  nothing  particular,"  but  she  had  an  abstracted  air  as 
she  thus  spoke. 

"  I  cannot  precisely  say,"  continued  the  Viscount  De- 
lorme, "  that  the  real  author  of  the  robbery  was  not  dis- 
covered, though  I  may  positively  affirm  that  the  jewels 
themselves  were  not.  One  of  the  scene-shifters  was  proved 
to  have  rushed  out  of  the  theatre  in  a  very  suspicious  manner 
the  moment  the  cry  of  fire  was  raised.  He  was  arrested,  and 
though  I  have  forgotten  the  particulars,  yet  I  know  that  the 
circumstantial  evidence  was  deemed  sufficiently  strong  against 
him  to  induce  the  criminal  tribunal  to  declare  him  guilty,  and 
he  was  sentenced  to  some  very  severe  punishment." 

"  And  the  poor  danseuse  lost  her  diamonds?  "  said  the 
notary,  in  a  tone  of  sympathy. 

"  Yes,  and  they  were  of  exceeding  value,"  rejoined  the 
Viscount  Delorme.  "  But,  speaking  of  the  Baron  De  Mar- 
gaux,  it  is  my  duty  as  well  as  my  pleasure  to  observe  that 
whenever  we  have  met  he  has  invariably  demonstrated  the 
utmost  friendship  toward  me.  A  few  days  ago  I  accidentally 
encountered  him  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  old  chateau; 
he  was  passing  through  the  village  at  the  time,  and  he  halted 
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there  for  refreshments  while  the  two  horses  were  being 
changed.  Glad  to  meet  so  excellent  a  friend,  who  had  saved 
my  life  at  Madrid,  I  asked  him  to  be  present  at  that  happy 
ceremony  of  this  morning  which  gave  me  the  hand  of  my 
beloved  Clarine." 

"  And  every  friend  of  yours,  dearest  Alfred,"  whispered 
the  young  lady,  "  shall  ever  be  esteemed  as  a  friend  by  me. 
The  moment  you  first  informed  me  how  deeply  you  were 
indebted  to  the  Baron  De  Margaux,  I  was  rejoiced  to  learn 
that  he  was  to  be  present  at  the  ceremony  of  this  day." 

Leaving  the  conversation  to  progress  in  this  manner 
at  the  hotel,  we  must  follow  Lord  Octavian  Meredith,  who 
had  issued  from  the  room  almost  immediately  after  the 
Baron  De  Margaux  quitted  it.  Hastily  descending  the 
stairs,  the  young  nobleman  found  one  of  the  Viscount  De- 
lorme's  footmen  lounging  at  the  front  door,  and  he  inquired 
which  direction  the  baron  had  taken.  The  footman  re- 
plied that  the  baron  had  sped  through  the  village  in  the 
direction  of  the  post-house.  Thither  Octavian  therefore 
proceeded,  and  on  coming  within  sight  of  the  post-house, 
he  observed  the  baron  talking  to  the  postmaster  himself. 
Standing  aside  in  the  shade  of  some  trees,  so  as  to  avoid 
beeing  seen,  Octavian  kept  his  eyes  upon  the  baron,  and 
presently  observed  him  saunter  away  from  the  spot  where 
he  had  just  been  standing.  Instead  of  returning  into  the 
village,  he  passed  out  of  it,  and  when  at  a  distance  of  about 
two  hundred  yards  from  the  posting-house,  he  stopped  and 
looked  around. 

Meredith  still  managed  to  keep  out  of  sight,  though 
retaining  the  baron  constantly  in  view.  The  baron  went 
on  a  little  farther,  probably  to  the  distance  of  about  an- 
other hundred  yards,  and  then  he  whistled.  The  road  on 
both  sides  was  bordered  by  trees,  for  the  village  was  on 
the  outskirt  of  the  forest.  Meredith  concealed  himself 
amongst  the  trees  on  one  side  of  the  road,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  beheld  an  individual  issue  from  amongst  the 
trees  on  the  other  side  and  join  the  baron.  Peeping  cautiously 
along,  Octavian  got  near  enough  to  listen  to  their  conver- 
sation, —  a  proceeding  which  the  thick  fringe  of  hedge  border- 
ing the  road  in  that  particular  spot  allowed  him  thus  to 
accomplish.  It  is  not  now  necessary  to  explain  why  he 
thus  listened,  or  what  he  overheard,  as  these  details  will 
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presently  transpire  in  their  proper  place.  Suffice  it  for 
the  present  to  say  that  the  conversation  was  not  very  long, 
and  that  so  soon  as  it  was  over  the  baron,  speeding  away, 
reentered  the  village. 

The  man  with  whom  he  had  been  discoursing  walked  on 
a  little  distance  in  a  contrary  direction,  and  therefore 
away  from  the  village;  but  all  of  a  sudden,  at  the  point 
where  the  hedge  ceased,  he  plunged  in  amongst  the  trees 
on  the  same  side  as  that  where  Meredith  had  remained  con- 
cealed. Of  all  these  movements  Octavian  was  aware,  and 
gliding  amongst  the  trees,  he  in  a  few  minutes  confronted 
the  individual  to  whom  we  are  alluding.  He  was  a  short, 
stout  man,  attired  in  a  peasant  garb.  There  was  nothing 
sinister  in  his  appearance;  on  the  contrary,  he  might  be 
taken  for  a  quiet  and  inoffensive  rustic.  He  started  on 
thus  suddenly  meeting  with  some  one  in  that  maze  of  shade, 
but  almost  at  the  same  instant  Octavian  sprang  at  him 
and  hurled  him  to  the  ground.  The  fellow  struggled  des- 
perately, and  even  succeeded  in  getting  a  clasp-knife  from 
his  pocket.  But  before  he  had  time  to  open  it,  Meredith 
had  wrested  it  from  his  clutch  and  had  hurled  it  to  a  distance. 
Almost  immediately  afterward  the  sounds  of  footsteps  were 
heard  approaching;  the  ruffian  made  one  last  and  desperate 
effort  to  free  himself,  and  he  would  possibly  have  succeeded 
were  it  not  that  two  of  the  forest  police  rushed  up  to  the 
spot. 

The  fellow  was  taken  prisoner,  and  Meredith  hastily 
made  certain  communications  to  the  police  officers.  He 
then  left  them  to  bear  away  their  captive,  while  he  retraced 
his  steps  to  the  inn.  While  proceeding  thither  he  adjusted 
his  garments,  which  had  been  disordered  by  the  struggle,  and 
with  his  kerchief  he  wiped  off,  as  well  as  he  was  able,  the 
dirt-stains  which  his  clothes  had  caught  during  the  con- 
flict. 

On  reaching  the  inn,  the  young  nobleman  ascended  to 
the  apartment  where  he  had  left  the  bridal  pair,  Zoe,  the 
notary  and  his  wife,  and  where  he  now  likewise  found  the 
baron.  This  individual  immediately  accosted  him,  and 
said,  "  So  your  lordship  thought  it  worth  while,  after  all, 
to  go  and  use  your  influence  with  the  postmaster —  At 
least  I  presume  that  this  has  been  the  object  for  which 
you  have  issued  forth?  " 
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"  I  have  not  spoken  to  the  postmaster/'  replied  Lord 
Octavian.  But  may  I  ask  you  what  satisfaction  you 
have  obtained  from  him?  " 

"  The  horses  will  be  in  readiness  almost  directly/'  an- 
swered the  baron,  for  a  moment  eying  Meredith  in  a  pe- 
culiar manner,  and  then  immediately  caressing  his  mous- 
tache with  a  sort  of  careless  indifference. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  my  dear  Zoe?  "  asked 
Qarine,  now  advancing  toward  her  friend,  drawing  her 
aside,  and  thus  speaking  to  her  in  a  whisper.  "  You  look 
pale,  troubled,  and  excited.  You  appear  as  if  you  were 
endeavouring  to  conceal  something  that  is  vexing  you. 
I  had  hoped  that  with  your  husband  restored  to  you,  and 
after  the  assurances  which  you  have  found  an  opportunity 
of  giving  me,  to  the  effect  that  you  are  now  completely 
happy  —  " 

"  Dearest  Clarine,"  interrupted  Zoe,  also  speaking  in 
a  whisper,  "it  is  not  for  this  that  I  am  troubled.  On  the 
contrary,  I  have  every  reason  to  be  happy.  But  I  see 
that  the  moment  is  come  when,  according  to  a  hint  which 
I  have  received  from  Lord  Octavian,  I  am  to  prepare  you 
for  something.    Start  not,  my  dear  Clarine  —  " 

''Good  heavens,  what  mean  you?"  ejaculated  the  vis- 
countess; and  as  she  was  thrown  off  her  guard,  or  rather, 
we  should  say,  alarmed  by  Lady  Octavian's  words,  she 
spoke  more  loudly  than  she  had  intended. 

The  Viscount  Delorme  immediately  turned  toward  her, 
and  he  at  once  perceived  that  terror  was  depicted  on  his 
bride's  countenance,  as  well  as  a  painful  anxiety  on  the 
features  of  Zoe. 

"  Has  anything  occurred? "  asked  the  viscount,  with 
a  tone  and  look  that  were  full  of  a  tender  concern.  ''  Ah, 
I  comprehend  it!  You  both  tremble  at  the  idea  of  passing 
through  that  forest  —  " 

"  And  natural  enough,  "  interrupted  Lord  Octavian. 
''  Do  you  not  think,  baron,  it  is  natural  enough  that  these 
ladies  should  be  affrighted  at  the  idea  of  venturing  amidst 
the  mazes  of  that  forest  which  is  now  rendered  so  hideously 
memorable  by  the  tragedy  of  last  night?  " 

"  Indeed,  my  lord,"  answered  the  baron,  darting  a  quick 
but  scarcely  perceptible  glance  at  Octavian's  countenance, 

I  do  not  see  any  reason  for  this  alarm,  and  methought 
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that  you  yourself  just  now,  when  you  first  joined  our 
party  — 

"  All  things  considered,"  chimed  in  the  notary,  "  it  would 
be  advisable  to  procure  an  escort.  We  all  know  —  and 
therefore  it  is  no  secret,  unless,  indeed.  Lord  Octavian 
Meredith  be  the  only  one  ignorant  of  the  fact  —  that  Mon- 
sieur Volney  insisted  upon  giving  his  beloved  daughter 
a  munificent  dower,  all  of  which  is  in  bank-notes  and 
specie  —  " 

"  You  speak  as  if  every  one  knew  it,"  interrupted  the 
notary's  wife.  "  Why,  my  dear,  here  is  the  Baron  De  Mar- 
gaux,  who  may  perhaps  be  ignorant  of  the  fact,  inasmuch 
as  he  only  reached  the  chateau  at  an  early  hour  this  morn- 
ing, and  the  marriage  settlements  were  signed  last  eve- 
ning." 

"  My  friend  the  baron  is  not  ignorant  upon  the  point," 
said  the  Viscount  Delorme,  "  for  having  no  secrets  from 
one  with  whom  I  have  been  so  intimate,  and  to  whom  I 
am  indebted  for  my  very  life,  I  failed  not  to  mention  Mon- 
sieur Volney's  intended  munificence  when  I  met  the  baron 
some  few  days  back  in  the  village,  and  when  I  pressed  him 
to  be  of  the  bridal  party  to-day." 

"  Well,  really,"  said  the  notary,  with  impatience,  "  it 
matters  not  amongst  us  all  here  who  knows  or  who  does 
not  know  the  fact  to  which  I  refer.  It  is  sufficient  that 
there  is  this  large  sum  in  the  first  carriage  to  render  it 
expedient  that  we  should  have  an  escort.  The  half-hour 
that  we  were  to  tarry  here  has  already  grown  into  an  hour, 
the  shades  of  evening  are  coming  on — " 

The  notary's  speech  was  suddenly  interrupted  by  an 
incident  which  produced  a  startling  effect.  The  Baron 
de  Margaux  was  about  to  issue  from  the  room,  when  Lord 
Octavian  Meredith  bounded  toward  him,  and  clutching  him 
forcible  by  the  arm,  exclaimed,  "  No,  you  cannot  be  per- 
mitted to  depart  hence!  " 

For  an  instant  the  countenance  of  the  baron  displayed 
a  ghastly  expression,  and  he  staggered  as  if  smitten  a  violent 
blow  with  an  invisible  hand;  but  the  next  instant  the  blood 
rushed  to  his  face,  and  assuming  the  haughtiest  demeanour, 
he  said,  "  My  lord,  this  conduct,  so  unwarrantable,  so  out- 
rageous—  " 

"  We  shall  see  whether  I  am  not  justified  in  what  I  am 


THE  BARON  DE  MARGAUX  425 


doing,"  said  Octavian,  in  whom  a  remarkable  change  had 
taken  place;  for  while  he  retained  his  hold  upon  the 
baron,  his  looks  expressed  loathing  and  horror,  mingled 
with  the  sternest  resolve. 

"  My  lord,  what  means  this? "  asked  the  Viscount  De- 
lorme,  stepping  forward. 

Clarine,  my  dearest  friend,"  Zoe  hastily  whispered 
to  the  viscountess,  "  prepare  yourself  for  a  horrible  reve- 
lation." 

"  Unhand  me,  my  lord!  "  thundered  forth  the  Baron 
De  Margaux,  with  a  perfect  ferocity  in  his  look,  as  he  thus 
addressed  himself  to  Lord  Octavian. 

But  scarcely  were  the  words  spoken  when  hasty  and 
heavy  footsteps  were  heard  rushing  up  the  staircase,  the 
door  was  flung  open,  three  or  four  police  officers  burst 
into  the  room,  and  the  Baron  De  Margaux  was  seized  upon 
as  their  prisoner. 

Away  with  him  from  our  sight! "  exclaimed  Lord 
Octavian  Meredith,  "  away  with  that  foul  murderer!  " 

Murderer!  "  echoed  the  Viscount  Delorme.  "  Im- 
possible !  What  madness  is  this?  What  terrible  mistake 
has  been  committed?  Stop!  "  and  the  young  nobleman, 
violently  excited,  rushed  forward  to  detain  the  gen- 
darmes as  they  were  moving  away  with  their  prisoner. 

"  Viscount,"  exclaimed  Meredith,  "  your  generous  con- 
fidence has  been  villainously  betrayed.  You  know  not 
the  plot  from  which  you  have  escaped.  Look  at  that  mis- 
creant, —  his  whole  demeanour  bears  evidence  to  his  guilt! 
Away  with  him!  " 

The  police  officers  hurried  the  false  baron  —  now  utterly 
discomfited  and  quivering  with  terror  —  from  the  apart- 
ment, but  the  utmost  excitement  prevailed  amongst  those 
who  were  left  behind  in  that  room. 

Clarine  had  sunk  down  with  a  subdued  shriek  of  horror 
upon  the  sofa  when  the  lips  of  Octavian  proclaimed  De 
Margaux  to  be  a  murderer,  but  Zoe  was  at  hand  to  sustain 
and  minister  to  her  friend.  The  notary's  wife,  with  a 
groan  expressive  of  the  fearful  sensation  produced  upon 
herself,  clung  to  her  husband,  and  he  stared  in  horrified 
consternation  upon  the  false  baron  as  he  was  being  hurried 
out  of  the  apartment.  Octavian  caught  the  Viscount  De- 
lorme by  the  arm,  and  hurriedly  gave  him  a  few  words  of 
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explanation,  to  which  that  young  nobleman  listened  with 
feelings  that  can  be  better  imagined  than  described.  Im- 
mense was  the  sensation  which  prevailed  throughout 
the  inn,  and  which  speedily  spread  through  the  village, 
when  it  was  known  that  the  leader  of  the  gang  which  had 
perpetrated  the  diabolic  crime  of  the  preceding  evening 
had  been  discovered  and  taken  into  custody. 

When  some  degree  of  calmness  was  restored  in  the  room 
where  the  arrest  was  accomplished.  Lord  Octavian  Mere- 
dith proceeded  to  give  certain  explanations.  He  stated 
how  his  suspicions  had  been  excited  at  Dame  Roquette's 
hut,  and  how  he  was  on  the  point  of  making  an  endeavour 
to  steal  forth  thence  when  his  purpose  was  frustrated  by 
the  arrival  of  the  band  in  the  vicinage  of  the  little  dwelling. 
He  then  went  on  to  explain  how  the  chief  of  the  gang, 
having  dismissed  the  rest,  entered  the  hut,  and  passing  the 
light  before  his  eyes,  had  been  beguiled  into  the  belief 
that  he  was  asleep. 

"  But  instead  of  sleeping,''  continued  Lord  Octavian, 
"  I  listened  to  the  discourse  which  ensued  between  the 
chief  of  the  gang  and  Dame  Roquette.  I  could  not  succeed 
in  overhearing  all  that  was  said;  but  in  the  first  instance 
I  was  surprised  to  find  that  the  leader  of  that  gang  of  mis- 
creants was  speaking  in  language  the  most  grammatically 
accurate,  and  in  a  tone  which  appeared  to  denote  the  polished 
gentleman  instead  of  the  low,  brutal  ruffian.  Having  made 
such  comments  upon  the  awful  work  which  had  just  been 
accomplished,  the  leader  went  on  to  explain  to  Dame 
Roquette  the  business  which  he  had  in  hand  for  the  morrow, 
—  namely,  for  this  day.  There  was  talk  of  an  ambush  to 
be  laid  and  the  mustering  of  the  gang  at  some  given  point 
in  the  forest,  in  order  that  a  grand  blow  might  be  struck 
boldly  and  successfully;  for  the  chief  expressed  his  con- 
viction that  there  would  be  more  than  one  equipage,  and 
therefore  many  people  to  deal  with.  Then  for  some  minutes 
he  spoke  in  a  lower  tone,  so  that  I  could  not  catch  what 
he  said,  but  presently,  to  my  surprise  and  consternation, 
I  heard  him  mention  the  names  of  Monsieur  Volney  and 
his  daughter.  Ah!  you  may  suppose  that  I  was  indeed 
startled  on  hearing  those  names,  for  I  knew  them  to  be 
those  of  the  kind  friends  beneath  whose  roof  my  own  wife 
was  sojourning." 


THE  BARON  DE  MARGAUX  427 


"The  miscreant!"  exclaimed  the  Viscount  Delorme. 
"  And  to  think  that  I  should  have  for  some  years  considered 
that  man  to  be  amongst  my  best  friends!  But  proceed, 
my  lord;  we  are  impatient  for  your  explanations." 

"  After  that  low  whispering,"  continued  Octavian,  "  the 
leader  of  the  murderous  gang  went  on  speaking  to 
Dame  Roquette  in  a  somewhat  more  audible  tone,  and 
then  your  name,  viscount,  was  mentioned.  I  gathered 
that  you  were  the  accepted  suitor  of  Monsieur  Volney's 
daughter,  that  the  bridal  was  to  take  place  to-day,  that 
after  the  ceremony  you  were  to  set  out  on  your  way  toward 
Fontainebleau,  and  that  you  would  pass  through  this 
forest.  I  likewise  learned  that  by  some  means  or  another 
the  miscreant  chief  had  ascertained  that  you  would  most 
probably  have  a  very  large  sum  of  money  in  your  possession, 
and  that  the  wedding  presents  of  the  bride  were  to  be  of  a 
most  costly  description.  Then  the  leader's  voice  again 
grew  indistinct,  and  all  I  could  succeed  in  ascertaining  of 
this  portion  of  his  discourse  was  that  he  himself  would  be 
upon  the  road,  but  whether  in  your  company  or  not  I 
could  not  rightly  understand.  He  however  gave  Dame 
Roquette  instructions  relative  to  the  part  which  she  would 
have  to  perform.  One  of  his  gang,  a  man  bearing  the  name 
of  Moulin,  was  to  be  likewise  upon  the  road,  and  even  I 
believe  to  penetrate  into  the  neighbourhood  of  the  chateau 
itself,  —  at  all  events,  to  find  an  opportunity  to  hold  com- 
munication with  his  chief  and  receive  the  orders  which 
circumstances  might  render  necessary. 

"It  is  evident  that  the  villainous  leader  was  at  that 
time  only  partially  acquainted  with  your  plans,  and  he 
knew  not  precisely  when  you  would  pass  through  the  forest. 
For  precaution's  sake  he  did  not  desire  his  gang  to  muster 
too  soon,  and  therefore  the  object  of  this  Moulin's  meeting 
him  along  the  line  of  route  was  to  receive  the  instructions 
as  to  the  hour  of  assemblage.  It  was  then  to  be  Dame 
Roquette's  duty  to  carry  around  the  final  order  to  the 
separate  abodes  of  the  individuals  of  the  band;  and  thus, 
you  perceive,  no  precaution  was  omitted  by  the  fiendlike 
author  of  the  plot  in  order  to  ensure  its  fullest  success. 
But  I  must  observe  that  throughout  this  discourse  which 
took  place  between  himself  and  Dame  Roquette  I  did  not 
once  hear  her  address  him  by  any  name;  nor  was  there 
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a  cranny  in  the  door  through  which  I  might  peep  to  obtain 
a  glimpse  of  his  countenance.  Twice  did  he  come  into  the 
little  room  which  had  been  allotted  to  me,  twice  did  he  pass 
the  lantern  before  my  eyes  to  assure  himself  that  I  slept; 
but  on  neither  occasion  dared  I  raise  my  eyelids  even  so 
much  as  a  hair's  breadth,  for  fear  the  miscreant  should 
perceive  that  I  really  slept  not,  and  as  I  knew  that  he  was 
armed  to  the  teeth,  while  I  was  altogether  weaponless,  I 
was  completely  at  his  mercy.  Thus  you  will  understand 
that  the  chief  went  forth  from  the  cottage  without  my 
having  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  slightest  idea  of  his 
personal  appearance.'' 

"  It  was  a  night  of  horror  which  you  passed,"  exclaimed 
the  Viscount  Delorme,  and  the  words  were  echoed  by  the 
other  listeners,  while  Zoe  shuddered  visibly  at  the  bare 
thought  of  the  terrific  dangers  which  her  beloved  husband 
had  gone  through. 

"  In  the  morning,"  continued  Octavian,  "  I  took  leave 
of  the  old  woman  without  suffering  her  to  suspect  that 
I  had  overheard  a  single  syllable  of  the  previous  night's 
discourse  between  herself  and  the  chief  of  the  gang.  On 
gaining  the  road  leading  through  the  forest,  I  encountered 
a  body  of  the  police.  I  communicated  to  them  all  that  had 
taken  place,  and  they  were  at  once  struck  with  the  expe- 
diency of  acting  with  the  utmost  caution  in  order  to  effect 
the  capture  of  the  chief  and  of  his  whole  gang.  But  in- 
asmuch as  I  was  utterly  unable  to  name  a  single  member 
of  that  gang,  and  the  suspicions  of  the  police  were  totally 
at  fault  on  the  subject,  it  was  necessary  to  adopt  a  course 
which  should  lead  to  the  accomplishment  of  a  twofold 
aim,  namely,  that  of  discovering  and  identifying  the  chief 
himself,  and  that  of  suffering  the  gang  to  assemble  at  the 
point  already  known,  but  the  hour  of  which  assembling 
had  yet  to  be  ascertained.  I  accompanied  the  police  officials 
to  the  mayor  of  the  nearest  village,  and  after  a  consultation, 
it  was  decided  upon  following  the  policy  suggested  by 
circumstances." 

Octavian  paused  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  continued 
in  the  ensuing  manner: 

"  I  set  out  in  pursuance  of  my  journey,  and  I  expected 
to  reach  the  chateau  before  your  party  had  left  it.  It 
however  happened  otherwise.    On  meeting  my  wife,  I 
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questioned  her  relative  to  the  friends  who  belonged  to 
the  party.  My  suspicions  could  settle  only  upon  one:  this 
was  the  Baron  De  Margaux,  and  yet  I  dared  not  rush  pre- 
cipitately to  the  conclusion  that  he  was  the  criminal.  I 
explained  everything  to  my  wife,  but  I  enjoined  her  to 
say  nothing  of  all  those  matters  until  she  should  perceive 
that  the  denouement  was  approaching.  I  was  afraid  that 
if  premature  revelations  were  made,  you  would  not  be 
enabled  to  control  your  feelings;  and  that  these  feelings 
being  reflected  in  your  looks,  would  show  the  baron  that 
he  was  suspected  and  would  cause  him  to  decamp,  thereby 
frustrating  the  ends  of  justice.  You  may  conceive  how 
difl&cult  it  was  for  me  to  command  my  own  feelings  and 
exercise  a  perfect  control  over  the  expression  of  my  own 
countenance  when  I  found  myself  in  the  presence  of  the 
baron.  I  immediately  saw  that  he  was  galvanized  with 
terror  on  beholding  me,  and  yet  the  miscreant  was  so  much 
the  master  of  his  own  feelings  that  even  to  me  his  startled 
emotion  was  barely  perceptible,  while  to  other  lookers-on, 
unconscious  of  all  that  was  beneath  the  surface,  it  would  not 
have  been  perceptible  at  all.  That  he  himself  was  instan- 
taneously lulled  into  the  belief  that  I  suspected  him  not, 
is  evident  from  the  fact  that  he  remained  with  us  to  prose- 
cute his  diabolic  plans.  The  sound  of  his  voice  confirmed 
my  suspicion  that  he  was  the  leader  of  the  gang,  the  wretch 
whom  I  had  heard  last  night  explaining  his  iniquitous 
projects  to  Dame  Roquette.  I  determined  to  watch  him 
narrowly,  and  you  saw  that  when  he  proposed  to  issue  forth 
from  this  tavern  under  the  pretext  of  remonstrating  with 
the  postmaster,  I  offered  to  accompany  him.  And  here  I 
should  observe  that  the  delay  in  obtaining  the  horses  was 
purposely  arranged  by  the  police,  a  hint  being  given  to 
that  effect  to  the  postmaster,  so  that  the  whole  ramifica- 
tions of  the  plan  might  fully  work  themselves  out.  You 
saw  that  the  false  baron  did  not  wish  me  to  accompany 
him;  and  fearful  of  exciting  his  suspicions  prematurely, 
I  allowed  him  to  go  forth  alone.  But  I  stole  after  him, 
I  dogged  him  to  a  short  distance  from  the  village,  and  I 
succeeded  in  overhearing  some  little  conversation  between 
himself  and  his  man  Moulin.  Fortunate  was  it  that  circum- 
stances flowed  in  this  channel,  for  the  false  baron  ordered 
Moulin  to  speed  at  once  into  the  forest  and  issue  directions  to 
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the  assembled  gang  that  they  were  to  make  some  alteration  as 
to  the  scene  of  the  contemplated  attack,  for  it  was  now  pro- 
posed to  be  effected  at  a  spot  farther  on  than  that  originally 
intended,  no  doubt  for  the  purpose  of  allowing  the  shades  of 
evening  to  deepen  as  much  as  possible.  The  false  baron  and 
his  man  separated;  I  intercepted  the  latter,  I  seized  upon  him 
and  made  him  my  prisoner.  His  errand  to  the  forest  was 
thus  cut  short.  A  couple  of  police  officials  came  up  at 
the  time,  and  I  told  them  all  that  had  occurred.  One  of 
them  set  off  with  all  possible  speed  to  acquaint  the  main 
body  of  the  gendarmerie  that  the  gang  was  assembled  in 
the  forest,  and  that  the  capture  might  now  be  effected; 
the  other  official,  having  disposed  of  his  prisoner,  fetched 
some  of  his  comrades  to  effect  the  arrest  of  the  false  baron 
himself.  I  should  observe  that  from  the  conversation 
which  took  place  between  the  chief  and  his  man  Moulin, 
I  learned  that  the  latter  had  been  all  the  way  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  chateau,  that  there  he  had  received  his 
chief's  instructions  —  " 

"  Yes,  when  the  perfidious  wretch,"  exclaimed  the  Vis- 
count Delorme,  "  had  insidiously  ascertained  from  my 
lips  the  settled  plan  of  the  day's  proceedings." 

"  No  doubt,"  observed  Lord  Octavian.  "  Then  the 
fellow  Moulin  must  have  ridden  back  with  all  possible 
despatch  to  the  forest  to  give  Dame  Roquette  the  final 
instructions;  and  this  second  interview  between  him  and 
the  chief  was  for  the  purpose  of  making  assurance  doubly 
sure  and  ascertaining  satisfactorily  that  no  part  of  the 
plan  had  been  altered  by  circumstances,  and  that  there 
was  a  complete  understanding  on  either  side  as  to  all  the 
details.  I  think  that  I  have  now  explained  everything  to 
you,  my  friends;  and  if  I  suffered  so  many  hours  to  elapse 
ere  the  villain  was  completely  unmasked,  it  was  for  the 
best  possible  motives." 

Oh,  under  all  circumstances  you  acted  rightly," 
exclaimed  the  Viscount  Delorme.  But  an  idea  has  struck 
me.  This  villain  whom  I  had  deemed  an  honourable  man 
and  my  friend  was  doubtless  the  author  of  crimes  which 
I  had  all  along  attributed  to  others.  May  he  not  have  been 
connected  with  the  gang  at  Madrid  who  robbed  me  on  the 
occasion  when  he  pretended  to  be  the  saviour  of  my  life?  May 
it  not  have  been  he  who  plundered  myself  and  others  at  the 
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hotel  at  Barcelona?  May  it  not  likewise  have  been  he  who 
robbed  the  danseuse  of  her  jewels  at  Naples?  And  instead 
of  his  contemplated  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  the 
Spanish  hidalgo  being  broken  off  in  consequence  of  some 
flaw  in  the  lady's  character,  may  it  not  have  been  that  her 
father  received  some  whispered  warning  relative  to  the 
evil  repute  of  the  false  baron  himself? 

"  All  these  facts  now  speak  for  themselves/'  said  Lord 
Octavian,  "  after  the  knowledge  we  have  procured  of 
the  miscreant's  true  character.  But  let  us  pursue  the  jour- 
ney; the  town  where  you  originally  proposed  to  halt  is 
but  a  few  miles  beyond  the  village  where  I  first  gave  in- 
formation to  the  municipal  authority.  It  is  no  doubt  at 
the  town  itself  that  the  examination  of  the  prisoners  will 
take  place." 

The  journey  was  resumed  accordingly;  the  forest  was 
traversed  without  interruption,  and  while  the  cavalcade 
was  passing  through  it,  the  intelligence  was  communicated 
to  the  travellers  that  the  whole  of  the  band  had  been  arrested 
by  the  gendarmerie  and  that  Dame  Roquette  herself  had 
been  taken  into  custody,  so  that  all  Lord  Octavian's  meas- 
ures were  thus  shown  to  have  been  well  taken  and  his 
policy  was  carried  out  with  effect. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 


FINETTE 

Meredith's  idea  was  correct  in  respect  to  the  place 
where  the  examination  of  the  prisoners  was  to  be  conducted. 
The  band  consisted  of  about  a  dozen  persons,  most  of  whom 
were  woodmen  inhabiting  the  forest,  and  who  during  the 
daytime  appeared  to  be  engaged  in  the  most  peaceful  pur- 
suits. They  had  been  organized  by  De  Margaux  himself, 
and  under  his  leadership  they  had  conducted  all  their 
proceedings  with  so  much  caution  and  prudence  that  the 
eye  of  suspicion  had  never  once  settled  on  any  of  these 
individuals.  Oftentimes  had  they  carried  their  depreda- 
tions to  a  considerable  distance,  —  their  absence  from 
their  homes  even  for  several  days  being  unnoticed  in  a 
vast  forest  district  where  every  hut  was  isolated,  and  where 
the  rural  police  seldom  passed  through  the  same  quarter 
of  the  shady  wilderness  more  than  once  or  twice  in  the 
course  of  a  week. 

It  may  be  asked  by  the  reader  what  advantage  the  wood- 
men reaped  by  performing  the  parts  of  banditti  when  the 
necessities  of  their  position  compelled  an  outward  show 
of  poverty  and  forced  them  to  a  continual  existence  in 
those  wretched  hovels?  And  again  it  may  be  inquired 
what  good  Dame  Roquette  did  herself  by  her  connection 
with  the  band.  We  may  commence  our  explanations  by 
stating  that  at  the  cottage  of  every  criminal  arrested  on 
this  occasion  considerable  sums  of  money  were  found  hidden 
in  various  places;  supplies  of  wines  and  spirituous  liquors 
were  also  dragged  forth  to  light,  and  on  the  shelves  of  cup- 
boards luxuries  appeared  where  only  the  most  frugal 
fare  might  have  been  expected  to  meet  the  eye.  Thus 
the  members  of  the  banditti  had  an  interior  luxury  of  their 
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own,  veiled  by  the  dilapidated  walls  and  wretched  thatched 
roofs  of  their  dwellings;  they  had  the  means  of  rioting  in 
sensuous  enjoyment,  while  the  isolated  position  of  each 
amidst  the  mazes  of  that  forest,  with  no  jealous  neighbour's 
curious  regards  ever  upon  the  watch,  averted  all  suspicion. 
Then  again,  they  accumulated  treasure,  and  their  wily 
chief  had  represented  to  them  that  when  they  had  all  en- 
riched themselves  they  could  one  by  one  depart  to  other 
climes  to  enjoy  their  ill-gotten  wealth  for  the  remainder 
of  their  days.  It  would  seem  that  the  attack  upon  the 
bridal  party  was  intended  to  be  the  last  exploit  of  the  kind; 
iti  was  expected  to  reap  a  considerable  harvest  thereby; 
and  several  of  the  band  had  arranged  for  a  precipitate  de- 
parture from  the  forest  on  the  following  day.  Their  hopes 
were  however  frustrated  and  their  iniquitous  career  was 
cut  short,  through  the  wisdom  and  presence  of  mind  of 
Lord  Octavian  Meredith. 

The  bridal  party  reached  in  safety  the  town  where  prepa- 
rations were  made  for  its  reception  at  the  principal  hotel, 
and  on  the  following  day  Lord  Octavian,  Viscount  Delorme, 
and  the  notary  attended  before  the  authorities  to  make 
their  respective  depositions  in  the  criminal  cases  then 
pending.  The  false  Baron  De  Margaux  had  recovered  all 
his  wonted  hardihood  when  brought  up  into  the  presence 
of  the  examining  magistrate,  though  he  studiously  kept 
his  eyes  averted  from  that  part  of  the  crowded  police  office 
which  was  allotted  to  the  witnesses.  There  were  two  distinct 
cases  to  be  entered  into.  One  was  the  murder  of  the  two 
postilions  and  Octavian's  valet;  the  other  was  the  medi- 
tated attack  upon  the  bridal  party.  In  respect  to  the  former 
crime,  Meredith  was  the  only  witness,  and  his  evidence 
tended  merely  to  criminate  the  false  baron  and  Dame 
Roquette,  inasmuch  as  he  could  not  possibly  signalize 
amongst  the  band  those  individuals  who  had  assisted  in 
that  stupendous  enormity.  The  false  baron  and  the  in- 
famous old  woman  were  accordingly  ordered  to  be  com- 
mitted for  trial  on  that  capital  charge.  In  respect  to  the 
other  offence,  the  fact  of  the  assemblage  of  the  entire  gang 
was  sufficient  to  inculpate  them  all,  while  Meredith,  De- 
lorme, and  the  notary  were  enabled  to  give  their  several  testi- 
monies. It  was  Lord  Octavian,  however,  whose  evidence 
was  most  important,  —  that  of  Delorme  and  the  notary 
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merely  tending  to  show  under  what  circumstances  the 
false  baron  had  joined  their  party  at  the  old  chateau  and 
subsequently  travelled  with  it.  The  result  was  that  the 
entire  gang  were  committed  for  trial  on  the  second  charge, 
and  that  the  whole  posse  of  prisoners  were  sent  off  under 
a  strong  escort  of  gendarmerie  to  the  prison  of  the  principal 
assize  town  in  the  district. 

It  is  our  purpose  to  follow  the  false  Baron  De  Margaux 
for  the  present.  Arrived  at  the  prison,  he  was  separated 
from  his  companions,  and  being  heavily  ironed,  was  lodged 
in  a  cell  by  himself.  The  prison  was  situated  on  the  out- 
skirt  of  the  town;  a  portion  of  it  was  the  remnant  of  an 
old  castle,  and  there  was  a  deep  moat  on  that  side  of  the 
building.  De  Margaux's  dungeon  was  in  a  round  tower 
overlooking  the  moat,  the  stagnant  water  of  which  washed 
its  foundations.  A  single  window,  with  massive  iron  bars, 
afforded  air  and  light,  and  the  prisoner  through  his  window 
could  behold  the  open  country  stretching  far  away.  There 
was  a  courtyard  belonging  to  that  portion  of  the  prison 
to  which  the  tower  itself  pertained,  and  there,  at  stated 
hours,  the  captives  were  permitted  to  take  exercise.  Two 
sentinels  were  furnished  by  the  garrison  of  the  town  to 
keep  watch  upon  the  gaol  day  and  night.  One  sentinel 
paced  in  front  of  the  principal  entrance,  the  other  was 
stationed  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  moat  to  which  we 
have  already  alluded. 

It  was  noon,  on  the  second  day  after  the  committal 
of  the  prisoners,  and  De  Margaux  was  walking  alone  in 
the  courtyard,  for  it  had  been  ordered  that  he  should  be 
prevented  from  holding  any  communication  with  the  mem- 
bers of  his  band,  and  therefore  at  the  time  that  he  took 
exercise  in  the  yard  his  subordinate  accomplices  were  se- 
cured in  their  own  cells.  The  authorities  naturally  in- 
ferred that  the  chief  whose  desperate  character  and  intelli- 
gence had  succeeded  in  organizing  such  a  band,  and  so 
long  eluding  not  merely  the  grasp  but  even  the  suspicion 
of  justice,  must  be  a  person  of  no  ordinary  resources,  and 
therefore  that  if  he  were  allowed  opportunities  to  communi- 
cate with  his  followers,  he  would  most  probably  devise  the 
means  of  escape. 

De  Margaux  was  therefore  walking  alone  in  the  court- 
yard and  at  the  time  we  have  specified.   A  chain  encircled 
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his  waist,  and  thereto  were  attached  irons,  which  descending 
as  far  as  his  ankles,  were  there  fettered  by  rings.  His 
hands  were  free,  and  it  will  be  understood  that  the  nature 
of  the  fetters,  however  inconvenient  to  wear,  did  not  pre- 
vent locomotion.  The  criminal  had  already  well  studied 
every  detail  of  that  portion  of  the  prison  in  which  he  was 
confined,  and  while  pacing  to  and  fro  in  the  courtyard, 
he  was  revolving  in  his  thoughts  various  projects  of  escape. 
The  windows  of  several  other  compartments  of  the  prison 
looked  upon  two  adjacent  courtyards,  and  amongst  those 
windows  were  the  casements  belonging  to  the  apartments 
of  one  of  the  turnkeys.  As  De  Margaux  happened  to  be 
looking  in  that  direction,  he  was  struck  by  the  appearance 
of  a  young  woman,  who  from  a  jug  was  pouring  water 
upon  some  flowers  placed  upon  the  sill.  She  was  not  above 
two  and  twenty,  and  if  not  actually  handsome  nor  even 
pretty,  was  at  least  possessed  of  an  interesting  countenance. 
She  had  a  fine  pair  of  dark  eyes,  and  as  she  smilingly  nodded 
at  her  father,  who  was  engaged  in  the  courtyard  below, 
the  one  next  to  that  where  De  Margaux  was  walking,  her 
cherry  lips  revealed  a  very  brilliant  set  of  teeth.  She  was 
dressed  with  a  certain  coquettishness,  the  invariable  taste 
of  a  Frenchwoman  having  done  its  best  to  give  effect  to 
even  the  plainest  apparel.  De  Margaux,  whose  keen  intellect 
was  ever  ready  to  seize  upon  the  slightest  circumstance 
which  by  any  possibility  could  be  turned  to  his  own  ad- 
vantage, raised  his  hat  and  made  the  most  courteous  bow 
to  the  turnkey's  daughter. 

Finette,  for  such  was  the  damsel's  name,  had  not  before 
noticed  the  tall,  handsome,  gentlemanly  captive,  nor  did 
she  know  for  what  crime  he  was  imprisoned  there.  She 
was  struck  with  his  appearance  and  flattered  by  his  courtesy; 
a  blush  rose  to  her  cheeks  as  she  returned  the  bow.  Her 
father,  happening  to  glance  up  at  the  moment,  caught  her 
thus  nodding  to  some  one  and  he  exclaimed,  "  Finette, 
whom  are  you  noticing?  " 

This  question  was  put  loud  enough  to  catch  the  ears  of 
De  Margaux  in  the  next  yard,  and  Finette,  abashed,  re- 
tired from  the  window.  Her  father,  a  stout,  burly,  as  well 
as  somewhat  ill-looking  man,  and  of  rather  a  stern  disposi- 
tion, hastened  up  to  the  apartment,  and  angrily  repeated 
the  question.  Finette  was  frightened,  and  gave  no  response. 
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The  turnkey  glanced  from  the  window,  and  perceiving 
De  Margaux,  at  once  comprehended  that  he  must  have 
been  the  object  of  his  daughter's  interest. 

"  Wretched  girl! "  he  exclaimed,  turning  angrily,  in- 
deed almost  ferociously,  around  upon  Finette,  "  do  you 
know  to  whom  you  were  bowing?  That  man,  for  all  his 
gentlemanly  looks,  is  one  of  the  greatest  miscreants  that 
ever  came  within  these  walls.   He  is  a  murderer." 

"  A  murderer,  father?  "  cried  Finette.  "  It  is  impossible! 
A  gentleman  with  such  a  distinguished  air,  such  a  mien  — 

"  I  tell  you,  girl,  that  he  is  a  murderer,"  interjected  the 
turnkey.  "  If  you  had  not  been  staying  at  your  aunt's 
the  day  he  and  his  comrades  arrived,  you  would  have  seen 
the  sensation  their  presence  in  the  town  created." 

"  But  he  is  not  yet  tried,  father?  "  said  Finette,  inquir- 
ingly. 

''No.  But  why  do  you  ask  the  question?  "  exclaimed 
the  turnkey. 

"  Because  it  may  perhaps  be  proved  that  he  is  falsely 
charged,  and  is  not  so  wicked,  after  all.  Do  you  not  re- 
member the  marquis  who  was  accused  of  poisoning  his  wife, 
and  whose  case  at  first  looked  so  black,  but  whose  innocence 
was  made  manifest,  after  all?  And  do  you  not  recollect 
likewise  the  young  gentleman  that  was  charged  with  forgery, 
a  mere  boy  of  one  and  twenty?  I  told  you  that  I  could  not 
believe  him  to  be  guilty;  you  declared  that  he  was,  and  yet 
on  the  day  of  trial  he  was  acquitted,  and  the  real  culprit  took 
his  place  in  the  dock.  So  it  may  be  with  that  gentleman," 
added  Finette;  "because  —  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  girl,"  interrupted  her  father.  It 
is  only  because  he  is  good  looking,  well  dressed,  and  of  fine 
manners,  that  you  jump  at  the  conclusion  of  his  innocence. 
I  wonder  what  the  world  will  come  to  next.  Handsome 
men  can  never  be  guilty  in  your  estimation.  If  your  mother 
were  alive,  she  would  have  taught  you  differently,  and  it 
is  a  pity  that  I  have  not  time  to  look  more  after  you.  If 
you  go  on  in  this  way  I  shall  send  you  altogether  to  your 
aunt  in  the  country." 

"  No,  my  dear  father,"  said  Finette,  cajolingly,  as  she 
threw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  "  you  will  not  send  me 
away,  because  who  could  attend  to  your  housekeeping?  " 

"  Ah!  if  it  weren't  for  that,"  said  the  man,  "  it  would  be 
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different.  But  no  matter.  I  beg  of  you,  Finette,  not  to 
notice  prisoners  from  the  window  again;  and  this  injunction 
is  all  the  more  necessary  because,  as  you  know,  I  am  going 
out  for  a  half-holiday,  and  you  will  be  here  by  yourself." 

Thus  ended  the  conversation  between  the  father  and 
daughter,  but  Finette's  reflections  on  the  same  subject 
were  not  similarly  concluded.  She  could  not  possibly  per- 
suade herself  that  the  man  of  such  distinguished  appearance, 
of  such  imposing  demeanour,  with  such  dark  hair,  and  so 
well  cultivated  a  moustache,  was  a  murderer.  There  was 
a  great  deal  of  romance  —  the  foolish  portion  of  romance, 
we  mean  —  in  the  girl's  disposition;  every  volume  in  the 
nearest  circulating  library  had  been  greedily  devoured 
by  her,  and  in  every  well-dressed,  handsome,  prepossessing 
captive  she  invariably  beheld  a  victim,  a  martyr,  or  a  hero. 

Her  father  went  out  for  the  remainder  of  the  day,  and 
Finette  passed  into  the  adjacent  room,  —  ostensibly  to  gossip 
with  the  wife  of  another  turnkey,  whose  lodging  it  was, 
but  in  reality  to  gleam  all  particulars  relative  to  the  charge 
for  which  the  tall,  handsome  prisoner  was  incarcerated. 
She  learned  that  he  was  the  captain  of  a  formidable  gang 
of  forest  banditti,  and  that  all  his  followers  were  likewise 
in  custody.  The  crimes  of  which  they  were  accused  were 
narrated  to  her,  and  though  she  shuddered  while  listening, 
yet  she  pertinaciously  fell  back  on  the  belief  that  the  inno- 
cence of  De  Margaux  would  transpire  in  respect  to  the 
blacker  portion  of  the  guilt  alleged  against  him.  As  for  his 
being  the  captain  of  a  horde  of  banditti,  this  was  some- 
thing chivalrously  romantic  and  heroically  grand  in  Finette's 
estimation.  She  returned  to  her  own  room;  her  father's 
injunctions  were  forgotten,  or  at  least  disregarded.  She 
approached  the  window,  she  received  another  courteous 
salute  from  De  Margaux,  and  she  returned  it.  Be  it  under- 
stood that  he  had  not  overheard  the  conversation  which 
had  taken  place  between  the  father  and  daughter,  but  he 
felt  assured  that  the  girl  must  know  for  what  he  was  im- 
prisoned, and  he  therefore  very  naturally  concluded  that 
she  either  thought  very  lightly  of  the  crimes  imputed  to 
him,  or  else  disbelieved  them,  otherwise  she  would  not 
thus  receive  and  acknowledge  his  salutations.  He  made  a 
sign  that  he  wished  to  speak  to  her;  then  he  placed  his 
hand  upon  his  heart,  and  next  clasped  both  hands  with 
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an  air  of  entreaty.  Finette,  deeply  compassionating  the 
brigand  chief,  nodded  her  head  as  much  as  to  convey  the 
intimation  that  she  would  do  something  on  his  behalf; 
and  almost  immediately  afterward  the  hour  came  at 
which  De  Margaux  was  to  be  reconsigned  to  his  cell  until 
the  evening,  when  he  would  be  allowed  another  short  inter- 
val for  exercise  in  the  yard. 

Thus  was  it  that  Mademoiselle  Finette  in  a  very  brief 
space  found  herself  involved  in  an  adventure  which  appeared 
to  her  replete  with  a  charming  romance.  For  the  next 
three  or  four  hours  she  could  settle  herself  to  no  occupa- 
tion; she  prepared  no  food  for  herself,  her  needlework  re- 
mained untouched.  The  image  of  the  brigand  chief,  with 
his  fine,  tall  form,  his  dark  eyes,  and  his  glossy  moustache, 
was  inseparable  from  her  thoughts. 

At  six  o'clock  in  the  evening  De  Margaux  was  again 
released  from  his  cell,  and  suffered  to  walk  in  the  court- 
yard. Finette  had  comprehended  from  his  signs  that  he 
wished  to  speak  to  her.  Perhaps  he  had  some  message  of 
importance  to  convey,  and  which  he  dared  only  trust  to 
a  friendly  medium?  Perhaps  the  very  proofs  of  his  inno- 
cence depended  thereon?  Who  could  tell?  It  would  be 
deplorable  if  such  a  life  were  to  be  sacrificed  for  the  want 
of  so  simple  a  favour.  Finette  could  not  endure  the  thought, 
and  she  resolved  to  ascertain  what  De  Margaux  might  have 
to  say  to  her. 

Having  thus  sophistically  brought  herself  to  the  con- 
clusion that  there  could  be  no  possible  harm  in  carrying 
out  her  intentions,  she  lost  no  time  in  executing  them. 
All  prisoners  who  were  waiting  for  trial  were  permitted  to 
purchase  such  little  luxuries  as  tobacco,  snuff,  bottled  beer, 
wine,  or  spirits,  and  the  turnkeys  enjoyed  a  monopoly  of 
the  sale  of  these  articles.  Taking  a  bottle  of  wine  in  one 
hand  and  a  packet  of  tobacco  in  the  other,  Finette  de- 
scended from  her  room,  and  tripped  across  the  courtyard 
with  which  that  portion  of  the  building  communicated. 
The  door  opening  into  De  Margaux's  yard  was  so  situated 
in  a  corner  as  to  be  concealed  by  an  angle  of  the  edifice 
from  the  windows  of  the  turnkey's  rooms.  In  this  door 
there  was  a  little  guichet,  or  trap,  which  served  as  a  ready 
means  of  communication  with  any  one  on  the  opposite  side, 
and  to  save  the  trouble  of  opening  the  door  itself  every 
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time  such  communication  was  needful.  It  was  at  that 
guichet,  too,  that  friends  who  came  to  visit  prisoners  stood 
to  converse  with  them. 

Opening  the  guichet,  Finette  looked  through  into  the 
adjoining  yard,  and  De  Margaux  instantaneously  approached 
the  door.  There  was  no  disappointment  on  either  side  by 
this  closer  view  of  each  other.  The  false  baron  was  con- 
firmed in  his  impression  of  Finette's  pleasing  looks,  while 
she  herself  found  the  demeanour  of  the  captive  to  be  more 
distinguished  and  his  manners  more  enchanting  than  even 
in  her  dreamy  imaginings  she  had  anticipated. 

"  You  wished  to  speak  to  me?  "  she  said,  blushing  with 
confusion,  but  glancing  furtively  at  De  Margaux's  counte- 
nance from  beneath  the  curtain  of  her  long  lashes. 

"  Yes,  beauteous  damsel,"  responded  the  prisoner,  be- 
cause by  your  manner  you  displayed  sympathy  toward  me." 

"  True,  I  felt  sympathy,"  replied  the  still  blushing  Finette, 
"  because  —  because  —  I  could  not  possibly  bring  myself 
to  believe  —  " 

That  I  am  guilty?  "  ejaculated  the  false  baron,  in- 
stantaneously penetrating  what  was  passing  in  her  mind. 

No,  no,  I  am  not  guilty.   But  to  prove  my  innocence  —  " 

"Thank  Heaven  you  are  not  guilty!"  said  Finette; 
and  then  deeper  grew  her  blushes  at  the  sudden  enthusiasm 
into  which  her  feelings  had  thus  betrayed  her. 

"  You  are  pleased  that  I  assure  you  of  my  innocence?  " 
said  De  Margaux.  "  Amiable  and  beautiful  girl,  it  is  in 
such  moments  as  these,  when  the  soul  is  sinking  beneath 
the  weight  of  an  unjust  accusation,  that  the  kind  sympathy 
of  one  of  your  sex  is  so  ineffably  delicious.  Ah,  if  I  were  free, 
how  joyously  would  I  testify  my  gratitude  —  oh,  how 
joyously,  how  sincerely!  " 

"  But  if  you  were  free,"  asked  Finette,  "  would  you  go 
back  to  your  forest  life?  Would  you  again  become  the 
captain  of  a  band,  which  though  gallant,  is  still  lawless?  " 

"  If  I  were  free,  sweet  maiden,"  answered  De  Margaux, 
who  was  careful  in  his  responses,  and  cautiously  strove 
to  elicit  her  sentiments,  so  that  he  might  take  his  cue  there- 
from, "  if  I  were  free,  and  if  you  were  my  companion,  your 
word  should  be  my  law,  your  happiness  should  be  my 
study,  and  therefore  would  I  do  nought  that  should  in  any 
way  militate  against  your  wishes." 
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"  Perhaps  —  perhaps,"  faltered  the  hesitating  and  blush- 
ing Finette,  "  there  is  some  one  whom  you  long  to  rejoin, 
some  heart  that  is  beating  in  anxiety  for  you,  some  one 
whom  you  love  and  by  whom  you  are  beloved." 

"No,"  replied  De  Margaux,  "  I  never  until  now  knew 
what  love  is  —  but  I  experience  its  power  at  this  moment. 
Not  for  worlds,  sweet  maiden,  would  I  deceive  you.  You 
have  given  me  your  sympathy;  that  sympathy  has  touched 
some  chord  in  my  heart,  the  chord  has  vibrated,  it  vibrates 
now.  Maiden,  if  I  were  free,  I  would  kneel  at  your  feet,  I 
would  offer  you  my  hand,  I  would  place  before  you  the  count- 
less treasures  which  I  have  amassed,  and  which  are  so  well 
concealed  in  a  distant  place  that  there  is  no  fear  of  their 
being  discovered." 

I  am  afraid  that  I  do  wrong  to  listen  to  you,"  mur- 
mured Finette,  whose  heart  throbbed  with  joy,  while  a  suc- 
cession of  blushes  kept  suffusing  her  cheeks.  "  You  must 
not  therefore  talk  any  more  in  that  strain,  but  rather  pro- 
ceed to  tell  me  what  can  be  done  to  effect  your  freedom. 
Perhaps  you  need  some  proof  of  your  innocence  ?  Perhaps 
you  have  it  in  your  power  to  show  that  the  crimes  were 
committed  by  your  band  when  you  were  not  present, — 
crimes  which  you  yourself  abhor  —  " 

"  How  strange,  how  wonderful,"  cried  De  Margaux, 
that  you  understand  me  thus,  that  you  penetrate  into  the 
truth  of  these  circumstances!  Surely,  surely  there  must 
be  some  unknown  but  potent  sympathy  existing  between 
us.  Yes,  there  is.  It  is  a  mystical  transfusion,  sympathy 
begetting  love,  and  love,  I  hope,  engendering  love  in  re- 
turn. 

Finette's  heart  went  on  throbbing,  and  her  cheeks  blush- 
ing, and  her  bosom  palpitating.  There  was  something  mag- 
ically soft  in  the  voice  of  the  brigand-captain.  To  be  his 
bride,  his  companion,  in  some  far-off  clime,  or  in  the  depths 
of  some  forest,  were  infinitely  preferable  to  a  residence  in 
that  gloomy  prison,  along  with  a  father  whose  temper  was 
not  the  sweetest  in  the  world,  and  who  even  that  very  day 
had  spoken  so  harshly  to  her. 

"  It  is  true,"  continued  De  Margaux,  "  that  I  was  not 
present  when  the  crime  was  committed,  true  also  that  when 
I  learned  the  atrocity  my  soul  was  smitten  with  horror  and 
anguish.    But  what  could  I  do?   It  was  too  late  to  repair 
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the  evil  that  was  done,  and  while  I  was  thinking  of  the  best 
mode  to  punish  the  offenders,  so  as  to  make  them  an  example 
to  the  rest  of  my  band,  I  was  captured.  In  one  point  only, 
sweet  Finette,  have  you  misunderstood  me.  There  is  no 
evidence  I  can  procure  which  will  prove  mine  innocence, 
because  it  is  sufficient  that  I  am  the  captain  of  the  band  in 
order  to  be  held  responsible  for  all  the  misdeeds  of  my  fol- 
lowers. Therefore,  if  I  remain  here,  I  shall  perish.  The 
remorseless  myrmidons  of  the  law  will  take  the  life  of  him 
for  whom  ycu  have  entertained  such  sweet  sympathy. 
I  crave  freedom,  therefore,  that  my  life  may  be  saved.  It 
is  no  false  title  which  I  bear,  —  a  baron's  rank  is  mine; 
and  in  the  fairest  Alpine  valley  do  I  possess  a  charming 
mansion,  situated  in  the  midst  of  delicious  pleasure-grounds. 
Oh,  that  thither  I  could  bear  thee  as  a  bride,  and  that  for 
the  rest  of  our  days  we  could  dwell  in  that  delightful  spot, 
in  peace,  in  safety,  and  in  happiness!  " 

Finette  was  bewildered  by  this  speech;  her  brain  appeared 
to  reel  with  dreams  of  bliss.  She  already  beheld  herself 
the  mistress  of  that  beauteous  mansion,  roaming  through 
that  charming  Alpine  valley,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  hus- 
band of  the  most  elegant  mien.  Never  had  those  prison- 
walls  appeared  so  gloomy  and  odious  to  the  young  maiden. 
De  Margaux  fathomed  all  that  was  passing  in  her  mind; 
he  perceived  the  advantage  he  had  already  gained,  and  he 
continued  in  his  insidious  discourse. 

"  To  her  who  began  by  giving  me  her  sympathy  when 
sympathy  was  so  much  needed,  to  her  who  listened  to  my 
avowal  of  love,  to  her  who  shall  afford  me  the  means  of 
saving  a  life  which  will  be  doubly  valuable  inasmuch  as  it 
must  be  devoted  to  the  delightful  task  of  ensuring  her  hap- 
piness, —  oh,  to  her  of  whom  I  am  speaking,  to  you,  dearest 
maiden,  shall  the  faithfulest  devotion  and  the  tenderest 
affection  be  ever  due." 

"  But  how  can  I  help  you?  Oh,  how  can  I  help  you?  " 
asked  Finette,  now  bursting  into  tears  of  anguish. 

"  Weep  not,"  said  De  Margaux.  "  Every  tear  you  shed 
falls  like  molten  lead  upon  my  heart.  Tell  me,  beloved  one, 
is  not  your  father  one  of  the  turnkeys  of  the  prison?  " 

"  Alas!  yes,"  responded  Finette,  and  the  fact  dooms 
me  to  an  existence  within  these  dreadful  walls,  an  existence 
which  I  abhor." 
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"  He  is  a  turnkey?  "  said  De  Margaux.  You  can  obtain 
the  key  from  him?  You  can  possess  yourself  of  it?  " 

"No  —  impossible!"  rejoined  Finette,  with  a  look  and 
tone  of  the  deepest  sadness. 

"  Impossible!  "  echoed  De  Margaux,  for  a  moment  de- 
jected. "  But  still  you  can  assist  me?  Yes,  you  can  assist 
me.   Files,  —  a  rope,  —  can  you  not  furnish  me  these?  " 

"  Yes,''  ejaculated  the  maiden,  her  countenance  suddenly 
brightening  up  with  joy.  Then,  as  rapidly  sinking  with 
despondency  again,  she  added,  "  Ah,  I  comprehend!  But 
the  sentinel  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  moat?  " 

''That  obstacle,  sweet  girl,  is  not  insurmountable," 
responded  De  Margaux.  ^'  Oh,  if  you  would  serve  me, 
Finette,  if  you  would  serve  me,  it  is  not  by  halves  that  you 
must  do  it.  It  is  a  matter  of  hfe  and  death.  You  know  it, 
you  see  that  it  is." 

"  Tell  me  what  I  can  do,"  said  the  girl,  eagerly,  for  her 
heart  was  now  full  of  the  most  devoted  enthusiasm  toward 
this  object  of  her  romantic  interest. 

"  You  must  manage  that  sentinel  for  me.  I  have  noticed 
that  the  guard  comes  around  to  change  the  sentinels  at  ten 
o'clock,  then  again  at  midnight.  It  is  the  sentinel  who  will 
then  be  on  duty  that  you  will  have  to  deal  with.  Can  you 
get  out  between  those  hours,  Finette?  " 

''  Yes,  for  fortunately  my  father  has  gone  to  see  his  sister 
in  the  country,  and  he  is  sure  not  to  return  before  midnight, 
—  perhaps  not  even  until  to-morrow  morning.  But  what 
am  I  to  do  with  regard  to  that  sentinel?  "  she  asked. 

"  Can  you  not  offer  him  liquor? "  said  De  Margaux. 
"  Will  you  mind  doing  this  for  my  sake?  It  is  a  husband 
whom  you  will  win,  sweet  Finette,  —  a  husband  who  will 
love  you  for  your  devotion  and  be  proud  of  you  for  your 
heroism." 

"  I  will  do  anything,  everything  you  tell  me,"  replied  the 
enthusiastic  but  infatuated  girl. 

"  You  can  give  the  soldier  liquor,"  continued  De  Mar- 
gaux, "  and  the  liquor  can  be  drugged.  Start  not,  I  mean 
not  to  poison  the  poor  wretch;  it  is  a  mere  soporific  that 
you  will  administer.  One  dram  of  the  liquor  thus  drugged, 
and  he  sinks  down  senseless.  My  escape  will  be  secured,  I 
join  you,  we  flee  together,  and  in  happiness  we  dwell  for  the 
remainder  of  our  days." 
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Finette  agreed  to  all  that  De  Margaux  suggested.  He 
repeated  his  instructions  relative  to  the  files  and  the  cord, 
and  he  explained  to  her  what  drug  she  was  to  purchase  at 
the  chemist's,  and  with  what  quantity  of  spirits  she  was  to 
mix  it.  Everything  was  arranged  between  them.  The  in- 
fatuated girl  gave  the  captive  the  wine  and  the  tobacco 
which  she  had  brought;  he  pressed  to  his  lips  the  hand  that 
was  passed  through  the  guichet,  she  closed  the  trap-door, 
and  tripped  away  across  the  court,  while  again  her  heart  was 
beating  with  hope,  her  cheeks  covered  with  blushes. 

In  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  Finette  returned  to  the 
guichet,  and  gave  the  captive  the  files  and  the  cord.  The 
joy  which  he  experienced  at  this  proof  of  her  continued 
infatuation  on  his  behalf  infused  an  almost  real  enthusiasm 
into  the  language  that  he  again  addressed  to  her;  her  hand 
was  again  pressed  to  his  lips,  and  again  did  she  flit  away 
with  palpitating  bosom  and  blushing  cheeks. 
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It  was  about  half-past  ten  o'clock,  and  the  night  was 
tolerably  dark,  when  the  sentinel  pacing  to  and  fro  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  moat  fancied  that  he  heard  light  foot- 
steps approaching.  He  stopped,  and  was  almost  immediately 
accosted  by  a  female  enveloped  in  a  cloak.  In  accordance 
with  her  station  and  with  the  custom  of  her  country,  she 
wore  no  bonnet,  but  a  very  neat  cap,  somewhat  coquettishly 
adorned  with  pink  ribbons.  The  hood  of  her  cloak  was  pur- 
posely thrown  back,  so  that  her  face  might  be  recognized 
if  the  soldier  should  happen  to  be  acquainted  with  her,  which 
she  knew  to  be  most  probable,  inasmuch  as  the  regiment 
had  been  long  in  the  town,  and  every  private  soldier  in  it  had 
over  and  over  again  mounted  guard  at  the  principal  entrance 
of  the  prison  as  well  as  on  the  bank  of  the  moat  in  the  rear. 

"  Ah,  Mademoiselle  Finette,"  exclaimed  the  sentinel, 
"  how  happens  it  that  you  are  out  so  late?  " 

"  I  am  going  to  see  a  friend  who  has  suddenly  been  taken 
very  ill;  she  lives  in  this  direction,  a  little  way  farther  on, 
upon  the  outskirt  of  the  town,  and  as  she  is  not  very  well 
off^  I  am  taking  her  a  bottle  of  brandy." 

Brandy  for  an  invalid!  "  ejaculated  the  sentinel,  jo- 
cosely, but  not  with  the  slightest  scintillation  of  suspicion 
that  any  treachery  was  intended.  What  can  the  malady  be? 
Is  it  cholera?  " 

"  Something  of  that  kind,"  responded  Finette.  "  At  all 
events,  my  father  told  me  I  had  better  take  a  bottle  of 
brandy  with  me,  and  I  have  it  here  in  my  basket." 

"  The  invalid  will  not  require  it  all,  Mademoiselle  Finette," 
said  the  soldier,  "  and  therefore  —  " 

"  Oh,  I  dare  say,"  interjected  the  maiden,  as  if  quite  in- 
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genuously,  "  her  husband  will  help  her  to  dispose  of  it.  All 
men  are  fond  of  brandy." 

"  And  no  one  more  so  than  myself,"  rejoined  the  sentinel, 
with  a  laugh,  and  then  he  smacked  his  lips  significantly. 

"  Oh,  I  did  not  understand,"  said  Finette,  now  laughing 
likewise.   "  You  shall  have  a  taste  and  be  welcome  too." 

Thus  speaking,  the  young  woman  produced  the  bottle 
from  her  basket,  and  handed  it  to  the  soldier.  He  lowered 
his  firelock  until  the  butt  of  it  rested  upon  the  ground,  and 
taking  the  cork  from  the  bottle,  applied  the  latter  to  his  lips. 
The  draught  he  imbibed  was  a  long  one,  and  scarcely  had  he 
given  back  the  bottle  into  Finette's  hand  when  he  was  seized 
with  a  sudden  dizziness;  he  staggered,  the  musket  fell  for- 
ward upon  the  ground,  and  the  word  Treachery!  "  escaped 
his  lips. 

But  it  was  only  uttered  lowly,  and  the  next  instant  he 
tumbled  heavily  backward,  with  a  mingled  moaning  and 
gasping  voice.  Finette  was  seized  with  affright;  the  ap- 
prehension smote  her  that  he  was  dead,  but  the  next  instant 
she  recovered  her  self-possession,  as  she  recollected  the 
information  De  Margaux  had  given  her  as  to  the  mode 
in  which  the  soporific  would  operate.  Then  she  drew  forth 
a  white  kerchief,  which  she  waved  for  a  few  moments,  and 
as  she  desisted,  a  slight  splash  in  the  water  at  the  foot  of  the 
tower  made  her  aware  that  her  signal  had  been  discerned 
through  the  obscurity  of  the  night.  It  was  the  rope  which 
De  Margaux  lowered  from  the  window. 

He  had  worked  well  during  the  three  or  four  hours  which 
had  elapsed  since  he  received  the  files  from  the  hand  of 
Finette.  The  fetters  were  no  longer  upon  his  limbs;  one  of 
the  massive  bars  of  the  window  had  been  eaten  through 
with  the  iron  teeth  of  the  file.  No  misadventure  had  occurred 
to  interfere  with  his  plan  of  escape.  And  now  Finette,  as 
she  stood  full  of  anxious  suspense  on  the  verge  of  the  moat, 
beheld  a  dark  form  issuing  forth  from  the  window  of  the  tower, 
then  descending  by  means  of  the  rope,  then  plashing  in 
the  water.  The  moat  was  very  deep,  and  at  that  spot  about 
thirty  yards  wide,  but  De  Margaux  was  an  excellent 
swimmer;  he  struck  out,  and  in  a  few  moments  reached  the 
bank  where  Finette  so  anxiously  awaited  him,  and  on  which 
the  unconscious  sentinel  lay.  But  the  noise  of  the  gurgling 
water,  as  he  glided  rapidly  through  it,  had  prevented  Fi- 
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nette's  ears  from  catching  the  sounds  of  footsteps  that  were 
advancing  across  the  field  which  stretched  beyond  the  moat 
toward  the  open  country.  Thus,  at  the  very  instant  that 
the  now  overjoyed  maiden  extended  her  hand  to  assist  De 
Margaux  up  the  bank,  a  cry  of  alarm  was  thundered  forth 
close  behind  her. 

A  shriek  pealed  from  her  lips;  it  was  the  voice  of  her 
father  which  had  spoken. 

"Help!  help!  an  escape!"  he  vociferated.  "Good 
heavens,  Finette!   Vile  girl!   Ah,  miscreant!  " 

These  were  the  ejaculations  which  in  rapid  succession 
burst  from  the  turnkey's  lips,  and  then  he  grappled  with  De 
Margaux.  But  the  struggle  lasted  only  for  an  instant.  De 
Margaux  possessed  the  strength  of  ten  thousand;  despera- 
tion rendered  him  invincible.  He  hurled  the  turnkey  away 
from  him  with  such  terrific  force  that  the  unfortunate  man 
fell  like  a  weight  of  lead  upon  the  ground,  and  the  almost 
distracted  Finette,  thinking  that  her  father  was  killed, 
threw  herself  in  wild  agony  upon  her  knees  by  his  side.  De 
Margaux  fled  from  the  spot  with  the  speed  of  a  hunted 
deer,  and  the  next  moment,  when  Finette  raised  her  eyes, 
he  no  longer  met  her  view. 

We  must  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  the  escaped  criminal. 
Away  he  sped  across  the  fields,  alike  ignorant  and  reckless 
of  the  way  which  he  was  taking.  He  knew  full  well  that  the 
loud  ejaculations  of  the  turnkey  must  have  at  once  raised 
an  alarm  inside  the  prison,  and  that  a  pursuit  on  horseback 
would  promptly  take  place.  He  ran  for  his  life.  Nought 
cared  he  for  poor  Finette;  nought  cared  he  whether  he  had 
slain  her  father  by  the  violence  with  which  he  had  hurled 
him  to  the  ground.  About  a  couple  of  fields  off  De  Margaux 
found  a  horse  grazing.  With  very  little  trouble  he  captured 
the  animal,  and  springing  on  its  back,  he  urged  it  to  its 
utmost  speed  by  lashing  its  sides  with  a  stick  which  he  picked 
up  at  the  time  for  the  purpose.  He  rode  on  for  several  miles, 
without  saddle,  bridle,  or  halter,  until  the  animal  was  com- 
pletely knocked  up,  and  then  De  Margaux  abandoned  it. 
There  were  lights  at  a  little  distance,  indicating  a  village 
or  small  town,  and  De  Margaux  was  about  to  turn  off  into 
another  direction,  when  he  said  to  himself,  "  No,  I  will  go 
straight  on.  Those  who  may  be  in  pursuit  will  think  to 
themselves  that  I  am  certain  to  avoid  this  place,  and  that 
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is  the  very  reason  why  I  will  enter  it.  Perhaps  I  shall  find 
some  secure  concealment  there  until  the  storm  has  blown 
over." 

De  Margaux  approached  the  lights,  and  as  he  drew  near 
some  very  large  building,  which  he  soon  discovered  to  be 
a  barn  on  the  outskirts  of  the  village,  his  ear  caught  the  sound 
of  music.  Very  poor  and  sorry  music  it  was,  however,  and 
De  Margaux  fancied  that  it  must  belong  to  some  itinerant 
show.  He  went  on,  and  in  a  few  minutes  reached  a  door 
at  the  back  of  the  barn.  It  stood  ajar;  he  peeped  in,  and 
by  a  dim  ligh'u  which  prevailed  inside,  he  perceived  that  a 
quantity  of  straw  was  piled  up  against  the  wall  on  the  right 
hand  just  inside  the  door,  and  to  the  distance  of  about  four 
yards  forward.  Thus  a  narrow  passage  was  left  from  the 
door  to  what  appeared  to  be  a  blanket  or  dingy  sort  of 
drapery,  stretching  all  across  the  barn  and  forming  a  screen 
to  shut  out  the  compartment  where  the  straw  was.  The 
sounds  of  ranting  voices,  the  trampling  of  feet  upon  boards, 
mingled  with  the  applause  and  laughter  of  an  audience, 
convinced  De  Margaux  that  his  first  impression  was  right, 
and  that  the  performances  of  some  itinerant  players  were 
taking  place. 

"  The  very  last  spot  in  the  world,"  thought  De  Margaux, 
"  where  pursuers  would  have  an  idea  of  looking  for  me!  " 
and  seizing  upon  a  moment  when  the  applause  was  long  and 
uproarious,  he  introduced  himself,  or,  rather,  worked  his 
way,  into  the  midst  of  the  straw,  so  that  he  was  completely 
embedded  therein,  while  the  noise  of  the  crackling  material 
was  drowned  by  the  din  of  the  delighted  audience. 

The  adventures  and  checkered  career  of  De  Margaux 
had  taken  him  at  times  into  several  countries.  We  have 
seen  from  the  explanations  of  the  Viscount  Delorme  that 
he  had  visited  Spain  and  Italy;  we  may  now  add  that  the 
British  shores  had  likewise  on  one  occasion  been  favoured 
with  his  presence  when  the  meridian  of  the  French  capital 
was  found  to  be  inconveniently  hot  for  a  period.  Keen, 
quick-witted,  and  naturally  intelligent,  De  Margaux  readily 
picked  up  in  a  short  time  a  sufiiciency  of  any  foreign  lan- 
guage to  make  himself  understood,  and  he  had  not  failed, 
when  in  England,  to  profit  by  his  sojourn  there  in  the  same 
respect.  He  therefore  now  had  no  difficulty  in  compre- 
hending that  it  was  a  company  of  English  strolling  players 
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to  whose  recitations  accident  was  rendering  him  a  listener. 
He  began  to  reflect  that  he  might  turn  the  circumstance  to 
his  advantage.  He  had  a  passport,  it  is  true,  but  it  was  such 
a  one  that  he  dared  not  exhibit,  inasmuch  as  it  would  at 
once  establish  his  identity.  He  could  not  travel  without 
one,  if  he  proceeded  alone;  and  even  if  he  were  to  shave  off 
his  moustache  and  disguise  his  person  to  the  utmost  of  his 
power,  he  could  not  obtain  another  passport  at  any  town 
without  exhibiting  his  former  one.  That  there  would  be  a 
hue  and  cry,  the  issue  of  hand-bills  and  the  posting  of  plac- 
ards offering  a  reward  for  his  apprehension,  he  knew  full 
well,  and  he  saw  that  the  best  chance  for  him  to  escape  out 
of  the  district  was  to  mingle  with  the  itinerant  company, 
assume  some  deep  disguise,  and  travel  under  the  general 
protecting  influence  of  the  manager's  passport  for  his  whole 
troupe. 

Scarcely  had  De  Margaux  revolved  these  matters  in  his 
mind,  when  the  curtain  dropped,  and  the  two  or  three  fiddles 
forming  the  orchestra  struck  up  a  tune.  The  drapery  sep- 
arating the  straw  compartment  from  the  raised  platform 
forming  the  stage  was  now  drawn  aside,  and  from  his  hiding- 
place  De  Margaux  could  obtain  a  view  of  the  performers. 
They  were  evidently  of  the  poorest  description;  their  whole 
appearance  bespoke  poverty^  yet  was  there  a  great  deal  of 
natural  gaiety  and  good-humour  amongst  them,  as  was 
evidenced  by  the  manner  in  which  they  took  advantage 
of  the  interval  between  the  acts  to  partake  of  refreshment, 
and  the  way  in  which  they  divided  their  humble  fare  with 
one  another.  After  some  trifling  changes  in  the  toilets  of 
two  or  three  of  them,  the  partition  drapery  was  again  closed, 
the  curtain  drew  up,  and  the  play  proceeded.  The  audience 
was  almost  entirely  French,  while  the  performances  were  in 
English;  but  all  proceeded  to  the  infinite  satisfaction  of  the 
spectators,  who,  if  they  comprehended  nothing  of  the  splen- 
did orations  delivered,  were  at  least  hugely  delighted  with 
the  grimaces  and  antics  of  the  clown.  Thus  the  curtain  at 
length  fell  finally  amidst  the  applause  of  the  entire  audience. 

We  should  observe  that  De  Margaux  had  not  the  smallest 
coin  in  his  pocket;  all  the  money  he  had  about  him  at  the 
time  of  his  arrest  had  been  taken  from  him.  Neither  had 
he  any  resources  elsewhere,  —  the  tale  he  had  told  Finette 
of  his  hidden  treasures  being  as  false  as  that  of  his  beautiful 
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Alpine  domain.  He  was  a  man  addicted  to  pleasures  and 
profligacies  of  every  description,  amongst  which  gambling 
was  included;  and  therefore  whenever  his  purse  was  well 
filled  as  the  result  of  some  scheme  of  villainy,  it  was  his 
wont  to  repair  to  the  great  towns  in  that  part  of  France,  and 
plunge  into  all  kinds  of  dissipation  until  his  necessities  drove 
him  back  to  the  forest  to  devise  some  new  project  or  perpe- 
trate some  fresh  turpitude  to  refill  his  pockets.  Thus,  at  the 
present  moment,  De  Margaux  was  utterly  penniless,  and 
this  circumstance  rendered  it  all  the  more  expedient  for  him 
to  seize,  if  possible,  upon  the  opportunity  to  mingle  with  the 
itinerant  troupe. 

The  barn  had  been  kindly  lent  by  a  farmer  to  this  poor 
travelling  company,  not  merely  to  serve  as  the  theatre  of 
their  performances,  but  likewise  as  their  temporary  abiding- 
place  while  they  were  in  that  neighbourhood.  On  the  dis- 
persion of  the  audience,  one  of  the  actors  issued  forth  to 
take  down  the  lamps,  or  rather  lanterns,  which  had  been 
suspended  in  front  of  the  barn,  and  on  his  return  the  doors 
were  closed,  in  order  to  make  all  safe  for  the  night.  Then 
the  manager  began  counting  the  proceeds,  the  troupe  eagerly 
gathering  around  him  to  hear  his  report,  —  although  each 
individual  had  in  his  own  mind  already  calculated  to  almost 
a  fraction  what  the  amount  would  be.  Without  precisely 
specifying  it,  we  may  observe  that  it  was  of  an  extent  to 
cheer  their  humble  hearts,  and  to  banish  all  cares  for  the 
present.  De  Margaux  failed  not  to  observe  the  good-humour 
and  satisfaction  which  thus  prevailed,  and  he  now  thought 
it  high  time  to  take  advantage  of  those  feelings. 

Without  being  perceived  by  any  of  the  company,  he  crept 
forth  from  his  hiding-place,  and  suddenly  opened  and  closed 
the  back  door  as  if  he  had  only  that  instant  rushed  in.  Then 
the  members  of  the  troupe  all  looked  around  from  the  middle 
of  the  barn  where  they  were  assembled,  and  by  the  dim  light 
of  the  single  candle  which  they  had  left  burning,  they  ob- 
served a  tall,  well-dressed  man,  of  commanding  appearance, 
hurriedly  approaching  them.  A  nearer  view  showed  that 
his  garments  were  shining  as  if  with  a  recent  immersion  in 
water,  while  his  aspect  bore  the  evidences  of  something 
very  unusual  having  occurred.  His  apparel  in  some  parts 
was  stained  with  mud,  and  pieces  of  ^traw  were  amongst  his 
hair  and  whiskers. 
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His  tale  —  as  a  matter  of  course,  an  invented  one  —  was 
speedily  told.  He  was  a  gentleman  who  had  experienced 
the  misfortune  of  losing  a  very  large  sum  of  money  through 
the  dishonesty  of  a  friend  whom  he  had  trusted.  His  cred- 
itors had  dealt  harshly  with  him;  they  had  set  the  bailiffs 
on  his  track,  and  it  was  with  the  utmost  trouble,  after  ford- 
ing a  river  and  hiding  in  a  farmyard,  that  he  had  succeeded 
in  eluding  those  harpies  of  the  law.  All  he  wanted  was  a 
little  temporary  succour,  for  if  he  could  once  get  to  Paris, 
he  had  wealthy  friends  residing  there,  whose  purses  would 
be  placed  at  his  disposal;  and  he  should  then  be  enabled 
most  liberally  to  reward  those  who  might  now  assist  him 
in  his  need. 

Such  were  the  explanations  given  by  De  Margaux  to  the 
troupe  of  strolling  players,  and  the  effect  his  words  produced 
was  precisely  such  as  he  had  anticipated.  He  had  enlisted 
their  sympathies  by  the  tale  of  his  misfortunes;  he  had 
excited  their  cupidity  by  his  promises  of  eventual  reward. 
Their  offers  of  services  were  promptly  and  heartily  made, 
and  it  was  left  to  himself  to  point  out  in  which  manner  they 
could  be  best  rendered  available.  A  disguise,  to  enable  him 
to  elude  the  bailiffs,  —  his  amalgamation,  so  to  speak, 
amongst  the  troupe,  that  he  might  journey  under  the  pro- 
tection of  the  passport  which  served  them  in  common,  and 
a  removal  from  that  neighbourhood  with  the  least  possible 
delay,  these  were  the  boons  which  De  Margaux  required  and 
the  suggestions  which  he  had  to  offer. 

The  members  of  the  company  had  only  heard  vague  reports 
relative  to  the  capture  of  a  horde  of  banditti;  they  were 
too  much  occupied  with  their  own  concerns  to  pay  particular 
attention  to  what  was  passing  around  them  in  a  foreign 
country.  Thus  not  for  a  single  instant  did  they  mistrust 
the  tale  so  speciously  told  them  by  De  Margaux,  nor  suspect 
that  he  was  aught  beyond  what  he  represented  himself.  The 
strollers  consisted  of  about  a  dozen  persons,  including  the 

violins  "  and  the  flageolet,"  and  three  or  four  of  them 
were  females.  With  these  latter  De  Margaux  became  an 
object  of  especial  sympathy;  they  considered  it  so  shocking 
that  a  gentleman  with  such  a  handsome  moustache  should 
have  been  deceived  by  a  false  friend  and  hunted  by  bailiffs 
.through  the  muddy  waters  of  a  river  and  the  slough  of  a 
farmyard.    It  was  a  matter  of  perfect  indifference  to  the 
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entire  troupe  of  strollers  as  to  the  particular  direction  in 
which  they  proceeded,  and  they  therefore  readily  yielded 
to  the  wish  expressed  by  De  Margaux  that  by  a  circuitous 
route  they  should  make  for  the  capital.  A  removal  from 
the  village  barn  at  a  very  early  hour  in  the  morning  was 
accordingly  resolved  upon;  but  in  the  meanwhile  it  w^as 
necessary  that  De  Margaux  should  effectually  disguise  him- 
self. He  commenced  by  shaving  off  the  moustache  and  the 
luxuriant  whiskers  which  had  so  captivated  the  ladies  of 
the  troupe;  he  likewise  cropped  the  rich  growth  of  his  hair. 
The  whole  of  his  face  being  clean  shaved  at  once  altered  his 
appearance  considerably,  and  a  brown  wig  supplied  by  the 
*'  theatrical  properties  "  completed  the  metamorphosis  in 
respect  to  the  head.  His  own  apparel  was  exchanged  for  a 
rusty  suit,  of  quite  a  different  style  and  fashion,  which  the 
manager  lent  him;  and  thus,  when  his  toilet  was  accom- 
plished in  a  corner  of  the  barn  behind  a  portion  of  the  hang- 
ing scenery,  it  was  next  to  impossible  to  recognize  the  late 
fashionable  and  almost  brilliant  De  Margaux  in  the  fallen, 
dilapidated  appearance  which  he  now  presented.  At  a  very 
early  hour  in  the  morning  a  cart  was  borrowed  from  the 
good-natured  farmer  who  had  lent  the  barn,  and  the  strollers, 
with  their  new  acquaintance  and  the  boxes  containing  their 
theatrical  properties,  took  their  departure  for  another  place, 
—  De  Margaux  being  careful  to  direct  them  in  a  route 
which  carried  him  farther  off  from  the  scene  of  his  late  ex- 
ploits. 

Hitherto  he  had  succeeded  in  a  manner  which  almost 
transcended  the  hopes  and  expectations  he  entertained  when 
first  resolving  to  make  use  of  this  itinerant  company  for  his 
own  purposes.  But  still  one  source  of  dread  haunted  his 
mind.  What  if  any  of  his  companions,  two  or  three  of  whom 
understood  French,  should  happen  to  read  the  placards 
which,  as  he  had  foreseen,  had  sprung  as  it  were  into  exist- 
ence in  a  marvellously  short  space  of  time?  They  could 
scarcely  fail  to  identify  him  as  the  escaped  felon  whose  per- 
sonal appearance,  at  the  time  of  his  flight,  was  described 
with  such  painful  accuracy  in  those  bills.  But  he  managed 
so  to  beguile  the  way  with  his  conversation,  he  told  so  many 
anecdotes  to  interest  his  new  companions,  that  he  succeeded 
in  engrossing  their  whole  attention,  and  preventing  them 
from  fixing  their  regards  on  a  single  placard  on  any  of  the 
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walls  or  fences  by  which  they  passed.  Fortunately,  likewise, 
the  farmer's  man,  who  drove  the  cart,  could  not  read,  and 
thus  every  circumstance  appeared  to  progress  favourably 
for  our  adventurer. 


END  OF  VOLUME  XIX. 
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